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While  visiting  Boston  I  have  found  my  pub- 
lishers, Messrs.  Roberts  Brothers,  contemplating 
the  issue  of  my  complete  poetical  works  in  the 
form  of  two  conveniently  bound  volumes.  I  am 
glad  to  approve  and  sanction  such  a  condensation 
of  the  eight  books  into  a  portable  and  permanent 
embodiment ;  and  I  eagerly  seize  this  opportunity 
to  thank,  with  all  possible  good-will  and  cordiality, 
those  innumerable  American  friends  and  readers 
who,  for  the  past  eleven  years,  have  taken  pleasure 
in  my  writings. 

EDWIN   ARNOLD. 

Boston,  Sept.  23,  1889. 
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PREFACE. 


The  gracious  reception  given  to  my  "  Light  of  Asia  " 
by  the  American  people,  —  which  has  so  much  hon- 
ored me  —  encourages  my  publishers,  Messrs.  Roberts 
Brothers,  to  reproduce  here  such  other  poetical  works 
of  mine  as  they  think  likely  to  be  of  interest  in  America. 
I  am  glad  of  the  opportunity  thus  afforded  to  express 
the  pleasure  and  the  pride  caused  me  by  the  high  favour 
of  the  public  of  the  United  States ;  and  to  thank  with 
all  my  heart  the  innumerable  unknown,  but  valued, 
friends  there,  who  have  been  pleased  to  convey  to 
me,  by  public  and  private  channels,  the  satisfaction 
they  have  found  in  my  story  of  "  The  Great  Renun- 
ciation." 

EDWIN   ARNOLD. 

London,  August  13,  1880. 
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Beautiful  flowers  please,  whatever  their  name  and  coun- 
try ;  and  so  far  as  any  brightness  or  fragrance  may  have 
been  preserved  from  the  Aryan  original  in  this  paraphrase, 
it  will  no  doubt  be  recognized  by  the  reader  of  intelligence. 
Yet  being  so  exotic,  the  poem  demands  a  word  or  two  of 
introduction. 

The  "Gita  Govinda,"  then,  or  "Song  of  Govind,"  is  a 
Sanskrit  idyl,  or  little  pastoral  drama,  in  which  —  under  the 
form  of  Krishna,  an  incarnation  of  the  god  Vishnoo  —  the 
human  soul  is  displayed  in  its  relations  alternately  with 
earthly  and  celestial  beauty.  Krishna  —  at  once  human  and 
divine  —  is  first  seen  attracted  by  the  pleasures  of  the  senses 
(personified  by  the  shepherdesses  in  the  wood),  and  wasting 
his  affections  upon  the  delights  of  their  illusory  world. 
Radha,  the  spirit  of  intellectual  and  moral  beauty,  comes 
to  free  him  from  this  error  by  enkindling  in  his  heart  a 
desire  for  her  own  surpassing  loveliness  of  form  and  char- 
acter ;  and  under  the  parable  of  a  human  passion  —  too  glow- 
ingly depicted  by  the  Indian  poet  for  exact  transcription  — 
the  gradual  emancipation  of  Krishna  from  sensuous  distrac-- 
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tions,  and  his  union  with  Radha  in  a  high  and  spiritualized 
happiness,  are  portrayed.  This  general  interpretation,  at  any 
rate,  though  disputed  by  certain  authorities,  is  n\aintained  by 
Jones,  Lassen,  and  others  ;  and  has  been  followed,  not  with- 
out occasional  difficulty,  in  the  subjoined  version. 

Lassen  thus  writes  in  his  Latin  prolegomena  :  "  To  speak 
my  opinion  in  one  word,  Krishna  is  here  the  divinely-given 
soul  manifested  in  humanity.  .  .  .  The  recollection  of  this 
celestial  origin  abides  deep  in  the  mind,  and  even  when  it 
seems  to  slumber  —  drugged  as  it  were  by  the  fair  shows  of 
the  world,  the  pleasures  of  visible  things,  and  the  intoxica- 
tion of  the  senses  —  it  now  and  again  awakes,  .  .  .  full  of 
yearning  to  recover  the  sweet  serenity  of  its  pristine  condi- 
tion. Then  the  soul  begins  to  discriminate  and  to  perceive 
that  the  love,  which  was  its  inmost  principle,  has  been  lav- 
ished on  empty  and  futile  objects ;  it  grows  a-wearied  of 
things  sensual,  false,  and  unenduring ;  it  longs  to  fix  its 
affection  on  that  which  shall  be  stable,  and  the  source  of 
true  and  eternal  delight.  Krishna  —  to  use  the  imagery  of 
this  poem  —  thrones  Radha  in  his  heart,  as  the  sole  and  only 
one  who  can  really  satisfy  his  aspirations.  .  .  . 

"  Radha  is  supreme  in  beauty,  with  a  loveliness  which  is 
at  once  celestial,  and  yet  enshrined  in  earthly  mould.  Her 
charms  lift  the  mind  to  heavenly  contemplations,  and  the 
God  of  Love,  Kama,  borrows  his  best  weapons  from  them. 
She  is  forgiving  and  pitiful  even  towards  her  erring  and  lin- 
gering lover  ;  she  would  meet  him  in  returning  if  she  could  ; 
she  grieves  more  than  she  blames  ;  and  once  reconciled,  is 
beyond  measure  tender.  .  .  .  The  remedy  for  the  illusions 
of  sense  —  sansdra  —  is  placed  by  all  Hindoo  philosophers 
in  the  understanding  of  true  existence,  and  Radha,  in  my 
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judgment,  represents  this  remedy  —  being  the  personified 
contemplation  of  the  divine  beauty  and  goodness.  .  .  .  Such 
contemplation  flies  from  and  disowns  the  mind  possessed  by 
sensual  objects,  but  goes  to  meet  and  gladly  inhabits  that 
which  consecrates  itself,  as  Krishna's  does,  to  the  higher 
love.  ...  It  bewails  fts  separation  from  the  soul,  as  that 
which  was  its  natural  dwelling-place  before  the  changeful 
shows  of  mortal  life  banished  it ;  and  this  is  the  mystery  of 
mutual  attraction  between  the  mind  and  mental  beauty,  that 
the  memory  of  the  divine  happiness  does  not  die,  but  is 
revived  by  the  recognition  of  truth,  and  returns  to  the  per- 
ception of  what  things  in  love  are  worthless,  and  what  are 
real  and  worthy.  The  affection  of  Radha  is  jealous,  and 
grants  not  the  full  sight  of  her  charms,  until  the  soul  of  its 
own  accord  abandons  its  preoccupations,  and  becomes  filled 
with  the  desire  of  the  true  lovt.  But  upon  the  soul  thus 
returning  she  lavishes  her  utmost  tenderness  ;  whereof  to  be 
the  recipient  is  to  have  all  wishes  fulfilled  and  nothing  lack- 
ing—  to  be  tripta  —  *  well-contented.'  Such,  in  my  opinion, 
is  the  recondite  significance  of  this  poem,  hidden  under 
> imagery  but  too  luxuriant.  The  Indian  poet  seems,  indeed, 
to  have  spent  rather  more  labor  in  depicting  the  phases  of 
earthly  passion  than  of  that  intellectual  yearning  by  which 
the  mind  is  lifted  to  the  contemplation  of  divine  things  ;  .  .  . 
but  the  fable  of  the  loves  of  Govinda  and  Radhs  existing 
from  antiquity,  and  being  universally  accepted,  philosophy 
had  to  affix  its  doctrines  to  the  story  in  such  a  way  as  that 
the  vulgar  amours  of  those  popular  deities  might  present 
themselves  in  a  nobler  aspect." 

Nothing  in  the  way  of  exposition  needs  to  be  added  to 
these  words. 
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The  great  variety  of  measure  in  the  original  has  been  indi- 
cated by  frequently  varying  the  metre  of  this  paraphrase, 
without  meanwhile  attempting  to  imitate  the  many  very  ^- 
ciful  alliterations,  assonances,  and  recurring  choruses;  of 
which  last,  however,  two  examples  have  been  introduced. 
The  **G!ta  Govinda,"  with  these  refrains  and  the  musical 
accompaniments  named  and  prescribed  by  the  directions  em- 
bodied in  the  text,  must  have  been  a  species  of  Oriental 
opera.  This  raises  the  difficult  and  little-studied  subject  of 
ancient  Hindoo  music,  upon  which  a  passing  word  or  two 
may  not  appear  impertinent.  Sir  William  Jones  says, 
"When  I  first  read  the  songs  of  Jayadeva,  who  has  pre- 
fixed to  each  the  name  of  the  mode  in  which  it  was  to  be 
sung,  I  had  hopes  of  procuring  the  original  music ;  but  the 
Pundits  of  the  South  referred  me  to  those  of  the  West,  and 
the  Brahmans  of  the  West  would  have  sent  me  to  those  of 
the  North,  while  they  of  Nepal  and  Cashmere  declared  that 
they  had  no  ancient  music,  but  imagined  that  the  notes  of 
the  *  Gita  Govinda '  must  exist,  if  anywhere,  where  the  poet 
was  bom  "  (Sir  W.  Jones,  vol.  i.  p.  440). 

Now  the  reason  why  this  illustrious  scholar  could  not  find 
the  score  of  the  "  Gita,"  was  that  music  was  always  taught 
orally  by  the  Hindoos,  and  therefore  did  not  pass  down  from 
the  old  minstrels  in  any  noted  form.  Yet  there  existed  an 
elaborate  science  of  melody  among  the  ancient  Indians ;  al- 
though, like  the  Greeks,  they  understood  little  or  nothing  of 
harmony.  The  distinguishing  feature  of  Hindoo  airs  was, 
and  still  is,  an  extremely  fine  gradation  of  notes ;  the  semi- 
tone could  be  accurately  divided  into  demi-semitones  by  the 
ear  and  voice  of  a  practised  "Gundharb''  or  "Goonee." 
This  even  now  imparts  a  delicacy  to  the  otherwise  mono- 
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tonous  temple-singing,  which  all  musicians  would  recogniasc ; 
and  they  might  find  in  such  treatises  as  the  **  Sungeet  Dur- 
pun,"   "  Ragavibodha,"  and    "R^g-mala,"  or  "Chaplet  of 
Melodies,"  complete  and  curious  explanations  of  the  Hindoo 
orchestra.    In  that  fantastic  Sjrstem  the  old  Aryan  composers 
established  six  r^as^  or  divine  fundamental  airs,  having 
each  five  wives  or  raginees^  and  each  of  these  producing 
eight  melodious  children ;   so  that  the  orthodox  repertory 
contained  two  hundred  and  forty  separate  songs.     These 
songs  had  their  fixed  occasion,  subject,  and  season ;  all  to  be 
reverently  observed ;  otherwise  the  deity  presiding  over  each 
was  not  thought  likely  to  attend  and  give  perfect  effect  to 
the  music.     These  lyric  divinities  are  personified  and  de* 
scribed  in  such  works  as  the  '*Ratnamala:"  thus  *'Gurjjari" 
— a  melody  fi'equently  indicated  here  by  Jayadeva  —  is  repre- 
sented as  a  feminine  minstrel  of  engaging  mien,  dressed  in 
yellow  bodice  and  red  sane^  richly  bedecked  with  jewels  and 
enthroned  in  a  golden  swing,  as  the  third  wife  of  the  Kaga 
Migh,     Musical  science  was  divided  into  seven  branches  — 
Surudhyaya  or  sol-fa-ing,  rag  or  melody,  tal  or  time,  nrit  or 
rh3rthmical  dancing,  aurth  or  poetry,  bhav  or  expression,  and 
hust^  answering  to  method,  "touch."    The  gamut  contained 
seven  notes  singularly  named  —  Su  was  suruj,  the  scream  of 
the  peacock ;  ri  was  rikhuby  the  cry  of  the  parrot ;  gu  was 
gundhur^  the  bleat  of  the  sheep ;  mu  was  tnuddhuHy  the  call 
of  the  crane ;  pu  stood  for  punchumy  and  the  note  of  the 
Ko'il ;  dhu  for  dhyvut,  the  neigh  of  the  horse ;  and  ni  for 
nikhad,  the  trumpeting  of  the  elephant.     Endless  subtleties 
characterized  their  musical  terms  —  thus  /«/,  or  **  time,"  is  a 
word  made  up  of  the  first  letters  from  tand,  the  dance  of 
Mahadeo,  and  iasy  the  dance  of  Parvati,  his  consort;  but 
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these  are  mere  etymological  niceties,  characteristic  of  the 
hard  language  in  which  one  single  word  may  be  written  in  a 
hundred  and  eight  ways.  Enough  has  been  said  to  show, 
from  sources  which  are  perhaps  somewhat  out  of  general 
reach,  that  a  special  accompaniment  of  music  was  prescribed 
for  the  "Gfta  Govinda"  when  composed,  which,  could  It  be 
recovered,  would  add  immensely  to  the  interest  of  the  Sans- 
krit Canticle;  and  indeed,  even  at  present,  any  competent 
inquirer  into  the  existing  melodies  of  India,  popular  and 
sacred,  might  be  rewarded  by  many  exquisite  airs  worth  the 
ear  of  European  maestri  themselves.  The  Indians  of  to-day 
have  still  their  dhoorpuds^  or  heroic  ballads;  their  kheals^ 
ghuzuls,  and  rekhtahs^  love-songs  of  Mogul  derivation ;  their 
dadras  and  nukiaSy  serenades  of  Hindoo  origin-,  the  tuppah^ 
hummed  by  Hindi  and  Punjabi  camel-drivers ;  the  terana^ 
or  "  song  without  words  ; "  the  palna,  or  cradle-song ;  the 
sohla,  or  marriage-strain ;  the  stoott\  or  eulogistic  chants ; 
and  the  sikri,  which  are  hymns  of  morality.  Probably 
among  these  some  echoes  of  the  antique  melodies  of  Jaya- 
deva  may  be  preserved;  at  any  rate,  such  a  list  —  and  it 
might  be  largely  extended — shows  that  Indian  music  well 
merits  professional  study. 

Jayadeva,  a  native  of  Kinduvilva  or  Kend61i,  in  Burdwan 
or  Tirhoot  (for  the  locality  is  doubtful),  wrote,  according  to 
Lassen,  about  1150  a.d.  The  theme  of  the  Indian  poet's 
musical  mystery-play  is  found  in  the  tenth  section  of  the 
Bhc^gavata,  but  Hindoo  literature  and  daily  talk  are  full  of 
thFs  half-divine,  half-human  Krishna;  and  in  turning  into  a 
religious  canticle  the  loves  of  "Govinda"  and  Radha,  Jaya- 
deva might  be  sure  that  every  native  audience,  present  and 
to  ^ome,  vvoulJ  understand  his  matter.     The  ''Gita'*  is  to 
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this  hour  very  popular  in  India;  but  more  so,  doubtless,  be- 
cause of  its  melodious  versification  and  its  ardent  love- 
pictures  than  the  profound  and  earnest  meanings,  for  the 
sake  of  which  this  imperfect  attempt  has  been  hazarded. 
Extremely  imperfect  it  is,  and  for  exact  Sanskrit  scholars 
(among  whose  honorable  number  the  Author  has  very  slen- 
der claims  to  rank)  of  no  account  at  all;  yet  something, 
however  slight,  may  perhaps  be  done  towards  the  closer 
acquaintance  of  England  and  India  —  an  object  always  dear 
to  the  present  writer — by  this  his  second  effort  to  popularize 
Indian  classics.  With  the  aid  of  Lassen  (to  whose  labors 
and  erudite  guidance  every  grateful  acknowledgment  is  here 
due)  this  "  Song  of  Songs "  goes,  for  the  most  part,  fairly  * 
pace  for  pace  with  the  Sanskrit  text ;  although  much  has  had 
to  be  modified,  and  the  last  Sarga  omitted,  in  order  to  com- 
ply with  the  canons  of  Western  propriety.  An  English 
dress  cannot  —  alas! — fail  to  destroy  something  of  the 
Asiatic  grace  of  Radha ;  but  in  her  own  she  is  radiant,  fas- 
cinating, and  angelic,  and  seemed  to  teach  a  lesson  so  well 
worth  repeating,  that  this  imitation  of  Jayadeva  has  been 
ventured  upon. 
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INTR  OD  UCTION, 

OM! 

REVERENCE   TO   GANESHA! 

"  The  sky  is  clouded ;  and  the  wood  resembles 

The  sky,  thick-arched  with  black  Tamala  boughs  ; 
O  Radha,  Radha  !  take  this  Soul,  that  trembles 

In  life's  deep  midnight,  to  Thy  golden  house." 
So  Nanda  spoke,  —  and,  led  by  Radha's  spirit, 

The  feet  of  Krishna  found  the  road  aright ; 
Wherefore  in  bliss  which  all  high  hearts  inherit 

Together  taste  they  Love's  divine  delight. 


/fe  who  wrote  these  things  for  thee^ 
Of  the  Son  of  Wassoodce^ 


r,P    SONGS. 
„,.«   SONG   OF   => 

THE  IN'^^'^^ 
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(  What  fallows  is  to  the  Music  Malava  and  the  Mode 

RUPAKA.) 

HYMN   TO   VISHNU. 

O  THOU  that  held'st  the  blessed  Veda  dry 

When  all  things  else  beneath  the  floods  were  hurled ; 
Strong  Fish-God  !  Ark  of  Men  !  yaif  WBn.Jaif 

Hail,  Keshav,  hail !  thou  Master  of  the  world  ! 

ITie  round  world  rested  on  thy  spacious  nape ; 

Upon  thy  neck,  like  a  mere  mole,  it  stood  ; 
O  thou  that  took'st  for  us  the  Tortoise-shape, 

Hail,  Keshav,  hail !  Ruler  of  wave  and  wood  ! 

"The  world  upon  thy  curving  tusk  sate  sure, 

Like  the  Moon's  dark  disc  in  her  crescent  pale ; 

O  thou  who  didst  fgr  us  assume  the  Boar, 
Immortal  Conqueror  !  hail,  Keshav,  hail ! 

^^lien  thou  thy  Giant- Foe  didst  seize  and  rend, 

Fierce,  fearful,  long,  and  sharp  were  fang  and  nail ; 

XTiou  who  the  Lion  and  the  Man  didst  blend, 
Lord  of  the  Universe  !  hail,  Narsingh,  hail ! 
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Wonderful  Dwarf !  —  who  with  a  threefold  stride 
Cheated  King  Bali  —  where  thy  footsteps  fall 

Men's  sins,  O  Wamuna  !  are  set  aside. 
O  Keshav,  hail !  thou  Help  and  Hope  of  all ! 

The  sins  of  this  sad  earth  thou  didst  assoil, 
The  anguish  of  its  creatures  thou  didst  heal ; 

Freed  are  we  from  all  terrors  by  thy  toil : 
•  Hail,  Purshuram,  hail !     Lord  of  the  biting  steel ! 

To  thee  the  fell  Ten-Headed  yielded  life. 
Thou  in  dread  battle  laid'st  the  monster  low  ! 

Ah,  Rama  !  dear  to  Gods  and  men  that  strife  ; 
We  praise  thee.  Master  of  the  matchless  bow  ! 

With  clouds  for  garments  glorious  thou  dost  fare, 
Veiling  thy  dazzling  majesty  and  might. 

As  when  Yamuna  saw  thee  with  the  share, 
A  peasant  —  yet  the  King  of  Day  and  Night. 

Merciful-hearted  !  when  thou  camest  as  Boodh  — 
Albeit  'twas  written  in  the  Scriptures  so  — 

Thou  bad'st  our  altars  be  no  more  imbrued 
With  blood  of  victims  :  Keshav  !  bending  low 
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We  praise  thee,  Wielder  of  the  sweeping  sword, 

Brilliant  as  curving  comets  in  the  gloom, 
Whose  edge  shall  smite  the  fierce  barbarian  horde  ; 

Hail  to  thee,  Keshav  !  hail,  and  hear,  and  come, 

And  fill  this  song  of  Jayadev  with  thee, 

And  make  it  wise  to  teach,  strong  to  redeem. 

And  sweet  to  living  souls.     Thou  Mystery  ! 
Thou  Light  of  Life  !  Thou  Dawn  beyond  the  dream  ! 


Fish  !  that  didst  outswim  the  flood ; 
Tortoise  !  whereon  earth  hath  stood  ; 
Boar  !  who  with  thy  tush  held'st  high 
The  world,  that  mortals  might  not  die  ; 
Lion  !  who  hast  giants  torn  ; 
Dwarf !  who  laugh'dst  a  king  to  scorn  ; 
Sole  Subduer  of  the  Dreaded  ! 
Slayer  of  the  many-headed  ! 
Mighty  Ploughman  !     Teacher  tender  ! 
Of  thine  own  the  sure  Defender  ! 
Under  all  thy  ten  disguises 
Endless  praise  to  thee  arises. 


THE    INDIAN    SONG   OF    SONGS. 

(  What  follows  is  to  the  Music  Gurjjar!  and  the  Mode 

NiHSARA.) 

Ekidless  praise  arises, 
O  thou  God  that  liest 
Rapt,  on  Kurala's  breast, 
Happiest,  holiest,  highest ! 
Planets  are  thy  jewels, 
Stars  thy  forehead-gems. 
Set  like  sapphires  gleaming 
In  kingliest  anadems ; 
Even  the  great  gold  Sun-God, 
Blazing  through  the  sky^ 
Serves  thee  but  for  crest-stone, 
Jai,  jai  !  Hari,  jai  ! 
As  that  Lord  of  day 
After  night  brings  morrow, 
Thou  dost  charm  away 
Life's  long  dream  of  sorrow. 
As  on  Mansa*s  water 
Brood  the  swans  at  rest. 
So  thy  laws  sit  stately 
On  a  holy  breast. 
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O,  Drinker  of  the  poison  ! 

Ah,  high  Delight  of  earth  ! 

What  light  is  to  the  lotus-buds, 

What  singing  is  to  mirth, 

Art  thou  —  art  thou  that  slayedst 

Madhou  and  Narak  griifi ; 

That  ridest  on  the  King  of  Birds, 

Making  all  glories  dim. 

With  eyes  like  open  lotus-flowers. 

Bright  in  the  morning  rain. 

Freeing  by  one  swift  piteous  glance 

The  spirit  from  Life's  pain  : 

Of  all  the  three  Worlds  Treasure  ! 

Of  sin  the  Putter-by  ! 

Of  the  Ten-Headed  Victor  ! 

yai  Hari !     Hari  !  jai  / 

Thou  Shaker  of  the  Mountain  ! 

Thou  Shadow  of  the  Storm  ! 

Thou  Cloud  that  unto  Lakshmi's  face 

Comes  welcome,  white,  and  warm  ! 

O  thou,  —  who  to  great  Lakshmi 

Art  like  the  silvery  beam 

Which  moon-sick  chakors  feed  upon 
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By  Jumna's  silent  stream,  — 
.To  thee  this  hymn  ascendeth, 
That  Jayadev  doth  sing, 
Of  worship,  love,  and  mystery ; 
High  Lord  and  heavenly  King  ! 
And  unto  whoso  hears  it 
Do  thou  a  blessing  bring  — 
Whose  neck  is  gilt  with  yellow  dust 
From  lilies  that  did  cling 
Beneath  the  breasts  of  Lakshmi, 
A  girdle  soft  and  sweet, 
When  in  divine  embracing 
The  lips  of  Gods  did  meet ; 
And  the  beating  heart  above 
Of  thee  —  Dread  Lord  of  Heaven  !  • 
She  left  that  stamp  of  love  — 
By  such  deep  sign  be  given 
Prays  Jayadev,  the  glory 
And  the  secret  and  the  spells 
Which  close-hid  in  this  story 
Unto  wise  ears  he  tells. 

END   OF  INTRODUCTION. 


SARGA   THE  FIRST. 


SAMODADAMODARO. 

THE   SPORTS   OF   KRISHNA. 

Beautiful  Radha,  jasmine-bosomed  Radha, 
All  in  the  Spring-time  waited  by  the  wood 
For  Krishna  fair,  Krishna  the  all-forgetful,  — 
Krishna  with  earthly  love's  false  fire  consuming 
And  some  one  of  her  maidens  sang  this  song :  - 


(  What  follows  is  to  the  Music  Vasanta  and  the  Mode 

Yati.) 

I  know  where   Krishna  tarries  in   these  early  days  of 

Spring, 
When  every  wind  from  warm  Malay  brings  fragrance  on 

its  wing ; 
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Brings  fragrance  stolen  far  away  from  thickets  of  the 

clove, 
In  jungles  where  the  bees  hum  and  the  Koil  flutes  her 

love ; 
He  dances  with  the  dancers,  of  a  merry  morrice  one. 
All  in  the  buddmg  Spring-time,  for  'tis  sad  to  be  alone. 

I  know  how  Krishna  passes  these  hours  of  blue  and  gold, 
When  parted  lovers  sigh  to  meet  and  greet  and  closely 

hold 
Hand  fast  in  hand ;  and  every  branch  upon  the  Vakul- 

tree 
Droops  downward  with  a  hundred  blooms,  in  every  bloom 

a  bee ; 
He  is  dancing  with  the  dancers   to  a   laughter-moving 

tone. 
In  the  soft  awakening  Spring-time,  when  'tis  hard  to  live 

alone. 

Where   Kroona-flowers,  that  open   at  a  lover's   lightest 

tread. 
Break,  and,  for  shame  at  what  they  hear,  from  white  blush 

modest  red ; 
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And  all  the  spears  on  all  the  boughs  of  all  the  Ketuk- 

glades 
Seem  ready  darts  to  pierce  the  hearts  of  wandering  youths 

and  maids ; 
Tis  there  thy  Krishna  dances  till  the  merry  drum  is  done. 
All  in  the  sunny  Spring-time,  when  who  can  live  alone  ? 

Where    the    breaking-forth   of   blossom   on   the    yellow 

Keshra-sprays 
Dazzles  like  Kama's  sceptre,  whom  all  the  world  obeys  j 
And    Patal-buds  fill  drowsy  bees  from    pink  delicious 

bowls, 
\s   Kama's  nectared  goblet   steeps    in   languor  human 

souls ; 
There  he  dances  with  the  dancers,  and  of  Radha  thinketh 

none, 
.\11  in  the  warm  new  Spring-tide,  when  none  will  live 

alone. 

Where    the    breath  of  waving  M^dhvi    pours    incense 

through  the  grove, 
And  silken    Mogras    lull   the    sense    with    essences    of 

love,  — 
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The  silken-soft  pale  Mogra,  whose  perfume  fine  and  faint 
Can  melt  the   coldness  of  a  maid,,  the  sternness  of  a 

saint  — 
There  dances  with  those  dancers  thme  other  self,  thine 

Own, 
All  in  the  languorous  Spring-time,  when  none  will  live 

alone. 

Where  —  as  if  warm  lips  touched  sealed  eyes  and  waked 

them  —  all  the  bloom 
Opens  upon  the  mangoes  to  feel  the  sunshine  come ; 
And  Atimuktas  wind  their  arms  of  softest  green  about. 
Clasping  the  stems,  while  calm  and  clear  great  Jumna 

spreadeth  out ; 
There  dances  and  there  laughs  thy  Love,  with  damsels 

many  an  one, 
In  the   rosy  days  of  Spring-time,  for  he  will  not   live 

alone. 


Mark  this  song  of  Jayadev  I 
Deep  as  pearl  in  ocean-wave 
Lurketh  in  its  lines  a  wonder 
Which  the  wise  alone  will  ponder : 
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Though  it  seemeth  of  the  earthy 
Heavmly  is  the  musie^s  birth  ; 
Telling  darkly  of  delights 
In  the  woody  of  wasted  nights ^ 
Of  witless  days  J  and  fruitless  love. 
And  false  pleasures  of  the  grove. 
And  rash  passions  of  the  prime. 
And  those  dances  of  Spring-time  ; 
Time,  which  seems  so  subtle-sweety 
Time,  which  pipes  to  dancing-feet. 
Ah  !  so  softly  —  ah  /  so  sweetly  — 
That  among  those  wood-maids  featly 
Krishna  cannot  choose  but  dance. 
Letting  pass  lifers  greater  chance. 

Yet  the  winds  that  sigh  so 

As  they  stir  the  rose, 
Wake  a  sigh  from  Krishna 

WistfuUer  than  those ; 
All  their  faint  breaths  swinging 

The  creepers  to  and  fro 
Pass  like  rustb'ng  arrows 

Shot  from  Kama's  bow : 
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Thus  among  the  dancers 

What  those  zephyrs  bring 
Strikes  to  Krishna's  spirit 

Like  a  darted  sting. 

And  all  as  if — far  wandered  — 

The  traveller  should  hear 
The  bird  of  home,  the  KoTl, 

With  nest-notes  rich  and  clear ; 
And  there  should  come  one  moment 

A  blessed  fleeting  dream 
Of  the  bees  among  the  mangoes 

Beside  his  native  stream  ; 
So  flash  those  sudden  yearnings, 

That  sense  of  a  dearer  thing. 
The  love  and  lack  of  Radha 

Upon  his  soul  in  Spring. 

Then  she,  the  maid  of  Radha,  spake  again ; 
And  pointing  far  away  between  the  leaves 
Guided  her  lovely  Mistress  where  to  look. 
And  note  how  Krishna  wantoned  in  the  wood 
Now  with  this  one,  now  that ;  his  heart,  her  prize. 
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Panting  with  foolish  passions,  and  his  eyes 
Beaming  with  too  much  love  for  those  fair  girls — 
Fair,  but  not  so  as  Radha ;  and  she  sang 

(  fVAat  follows  is  to  the  Music  RAmagir!  and  the  Modi 

Yati.) 

See,  Lady  !  how  thy  Krishna  passes  these  idle  hours 
Decked  forth  in  fold  of  woven  gold,  and  crowned  with 

forest-flowers ; 
And  scented  with  the  sandal,  and  gay  with  gems  ol 

price  — 
Rubies  to  mate  his  laughing  lips,  and  diamonds  like  his 

eyes ; — 
In  the  company  of  damsels,*  who  dance  and  sing  and 

play. 
Lies  Krishna  laughing,  tojring,  dreaming  his  Spring  away. 

One,  with  star-blossomed  champik  wreathed,  wooes  him 

to  rest  his  head 
On  the  dark  pillow  of  her  breast  so  tenderly  outspread  ; 

*  It  will  be  observed  that  the  "Gopis"  here  personify  the  five 
senses.  Lassen  says,  "  Mani/estum  est  puellis  istis  nil  aliud  signifi- 
cart  quam  res  sen  sites  ^ 
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And  o'er  his  brow  with  roses  blown  she  fans  a  fragrance 

rare, 
That  falls  on  the  enchanted  sense  like  rain  in   thirsty 

air, 
While  the  company  of  damsels  wave  many  an  odorous 

spray, 
And  Krishna  laughing,  toying,  sighs  the  sofl  Spring  away. 

Another,  gazing  in  his  face,  sits  wistfully  apart, 
Searching  it  with  those  looks  of  love  that  leap  from  heart 

to  heart ; 
Her  eyes  —  afire  with  shy  desire,  veiled  by  their  lashes 

black  — 
Speak  so  that  Krishna  cannot  choose  but  send  the  mes- 
sage back, 
In  the  company  of  damsels  whose  bright  eyes  in  a  ring 
Shine  round  him  with  soft  meanings  in  the  merry  light  of 
Spring. 

The  third  one  of  that  dazzling  band  of  dwellers  in  the 

wood  — 
Body  and  bosom   panting  with   the  pulse   of  youthful 

blood  — 


THE   INDIAN   SONG   OF   SONGS.  1/ 

Leans  over  him,  as    in  his  ear  a  lightsome  thing  to 

speaky 
And   then  with  leaf-soft   lip  imprints  a  kiss  below  his 

cheek ; 
A  kiss  that  thrills,  and  Krishna  turns  at  the  silken  touch 
To  give  it  back — ah,  Radha  !  forgetting  thee  too  much. 

And  one  with  arch  smile  beckons  him  away  from  Jumna's 
banks, 

Where   the  tall  bamboos  bristle   like   spears   in   battle- 
ranks, 

And  plucks  his  cloth  to  make  him  come  into  the  mango- 
shade, 

Where  the  fruit  is  ripe  and  golden,  and  the  milk  and 
cakes  are  laid : 

Oh  !   golden-red  the  mangoes,  and  glad   the   feasts  of 
Spring, 

And  fair  the  flowers  to  lie  upon,  and  sweet  the  dancers 
sing. 

Sweetest  of  all  that  Temptress  who  dances  for  him  now 
With  subtle  feet  which  part  and  meet  in  the  Ras-measure 
slow, 
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To  the  chime  of  silver  bangles  and  the  beat  of  rose-leaf 

hands, 
And  pipe  and  lute  and  cymbal  played  by  the  woodland 

bands ; 
So  that  wholly  passion-laden — eye,  ear,  sense,  soul  o'er- 

come  — 
Krishna  is  theirs  in  the  forest ;  his  heart  forgets  its  home. 

Krishfia^  made  for  heavenly  things^ 
^Mid  those  tvoodland  singers  sings; 
With  those  dancers  dances  featljy 
Gives  back  soft  embraces  sweetly  ; 
Smiles  on  that  one,  toys  with  thiSy 
Glance  for  glcpice  and  kiss  for  kiss; 
Meets  the  merry  damsels  fairly. 
Plays  the  round  of  folly  rarely. 
Lapped  in  milk-warm  spring-time  weather. 
He  and  those  brown  girls  together. 

And  this  shadorvcd  earthly  love 
In  the  twilight  of  the  grove. 
Dance  and  song  and  soft  caresses. 
Meeting  looks  and  tangled  tresses. 
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yayadev  the  same  hath  writ^ 

That  ye  might  have  gain  of  it. 

Sagely  its  deep  sense  conceiving 

And  its  inner  light  believing; 

How  that  Love — the  mighty  Master^ 

Lord  of  all  the  stars  that  cluster 

In  the  sky,  swiftest  and  slowest. 

Lord  of  highest.  Lord  of  lowest — 

Manifests  himself  to  mortals, 

Winning  them  toward  the  portals 

Of  his  secret  House,  the  gates 

Of  that  bright  Paradise  which  waits 

The  wise  in  love.     Ah,  human  creatures  ! 

Eveti  your  phantasies  are  tecuhers. 

Mighty  Love  makes  sweet  in  seeming 

Even  Krishna's  woodland  dreaming; 

Mighty  Love  sways  all  alike 

From  self  to  selflessness.     Oh  I  strike 

From  your  eyes  the  veil,  and  see 

What  Love  willeth  him  to  be 

Who  in  error,  but  in  grace, 

Sitteth  with  that  lotus  face. 

And  those  eyes  whose  rays  of  heaven 

Unto  phantom-eyes  are  given ; 
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Holding  feasts  of  foolish  mirth 
With  these  Visions  of  the  earth; 
Learning  love,  and  love  imparting; 
Yet  with  sense  of  loss  upstarting:-^ 
For  the  cloud  that  veils  the  fountains 
Ufiderneath  the  Sandal  mountains. 
How  —  as  if  the  sunshine  drew 
All  its  being  to  the  blue — 
//  takes  flight,  and  seeks  to  rise 
High  into  the  purer  skies. 
High  into  the  snow  and  frost, 
On  the  shining  summits  lost  I 
Ah  !  and  how  the  Ko'ils^  strain 
Smites  the  traveller  with  pain,  — 
When  the  mango  blooms  in  spring. 
And  "  Koolioo,''  "  Koohoo,''  they  sing^ 
Pain  of  pleasures  not  yet  won. 
Pain  of  journeys  not  yet  done, 
Pain  of  toiling  without  gaining, 
Pain,  ^ mid  gladness,  of  still  paining. 

But  may  He  guide  us  all  to  glory  high 

Who  laughed  when  Radha  glided,  hidden,  by, 
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And  all  among  those  damsels  free  and  bold 
Touched  Krishna  with  a  soft  mouth,  kind  and  cold ; 
And  like  the  others,  leaning  on  his  breast, 
Unlike  the  others,  left  there  Love's  unrest ; 
And  like  the  others,  joining  in  his  song, 
Unlike  the  others,  made  him  silent  long. 


{^Here  ends  that  Sarga  of  the  Gtta  Govinda  entitled 

Samodadamodaro.) 


SARGA    THE  SECOND. 


KLESHAKESHAVO. 

THE    PENITENCE   OF    KRISHNA. 

Thus  lingered  Krishna  in  the  deep,  green  wood, 
And  gave  himself,  too  prodigal,  to  those ; 
But  Radha,  heart-sick  at  his  falling-off. 
Seeing  her  heavenly  beauty  slighted  so, 
Withdrew ;  and,  in  a  bower  of  Paradise  — 
Where  nectarous  blossoms  wove  a  shrine  of  shade. 
Haunted  by  birds  and  bees  of  unknown  skies  — 
She  sate  deep-sorrowful,  and  sang  this  strain, 

(  What  follmvs  is  to  the  Music  Gurjjar!  and  the  Mode 

Yati.) 

Ah,  my  Beloved  !  taken  with  those  glances. 
Ah,  my  Beloved  !  dancing  those  rash  dances. 
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Ah,  Minstrel !  playing  wrongful  strains  so  well ; 
Ah,  Krishna  !  Krishna,  with  the  honeyed  lip  ! 
Ah,  Wanderer  into  foolish  fellowship  ! 

My  Dancer,  my  Delight !  —  I  love  thee  still. 


O  Dancer  !  strip  thy  peacock-crown  away, 
Rise  !  thou  whose  forehead  is  the  star  of  day. 

With  beauty  for  its  silver  halo  set ; 
Come  !  thou  whose  greatness  gleams  beneath  its  shroud 
Like  Indra's  rainbow  shining  through  the  cloud  — 

Come,  for  I  love  thee,  my  Beloved  !  yet. 


Must  love  thee  —  cannot  choose  but  love  thee  ever. 
My  best  Beloved  —  set  on  this  endeavor. 

To  win  thy  tender  heart  and  earnest  eye 
From  lips  but  sadly  sweet,  from  restless  bosoms, 
To  mine,  O  Krishna  with  the  mouth  of  blossoms  ! 

To  mine,  thou  soul  of  Krishna  !  yet  I  sigh 

Half  hopeless,  thinking  of  myself  forsaken, 
And  thee,  dear  Loiterer,  in  the  wood  overtaken 
With  passion  for  those  bold  and  wanton  ones, 


24  THE   INDIAN   SONG   OF   SONGS. 

Who  knit  thine  arms  as  poison-plants  gripe  trees 
With  twining  cords  —  their  flowers  the  braveries 
That  flash  in  the  green  gloom,  sparkling  gauds  and 
stones. 


My  Prince  !  my  Lotus-faced  !  my  woe  !  my  love  ! 
Whose  broad  brow,  with  the  tilka-spot  above, 

Shames  the  bright  moon  at  full  with  fleck  of  cloud ; 
Thou  to  mistake  so  little  for  so  much  ! 
Thou,  Krishna,  to  be  palm  to  palm  with  such  ! 

O  Soul  made  for  my  joys,  pure,  perfect,  proud  ! 


Ah,  my  Beloved  !  in  thy  darkness  dear ; 
Ah,  Dancer  !  with  the  jewels  in  thine  ear. 

Swinging  to  music  of  a  loveless  love  ; 
O  my  Beloved  !  in  thy  fall  so  high 
That  angels,  sages,  spirits  of  the  sky 

Linger  about  thee,  watching  in  the  grove. 


I  will  be  patient  still,  and  draw  thee  ever, 
My  one  Beloved,  sitting  by  the  river 

Under  the  thick  Kadambas  with  that  throng : 


THE   INDIAN   SONG   OF   SONGS.  2$ 

Will  there  not  come  an  end  to  earthly  madness  ? 
ShaU  I  not,  past  the  sorrow,  have  the  gladness? 
Must  not  the  love-light  shine  for  him  ere  long  ? 

Shine^  thou  Light  by  Radha  given, 
Shine,  thou  splendid  star  of  heaven  / 
Be  a  lamp  to  Krishna's  feet, 
Shaw  to  all  hearts  secrets  sweet, 
Of  the  wonder  and  the  love 
yayadeif  hath  writ  above. 
Be  the  quick  Interpreter 
Unto  wisest  ears  of  her 
Who  always  sings  to  all,  "  /  wait. 
He  loveth  still  who  loveth  late^ 


For  (sang  on  that  high  Lady  in  the  shade) 
My  soul  for  tenderness,  not  blame,  was  made  ; 

Mine  eyes  look  through  his  evil  to  his  good  ; 
My  heart  coins  pleas  for  him  ;  my  fervent  thought 
Prevents  what  he  will  say  when  these  are  naught, 

And  that  which  I  am  shall  be  understood. 

Then  spake  she  to  her  maiden  wistfully  — 


b« 
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( IV/iat  follows  is  to  the  Music  Malavagauda  and  the 

Mode  Ekatal!.) 

Go  to  him,  —  win  him  hither,  —  whisper  low 
How  he  may  find  me  if  he  searches  well ; 

Say,  if  he  will  —  joys  past  his  hope  to  know 
Await  him  here ;  go  now  to  him,  and  tell 

Where  Radha  is,  and  that  henceforth  she  charms 

His  spirit  to  her  arms. 

Yes,  go  !  say,  if  he  will,  that  he  may  come  — 
May  come,  my  love,  my  longing,  my  desire ; 

May  come  forgiven,  shriven,  to  me  his  home, 
And  make  his  happy  peace  ;  nay,  and  aspire 

To  uplift  Radha's  veil,  and  learn  at  length 

What  love  is  in  its  strength. 

Lead  him  ;  say  softly  I  shall  chide  his  blindness. 
And  vex  him  with  my  angers ;  yet  add  this, 

He  shall  not  vainly  sue  for  loving-kindness. 
Nor  miss  to  see  me  close,  nor  lose  the  bliss 

That  lives  upon  my  lip,  nor  be  denied 

The  rose-throne  at  my  side. 
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Say  that  I  —  Radha  —  in  my  bower  languish 
All  widowed,  till  he  find  the  way  to  me ; 

Say  that  mine  eyes  are  dim,  my  breast  all  anguish, 
Until  with  gentle  murmured  shame  I  see 

His  steps  come  near,  his  anxious  pleading  face 

Bend  for  my  pardoning  grace. 

While  I  —  what,  did  he  deem  light  loves  so  tender, 
To  tarry  for  them  when  the  vow  was  made 

To  yield  him  up  my  bosom's  maiden  splendor, 
And  fold  him  in  my  fragrance,  and  unbraid 

My  shining  hair  for  him,  and  clasp  him  close 

To  the  gold  heart  of  his  Rose, 

And  sing  him  strains  which  only  spirits  know, 
And  make  him  captive  with  the  silk-soft  chain 

Of  twinned-wings  brooding  round  him,  and  bestow 
Kisses  of  Paradise,  as  pure  as  rain  ; 

My  gems,  my  moonlight-pearls,  my  girdle-gold, 

Cymbaling  music  bold? 

While  gained  for  ever,  I  shall  dare  to  grow 
Life  to  life  with  him,  in  the  realms  divine ; 
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And  —  Love's  large  cup  at  happy  overflow. 
Yet  ever  to  be  filled  —  his  eyes  and  mine 
Shall  meet  in  that  glad  look,  when  Time's  great  gate 

Closes  and  shuts  out  Fate. 


Listen  to  the  unsaid  things 

Of  the  song  which  Radha  sings, 

For  the  soul  draws  near  to  bliss. 

As  it  comprehendeth  this, 

I  am  yayadei\  who  write 

All  this  subtle-rich  delight 

For  your  teaching.     Ponder,  then. 

What  it  tells  to  Gods  and  men. 
Err  not,  watching  Krishna  gay. 

With  those  bro7un  girls  all  at  play  ; 

Understand  hoiv  Radha  charms 
Her  wandering  lover  to  her  arms, 

Waiting  with  divinest  love 
Till  his  dream  ends  in  the  grove. 


For  even  now  (she  sang)  I  see  him  pause, 

Heart-stricken  with  the  waste  of  heart  he  makes 


THE    INDIAN    SONG   OF    SONGS.  29 

Amid  them ; — all  the  bows  of  their  bent  brows 

Wound  him  no  more  :  no  more  for  all  their  sakes 
Plays  he  one  note  upon  his  amorous  lute, 

But  lets  the  strings  He  mute. 

Pensive,  as  if  his  parted  lips  should  say  — 


« 


« 


My  feet  with  the  dances  are  weary. 

The  music  has  dropped  from  the  song, 
There  is  no  more  delight  in  the  lute-strings. 

Sweet  Shadows  !  what  thing  has  gone  wrong? 
The  wings  of  the  wind  have  left  fanning 

The  palms  of  the  glade  ; 
They  are  dead,  and  the  blossoms  seem  dying 

In  the  place  where  we  played. 

We  will  play  no  more,  beautiful  Shadows  ! 

A  fancy  came  solemn  and  sad, 
More  sweet,  with  unspeakable  longings, 

Than  the  best  of  the  pleasures  we  had  : 
I  am  not  now  the  Krishna  who  kissed  you  ; 

That  exquisite  dream, — 
The  Vision  I  saw  in  my  dancing  — 

Has  spoiled  what  you  seem. 
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''  Ah  !  delicate  phantoms  that  cheated 

With  eyes  that  looked  lasting  and  true, 
I  awake,  —  I  have  seen  her,  —  my  angel  - 

Farewell  to  the  wood  and  to  you  ! 
Oh,  whisper  of  wonderful  pity  I 

Oh,  fair  face  that  shone  ! 
Though  thou  be  a  vision,  Divinest  I 

This  vision  is  done." 


{^Here  ends  that  Sarga  of  the  Gtta  Gavinda  erUitUd 

Kleshakeshavo.) 


SARGA   THE  THIRD. 


MUGDHAMADHUSUDANO. 

KRISHNA   TROUBLED. 

Thereat,  —  as  one  who  welcomes  to  her  throne 
A  new-made  Queen,  and  brings  before  it  bound 
Her  enemies,  —  so  Krishna  in  his  heart 
Throned  Radha ;  and  —  all  treasonous  follies  chained 
He  played  no  more  with  those  first  play-fellows  : 
But,  searching  through  the  shadows  of  the  grove 
For  loveliest  Radha,  —  when  he  found  her  not, 
Faint  with  the  quest,  despairing,  lonely,  lorn. 
And  pierced  with  shame  for  wasted  love  and  days, 
He  sate  by  Jumna,  where  the  canes  are  thick. 
And  sang  to  the  wood-echoes  words  like  these  : 
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(  What  follows  is  to  the  Music  GuRjjARt  and  the  Mode 

Yati.) 

Radha,  Enchantress  !  Radha,  queen  of  all ! 

Gone  —  lost,  because  she  found  me  sinning  here ; 
And  I  so  stricken  with  ray  foolish  fall, 

I  could  not  stay  her  out  of  shame  and  fear ; 

•She  will  not  hear ; 

In  her  disdain  and  grief  vainly  I  call. 

And  if  she  heard,  what  would  she  do  ?  what  say  ? 

How  could  I  make  it  good  that  I  forgot  ? 
What  profit  was  it  to  me,  night  and  day, 

To  live,  love,  dance,  and  dream,  having  her  not  ? 

Soul  without  spot ! 
I  wronged  thy  patience,  till  it  sighed  away. 

Sadly  I  see  the  truth.     Ah  !  even  now 

Remembering  that  one  look  beside  the  river, 

Softer  the  vexed  eyes  seem,  and  the  proud  brow 
Than  lotus-leaves  when  the  bees  make  them  quiver. 

My  love  for  ever  ! 

Too  late  is  Krishna  wise  —  too  far  art  thou  ! 
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Yet  all  day  long  in  ray  deep  heart  I  woo  thee, 

And  all  night  long  with  thee  my  dreams  are  sweet ; 

NVhy,  then,  so  vainly  must  my  steps  pursue  thee  ? 
\Vhy  can  I  never  reach  thee  to  entreat, 

Low  at  thy  feet, 

Dear  vanished  Splendor  !  till  my  tears  subdue  thee  ? 

Surpassing  One  !  I  knew  thou  didst  not  brook 
Half-hearted  worship,  and  a  love  that  wavers ; 

Haho  !  there  is  the  wisdom  I  mistook, 
Therefore  I  seek  with  desperate  endeavors  ; 

That  fault  dissevers 

Me  from  my  heaven,  astray  —  condemned  —  forsook  ! 

And  yet  I  seem  to  feel,  to  know,  thee  near  me ; 

Thy  steps  make  music,  measured  music,  near ; 
Radha  !  my  Radha  !  will  not  sorrow  clear  me  ? 

Shine  once  !  speak  one  word  pitiful  and  dear  ! 

Wilt  thou  not  hear? 
Canst  thou  —  because  I  did  forget  —  forsake  me  ? 

Forgive  !  the  sin  is  sinned,  is  past,  is  over ; 
No  thought  I  think  shall  do  thee  wrong  again  ; 

3 
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Turn  thy  dark  eyes  again  upon  thy  lover. 
Bright  Spirit !  or  I  perish  of  this  pain. 

Loving  again  ! 
In  dread  of  doom  to  love,  but  not  recover. 


So  did  Krishna  sing  and  sigh 
By  the  rtver-bank ;  and  /, 
yayadev  of  Kindtiviivay 
Resting — as  the  moon  of  silver 
Sits  upon  the  solemn  ocean  — 
On  full  faith, in  deep  dej'otion  ; 
Tell  it  that  ye  may  perceive 
How  the  heart  must  fret  and  grieve; 
Jfino  the  soul  doth  tire  of  earth , 
When  the  love  from  Heaven  hath  birth. 


For  (sang  he  on)  I  am  no  foe  of  thine, 

There  is  no  black  snake,  Kama  !  in  my  hair ; 
Blue  lotus-leaves,  and  not  the  poisoned  brine. 

Shadow  my  neck  ;  what  stains  my  bosom  bare, 

Thou  God  unfair ! 
Is  sandal-dust,  not  ashes ;  nought  of  mine 
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Makes  me  like  Shiva  that  thou,  Lord  of  Love  ! 

Shouldst  strain  thy  string  at  me  and  fit  thy  dart ; 
This  world  is  thine  —  let  be  one  breast  thereof 

Which  bleeds  already,  wounded  to  the  heart 

With  lasting  smart. 
Shot  from  those  brows  that  did  my  sin  reprove. 

Thou  gavest  her  those  black  brows  for  a  bow 
Arched  like  thine  own,  whose  pointed  arrows  seem 

Her  glances,  and  the  underlids  that  go  — 
So  firm  and  fine  —  its  string  ?    Ah,  fleeting  gleam  ! 

Beautiful  dream  1 

Small  need  of  Kama's  help  hast  thou,  I  trow. 

To  smite  me  to  the  soul  with  love ;  —  but  set 
Those  arrows  to  their  silken  cord  !  enchain 

My  thoughts  in  that  loose  hair  !  let  thy  lips,  wet 
With  dew  of  heaven  as  bimba-buds  with  rain, 

Bloom  precious  pain 

Of  longing  in  my  heart ;  and,  keener  yet, 

The  heaving  of  thy  lovely,  angry  bosom, 
Pant  to  my  spirit  things  unseen,  unsaid ; 
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But  if  thy  touchy  thy  tones,  if  the  dark  blossom 
Of  thy  dear  face,  thy  jasmine-odors  shed 

From  feet  to  head, 
If  these  be  all  with  me,  canst  thou  be  far  —  be  fled  ? 

So  sang  he,  and  I  pray  that  whoso  hears 
The  music  of  his  burning  hopes  and  fears. 
That  icfhoso  sees  this  vision  by  the  River 
Of  Krishna,  Hari,  (can  we  name  him  ei*er  f) 
And  marks  his  ear-ring  rubies  swinging  slotv^ 
As  he  sits  still,  unheedful,  betiding  low 
To  play  this  tune  upon  his  lute,  while  all 
Listen  to  catch  the  sadness  musical  ; 
And  Krishna  wotteth  nought,  but,  n'ith  set  face 
Turned  full  toward  Radha^s,  plays  on  in  that  place; 
May  all  such  souls  — prays  jfayadei^  —  be  wise 
To  learn  the  7visdom  7uhich  hereunder  lies. 

{Here  ends  that  Sarga  of  the  Gita  Girvinda  entitled 

MUGDHAMADHUSUDANO.) 


SARGA   THE  FOURTH. 


SNIGDHAMADHUSUDANO. 

KRISHNA   CHEERED. 

Then  she  whom  Radha  sent  came  to  the  canes  — 
The  canes  beside  the  river  where  he  lay 
With  h'stless  limbs  and  spirit  weak  from  love  ;  — 
And  she  sang  this  to  Krishna  wistfully. 

(  What  follows  is  to  the  Music  Karnata  and  the  Mode 

EKATALi.) 

Art  thou  sick  for  Radha  ?  she  is  sad  in  turn, 
Heaven  foregoes  its  blessings,  if  it  holds  not  thee ; 

All  the  cooling  fragrance  of  sandal  she  doth  spurn, 
Moonlight  makes  her  mournful  with  radiance  silvery  ; 
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Even  the  southern  breeze  blown  fresh  from  pearly  seas, 

Seems  to  her  but  tainted  by  a  dolorous  brine  ; 
And  for  thy  sake  discontented,  with  a  great  love  over- 
ladenj 
Her  soul  comes  here  beside  thee,  and  sitteth  down  with 
thine. 

Her  soul  comes  here  beside  thee,  and  tenderly  and  true 
It  weaves  a  subtle  mail  of  proof  to  ward  off  sin  and 
pain  ; 
A  breastplate  soft  as  lotus-leaf,  with  holy  tears  for  dew, 
To  guard  thee  from  the  things  that  hurt ;  and  then  'tis 
gone  again 
To  strew  a  blissful  place  with  the  richest  buds  that  grace 
Kama's  sweet  world,  a  meeting-spot  with  rose  and  jas- 
mine fair, 
For  the  hour  when,  well- contented,  with  a  love  no  longer 

troubled, 
Thou  shalt  find  the  way  to  Radha,  and  finish  sorrows 
there. 

But  now  her  lovely  face  is  shadowed  by  her  fears ; 

Her  glorious  eyes  are  veiled  and  dim  like  moonlight  in 
eclipse 
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By  breaking  rain-clouds,  Krishna !  yet  she  paints  you  in 
her  tears 
With  tender  thoughts  —  not   Krishna,  but  brow  and 
breast  and  lips 
And  form  and  mien  a  King,  a  great  and  god-like  thing ; 
And  then  with  bended  head  she  asks  grace  from  the 
Love  Divine, 
To  keep  thee  discontented  with  the  phantoms  thou  for 
swearest, 
Till  she  may  win  her  glory,  and  thou  be  raised  to  thine 

Softly  now  she  sayeth, 

"  Krishna,  Krishna,  come  ! " 
Lovingly  she  prayeth, 

"  Fair  moon,  light  him  home." 
Yet  if  Hari  helps  not, 

Moonlight  cannot  aid ; 
Ah  !  the  woeful  Radha  ! 

Ah  !  the  forest  shade  ! 

Ah  !  if  Hari  guide  not. 

Moonlight  is  as  gloom ; 
Ah  !  if  moonlight  help  not. 

How  shall  Krishna  come  ? 
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Sad  for  Krishna  grieving 

In  the  darkened  grove  ; 
Sad  for  Radha  weaving 

Dreams  of  fruitless  love  1 

Strike  soft  strings  to  this  soft  measure^ 
If  thine  car  would  catch  its  treasure; 
Sio7viy  dance  to  this  deep  song^ 
Let  its  meaning  float  along 
With  grave  faces  ^  since  it  teils 
Of  a  Imr  that  sweetly  dwells 
In  a  tender  distant  glory ^ 
Past  all  faults  of  mortal  story, 

(  What  folloivs  is  to  the  Music  Desh  Iga  and  the  Mode 

EkatalI.) 

Krishna,  till  thou  come  unto  her,  faint  she  lies  with  love 

and  fear; 
K\  en  the  jewels  of  her  necklet  seem  a  load  too  great  to 

bear. 

Krishna,  till  thou  come  unto  her,  all  the  sandal  and  the 

flowers 
Vex  her  with  their  pure  perfection  though  they  grow  in 

heavenly  bowers. 
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Krishna,  till  thou  come  unto  her,  fair  albeit  those  bowers 

may  be, 
Passion  bums  her,  and  love's  fire  fevers  her  for  lack  of 

thee. 

Krishna,  till  thou  come  unto  her,  those  divine  lids,  dark 

and  tender, 
Droop  like  lotus-leaves  in  rain-storms,  dashed  and  heavy 

in  their  splendor. 

Krishna,  till  thou  come  unto  her,  that  rose-couch  which 

she  hath  spread 
Saddens  with  its  empty  place,  its  double  pillow  for  one 

head. 

Krishna,  till  thou  come  unto  her,  from  her  palms  she  will 

not  lift 
The  dark  face  hidden  deep  within  them  like  the  moon  in 

cloudy  rift. 

Krishna,  till  thou  come  unto  her,  angel  though  she  be, 

thy  Love 
Sighs  and  suffers,  waits  and  watches — joyless  *mid  those 

joys  above. 
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Krishna,  till  thou  come  unto  her,  with  the  comfort  of  thy 

kiss 
Deeper  tlian  thy  loss,  O  Krishna !  must  be  loss  of  Radha's 

bliss. 

Krishna,  while  thou  didst  forget  her  —  her,  thy  life,  thy 

gentle  fate  — 
Wonderful  her  waiting  was,  her  pity  sweet,  her  patience 

great. 

Krishna,  come  !  'tis  grief  untold  to  grieve  her  —  shame  to 

let  her  sigh ; 
Come,   for  she   is   sick  with  love,  and   thou   her  only 

remedy. 

So  she  sang,  and  jfayadeva 

Prays  for  all,  and  prays  for  n^er^ 

That  Great  Hart  may  bestow 

Utmost  bliss  of  loznng  so 

On  us  all ;  —  that  one  who  wore 

The  herdsman^ sfornty  and  heretofore^ 

To  save  the  shepherd's  threatened  flock  y 

Up  from  the  earth  reared  the  hn^^  rock  — 
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Bestow  it  with  a  gracious  hand, 
Albeit,  amid  the  woodland  band. 
Clinging  close  in  fond  caresses 
Krishna  gave  them  ardent  kisses^ 
Taking  on  his  lips  divifie 
Earthly  stamp  and  woodland  sign. 
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yJIere  ends  that  Sarga  of  the  Gita  Govinda  entitled 

Snigdhamadhusudano.) 


SARGA   THE  FIFTH. 


SAKANDKSHAPUNDARIKAKSHO. 

the  longings  of  krishna. 

"  Say  I  am  here  !  oh,  if  she  pardons  me, 
Say  where  I  am,  and  win  her  softly  hither," 
So  Krishna  to  the  maid  ;  and  wilHngly 
She  came  again  to  Radha,  and  she  sang 

(  What  follows  is  to  the  Music  Deshivarad!  atid  the  Mode 

RupaKa.) 

Low  whispers  the  wind  from  Malaya 

Overladen  with  love ; 
On  the  hills  all  the  grass  is  burned  yellow ; 

And  the  trees  in  the  grove 
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Droop  with  tendrils  that  mock  by  their  clinging 

The  thoughts  of  the  parted ; 
And  there  lies,  sore-sighing  for  thee, 

Thy  love,  altered-hearted. 


To  him  the  moon's  icy-chill  silver 

Is  a  sun  at  midday  ; 
The  fever  he  burns  with  is  deeper 

Than  starlight  can  stay  : 
Like  one  who  falls  stricken  by  arrows, 

With  the  color  departed 
From  all  but  his  red  wounds,  so  lies 

Thy  love,  bleeding-hearted. 


To  the  music  the  banded  bees  make  him 

He  closeth  his  ear ; 
In  the  blossoms  their  small  horns  are  blowing 

The  honey-song  clear ; 
But  as  if  every  sting  to  his  bosom 

Its  smart  had  imparted, 
Low  lies  by  the  edge  of  the  river, 

Thy  love,  aching-hearted. 
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By  the  edge  of  the  river,  far  wandered 

From  his  once  beloved  bowers, 
And  the  haunts  of  his  beautiful  playmates, 

And  the  beds  strewn  with  flowers ; 
Now  thy  name  is  his  playmate  —  that  only  !  — 

And  the  hard  rocks  upstarted 
From  the  sand  make  the  couch  where  he  lies, 

Thy  Krishna,  sad-hearted. 

Oh  may  Harifill  each  soulj 
As  these  gentle  verses  roll 
Telling  of  the  anguish  borne 
By  kindred  ones  asunlfer  torn  ! 
Oh  may  Hart  unto  each 
All  the  lore  of  loving  teachy 
All  the  pain  and  all  the  bliss; 
yayadeva  prayeth  this  ! 

Yea,  Lady  !  in  the  self- same  spot  he  waits 
^Vhere  with  thy  kiss  thou  taught'st  him  utmost  love, 
And  drew  him,  as  none  else  draws,  with  thy  look ; 
And  all  day  long,  and  all  night  long,  his  cry 
Is  ''  Railha,  Radha,"  like  a  spell  said  o'er ; 
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And  in  his  heart  there  lives  no  wish  nor  hope 
Save  only  this,  to  slake  his  spirit's  thirst 
For  Radha's  love  on  Radha's  lips ;  and  find 
Peace  in  the  immortal  beauty  of  thy  brow. 

(What  follows  is  to  the  Music  GuRjjARt  and  the  Mode 

EkatAl!.) 

Mistress,  sweet  and  bright  and  holy  I 

Meet  him  in  that  place  ; 
Change  his  cheerless  melancholy 

Into  joy  and  grace  ; 
If  thou  hast  forgiven,  vex  not ; 

If  thou  lovest,  go  ; 
Watching  ever  by  the  river, 

Krishna  listens  low : 

Listens  low,  and  on  his  reed  there 

Softly  sounds  thy  name. 
Making  even  mute  things  plead  there 

For  his  hope  :  *tis  shame 
That,  while  winds  are  welcome  to  him. 

If  from  thee  they  blow. 
Mournful  ever  by  the  river 

Krishna  waits  thee  so  ! 
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When  a  bird's  wing  stiis  the  roses, 

When  a  leaf  falls  dead, 
Twenty  times  he  recomposes 

The  flower-seat  he  has  spread  : 
Twenty  times,  mth  anxious  glances 

Seeking  thee  in  vain. 
Sighing  ever  by  the  river, 

Krishna  droops  again. 


Loosen  from  thy  foot  the  bangle. 

Lest  its  golden  bell, 
With  a  tiny,  tattling  jangle, 

Any  false  talc  tell : 
If  ihou  fearest  that  the  moonlight 

Will  thy  glad  face  know, 
Draw  those  dark  braids  lower.  Lady  1 

But  to  Krishna  go. 


Swift  and  still  as  lightning's  splendor 

Let  thy  beauty  come, 
Sudden,  gracious,  dazzling,  tender, 

0 

To  his  arms  —  its  home  : 
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Swift  as  Indra's  yellow  lightning, 

Shining  through  the  night, 
Glide  to  Krishna's  lonely  bosom, 

Take  him  love  and  light. 


Grant,  at  last,  love's  utmost  measure, 

Giving,  give  the  whole ; 
Keep  back  nothing  of  the  treasure 

Of  thy  priceless  soul : 
Hold  with  both  hands  out  unto  him 

Thy  chalice,  let  him  drain 
The  nectar  of  its  dearest  draught, 

Till  not  a  wish  remain. 


Only  go  —  the  stars  are  setting, 

And  thy  Krishna  grieves ; 
Doubt  and  anger  quite  forgetting, 

Hasten  through  the  leaves  : 
Wherefore  didst  thou  lead  him  heav'nward 

But  for  this  thing's  sake  ? 
Comfort  him  with  pity,  Radha  ! 

Or  his  heart  must  break. 
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Bui  while  yayadeva  lorites 
This  rare  tale  of  deep  delights  — 
yayadevy  whose  Heart  is  gitfen 
Unto  Hariy  Lord  ifi  Heaven  — 
See  that  ye  toOy  as  ye  ready 
With  a  glad  and  humble  heed^ 
Bend  your  brows  before  His  face ^ 
That  ye  may  have  bliss  and  grace. 

And  then  the  Maid,  compassionate,  sang  on  — 

Lady,  most  sweet ! 

For  thy  coming  feet 
He  listens  in  the  wood,  ^vith  love  sore-tried ; 

Faintly  sighing, 

Like  one  a-dying, 
He  sends  his  thoughts  afoot  to  meet  his  Inide. 

Ah,  silent  one  ! 

Sunk  is  the  sun. 
The  darkness  falls  as  deep  as  Krishna's  sorrow ; 

The  chakor's  strain 

Is  not  more  vain 
Than  mine,  and  soon  gray  dawn  will  bring  while 

morrow. 
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And  thine  own  bliss 

Delays  by  this ; 
The  utmost  of  thy  heaven  comes  only  so 

When,  with  hearts  beating 

And  passionate  greeting, 
Parting  is  over,  and  the  parted  grow 

One  —  one  for  ever  ! 

And  the  old  endeavor 
To  be  so  blended  is  assuaged  at  last ; 

And  the  glad  tears  raining 

Have  nought  remaining 
Of  doubt  or  'plaining ;  and  the  dread  has  passed 

Out  of  each  face, 

In  the  close  embrace, 
That  by-and-by  embracing  will  be  over ; 

The  ache  that  causes 

Those  mournful  pauses 
In  bowers  of  earth  between  lover  and  lover  : 

To  be  no  more  felt. 
To  fade,  to  melt 
In  the  strong  certainty  of  joys  immortal ; 
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In  the  glad  meeting. 
And  quick  sweet  greeting 
Of  lips  that  close  beyond  Time's  shadowy  portal. 

And  to  thee  is  given, 

Angel  of  Heaven ! 
This  glory  and  this  joy  with  Krishna.     Go  I 

Let  him  attain, 

For  his  long  pain, 
The  prize  it  promised,  —  see  thee  coming  slow. 

A  vision  first,  but  then  — 

By  glade  and  glen  — 
A  lovely,  loving  soul,  true  to  its  home ; 

His  Queen  —  his  Crown  —  his  All, 

Hastening  at  last  to  fall 
Upon  his  breast,  and  live  there.     Radha,  come  ! 

Come  !  and  come  thou^  Lord  of  ail, 
Unto  whom  the  Three  Worlds  call; 
Thou  J  that  didst  in  angry  might, 
Kansa,  like  a  comet,  smite  ; 
Thon,  that  in  thy  passion  tender, 
An  incarnate  spell  and  splendor^ 
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Hung  on  Radha's  glorious  face  — 
In  the  garb  of  Krishna^ s  grace  — 
As  above  the  bloom  the  bee^ 
Whm  the  honeyed  revelry 
Is  too  subtle-sweet  an  otie 
Not  to  hang  and  dally  on  ; 
Thou  that  art  the  Three  Worlds'  glory. 
Of  life  the  light,  of  every  story 
The  meaning  and  the  mark^  of  love 
The  root  and  flower,  o'  the  sky  cUfOve 
The  blue,  of  bliss  the  heart,  of  those. 
The  lovers,  that  which  did  impose 
The  gentle  law,  that  each  should  be 
The  other's  Heaven  and  harmony, 

{^Here  ends  that  Sarga  of  the  Gita  Govinda  entitled 
Sakandkshafundarikaksho.  ) 


SARGA   THE  SIXTH. 


DHRISHTAVAIKUNTO. 

KRISHNA   MADE   BOLDER. 

But  seeing  that,  for  all  her  loving  will, 
The  flower  soft  feet  of  Radha  had  not  power 
To  leave  their  place  and  go,  she  sped  again  — 
That  maiden  —  and  to  Krishna's  eager  ears 
Told  how  it  fared  with  his  sweet  mistress  there. 

(  What  follows  is  to  the  Music  Gondakir!  and  the  Modi 

RUPAKA.) 

Krishna  !  'tis  thou  must  come,  (she  sang) 
Ever  she  waits  thee  in  heavenly  bower ; 

The  lotus  seeks  not  the  wandering  bee, 
The  bee  must  find  the  flower. 
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All  the  wood  over  her  deep  eyes  roam, 
Marvelling  sore  where  tarries  the  bee, 

Who  leaves  such  lips  of  nectar  unsought 
As  those  that  blossom  for  thee. 

Her  steps  would  fail  if  she  tried  to  come, 
Would  falter  and  fail,  with  yearning  weak ; 

At  the  first  of  the  road  they  would  falter  and  pause, 
And  the  way  is  strange  to  seek. 

Find  her  where  she  is  sitting,  then. 
With  lotus-blossom  on  ankle  and  arm 

Wealing  thine  emblems,  and  musing  of  nought 
But  the  meeting  to  be  —  glad,  warm. 

To  be  —  "  but  wherefore  tarrieth  he  ?  " 
"  What  can  stay  or  delay  him  ?  —  go  ! 

See  if  the  soul  of  Krishna  comes," 
Ten  times  she  sayeth  to  me  so ; 

Ten  times  lost  in  a  languorous  swoon, 

"  Now  he  Cometh  —  he  cometh,"  she  cries  ; 

And  a  love-look  lights  her  eyes  in  the  gloom, 
And  the  darkness  is  sweet  with  her  sighs. 
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Till,  watching  in  vain,  she  sinks  again 
Under  the  shade  of  the  whispering  leaves. 

With  a  heart  too  full  of  its  love  at  last 
To  heed  how  her  bosom  heaves. 

Shall  not  these  fair  verses  swell 
The  number  of  the  wise  who  dwell 
In  the  realm  of  Kama^s  bliss  f 
yayadei^a  prayeth  this^ 
yayadcv^  the  bard  of  Lovey 
Sen^ant  of  the  Gods  above. 

For  all  so  strong  in  Heaven  itself 

Is  Love,  that  Radha  sits  drooping  there, 

Her  beautiful  bosoms  panting  with  thought, 
And  the  braids  drawn  back  from  her  ear. 

And  —  angel  albeit  —  her  rich  lips  breathe 
Sighs,  if  sighs  were  ever  so  sweet ; 

And  —  if  spirits  can  tremble  —  she  trembles  no^^ 
From  forehead  to  jewelled  feet. 

And  her  voice  of  music  sinks  to  a  sob. 
And  her  eyes,  like  eyes  of  a  mated  roe. 
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Are  tender  with  looks  of  yielded  love. 
With  dreams  dreamed  long  ago ; 

Long  —  long  ago,  but  soon  to  grow  truth, 
To  end,  and  be  waking  and  certain  and  true  ; 

Of  which  dear  surety  murmur  her  lips, 
As  the  lips  of  sleepers  do  : 

And,  dreaming,  she  loosens  her  girdle-pearls. 

And  opens  her  arms  to  the  empty  air. 
Then  starts,  if  a  leaf  of  the  champdk  falls, 

Sighing,  "  O  leaf !  is  he  there  ?  " 

Why  dost  thou  linger  in  this  dull  spot, 
Haunted  by  serpents  and  evil  for  thee  ? 

Why  not  hasten  to  Nanda^s  House  ? 
It  is  plain,  if  thine  eyes  could  see. 


May  these  words  of  high  endeavor  — 
Full  of  grace  and  gentle  favor — 
Find  out  those  whose  hearts  can  feel 
What  the  message  did  reveal^ 


l;_v 


;8 


THE   INDIAN   SONG   OF   SONGS. 


lVor(fs  that  Hadhas  messenger 

Unto  Krishna  took  from  her^ 

Slowly  guiding  him  to  come 

Through  the  forest  to  hiS  home^ 

Guiding  him  to  find  the  road 

Which  led —  though  long —  to  Lav^s  abode. 


{Here  ends  that  Sarga  of  the  Gita  Govinda  entitled 

Dhrishtavaikunto.) 


SARGA    THE  SEVENTH, 


VIPRALABDHAVARNANE 
NAGARANARAYANO. 

KRISHNA   SUPPOSED    FALSE. 

Meantime  the  moon,  the  rolling  moon,  clorab  high, 
And  over  all  Vrindavana  it  shone  ; 
The  moon  which  on  the  front  of  gentle  night 
Gleams  like  the  chundun-raark  on  beauty's  brow ; 
The  conscious  moon  which  hath  its  silver  face 
Marred  with  the  shame  of  lighting  earthly  loves  : 


And  while  the  round  white  lamp  of  earth  rose  higher, 
And  still  he  tarried,  Radha,  petulant, 
Sang  soft  impatience  and  half-earnest  fears. 


6o 


THE  INDIAN  SONG  OF  SONGS. 


( IVhat  follows  is  to  the  Music  MAlava  <md  the  Mode 

Yati.) 

Tis  time  !  —  he  comes  not !  —  will  he  come  ? 

Can  he  leave  me  thus  to  pine  ? 
Yami  he  kam  sharanam  ! 

Ah  !  what  refuge  then  is  mine  ? 

For  his  sake  I  sought  the  wood, 
Tlireaded  dark  and  devious  ways  ; 

Yami  he  katn  sharanam  I 
Can  it  be  Krishna  betrays  ? 

Let  me  die  then,  and  forget 
Anguish,  patience,  hope,  and  fear ; 

Yami  he  kam  sharanam  I 

Ah,  why  have  I  held  him  dear? 


Ah,  this  soft  night  torments  me, 
Thinking  that  his  faithless  arms  — 

Yami  he  kam  sharanam  ! — 

Clasp  some  shadow  of  my  charms. 
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Fatal  shadow  —  foolish  mock  ! 

When  the  great  love  shone  confessed  ;  — 
Vami  he  kam  sharanam  ! 

Krishna's  lotus  loads  my  breast ; 

Tis  too  heavy,  lacking  him  ; 

Like  a  broken  flower  I  am  — 
Necklets,  jewels,  what  are  ye  ? 

Yatni  he  kam  sharanam  ! 

Yami  he  kam  sharanam  ! 

The  sky  is  still,  the  forest  sleeps ; 
Krishna  forgets  —  he  loves  no  more  ; 

He  fails  in  faith,  and  Radha  weeps. 

But  the  poet  Jayadeif  — 
He  who  is  great  HarVs  shve^ 
He  who  finds  asylum  sweet 
Only  at  great  Hart's  feet ; 
He  who  for  your  comfort  sings 
All  this  to  the  Vina's  strings  — 
Prays  that  Radha' s  tender  moan 
In  your  hearts  be  thought  upon, 
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And  that  all  her  holy  grace 
Live  there  like  the  lotted  one* s  face. 

Yet,  if  I  wrong  him  (sang  she)  — can  he  fail? 

Could  any  in  the  wood  win  back  his  kisses  ? 
Could  any  softest  lips  of  earth  prevail 

To  hold  him  from  my  arms  ?  any  love-blisses 

Blind  him  once  more  to  mine  ?  O  Soul,  my  prize  ! 

Art  thou  not  merely  hindered  at  this  hour  ? 
Sore-wearied,  wandering,  lost?  how  otherwise 

Shouldst  thou  not  hasten  to  the  bridal- bower? 

But  seeing  far  away  that  Maiden  come 

Alone,  with  eyes  cast  down  and  lingering  steps, 

Again  a  little  while  she  feared  to  hear 

Of  Krishna  false  ;  and  her  quick  thoughts  took  shape 

In  a  fine  jealousy,  with  words  like  these  — 

Something  then  of  earth  has  held  him 

From  his  home  above, 
Some  one  of  those  slight  deceivers  — 

Ah,  my  foolish  love  I 
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Some  new  face,  some  winsome  playmate, 

With  her  hair  untied, 
And  the  blossoms  tangled  in  it, 

Woos  him  to  her  side. 

On  the  dark  orbs  of  her  bosom  — 

Passionately  heaved  — 
Sink  and  rise  the  warm,  white  pearl-strings. 

Oh,  my  love  deceived  ! 

Fair?  yes,  yes  !  the  rippled  shadow 

Of  that  midnight  hair 
Shows  above  her  brow  —  as  clouds  do 

O'er  the  moon  —  most  fair  : 

And  she  knows,  with  wilful  paces, 

How  to  make  her  zone 
Gleam  and  please  him  ;  and  her  ear-rings 

Tinkle  love  ;  and  grown 

Coy  as  he  grows  fond,  she  meets  him 

With  a  modest  show ; 
Shaming  truth  with  truthful  seeming. 

While  her  laugh  —  light,  low  — 
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And  her  subtle  mouth  that  murmurs. 

And  her  silken  cheek, 
And  her  eyes,  say  she  dissembles 

Plain  as  speech  could  speak. 

Till  at  length,  a  fatal  victress. 

Of  her  triumph  vain, 
On  his  neck  she  lies  and  smiles  there 

Ah,  my  Joy  !  —  my  Pain  ! 

Bui  may  Radha^ s  fond  aiinoy^ 
And  may  Krisfma^s  daioning joy^ 
Warm  and  waken  love  more  Jit  — 
yayadiTa  prayeih  it  — 
And  the  griefs  and  sins  assuage 
Of  this  blind  and  ci'il  age. 


()  Moon  !  (she  sang)  that  art  so  pure  and  pale, 
Is  Krishna  wan  like  thee  with  lonely  waiting? 

I )  lanijj  of  love  !  art  thou  the  1over*s  friend, 
And  wilt  not  bring  him,  my  long  pain  abating? 

()  fruiiless  moon  !  thou  dost  increase  my  pain  ; 

C)  faithless  Krishna  !  I  have  striven  in  vain. 
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And  then,  lost  in  her  fancies  sad,  she  moaned  — 

(  What  follows  is  to  the  Music  GurjjarI  and  the  Mode 

EkatalI.) 

In  vain,  in  vain  ! 
Earth  will  of  earth  !  I  mourn  more  than  I  blame  ; 

If  he  had  known,  he  would  not  sit  and  paint 
The  tilka  on  her  smooth  black  brow,  nor  claim 

Quick  kisses  from  her  yielded  lips  —  false,  faint  — 
False,  fragrant,  fatal !     Krishna's  quest  is  o'er 
By  Jumna's  shore  ! 

Vain  —  it  was  vain  ! 
The  temptress  was  too  near,  the  heav'n  too  far ; 

I  can  but  weep  because  he  sits  and  ties 
(larlands  of  fire-flowers  for  her  loosened  hair, 

And  in  its  silken  shadow  veils  his  eyes 
And  buries  his  fond  face.     Yet  I  forgave 
By  Jumna's  wave  ! 

Vainly  !  all  vain  ! 

Make  then  the  most  of  that  whereto  thou'rt  given, 

Feign  her  thy  Paradise  —  thy  Love  of  loves ; 

5 
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Say  that  her  eyes  are  stars,  her  face  the  heaven. 

Her  bosoms  the  two  worlds,  with  sandal-groves 
Faint-scented,  and  the  kiss-marks  —  ah,  thy  dream 
By  Jumna's  stream ! 

It  shall  be  \'ain  ! 
And  vain  to  string  the  emeralds  on  her  arm 

And  hang  the  milky  pearls  upon  her  neck. 
Saying  they  are  not  jewels,  but  a  swarm 

Of  crowded,  glossy  bees,  come  there  to  suck 
'File  rosebuds  of  her  breast,  the  sweetest  flowers 
Of  Jumna's  bowers. 

Tliat  shall  be  vain  ! 
Nor  wilt  thou  so  believe  thine  own  blind  wooing. 

Nor  slake  thy  heart's  thirst  even  with  the  cup 
Which  at  the  last  she  brims  for  thee,  undoing 
Her  girdle  of  carved  gold,  and  yielding  up, 
lx>ve*s  uttermost :  brief  the  poor  gain  and  pride 
By  Jumna's  tide 

Because  still  vain 
Is  love  that  feeds  on  shadow  ;  vain,  as  thou  dost, 
To  look  so  deep  into  the  phantom  eyes 
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For  that  which  lives  not  there ;  and  vain,  as  thou  must, 

To  marvel  why  the  painted  pleasure  flies, 
When  the  fair,  false  wings  seemed  folded  for  ever 
By  Jumna's  river. 

And  vain  !  yes,  vain  ! 
For  me  too  is  it,  having  so  much  striven. 

To  see  this  fine  snare  take  thee,  and  thy  soul 
Which   should  have   climbed  to  mine,  and  shared  my 
heaven. 
Spent  on  a  lower  loveliness,  whose  whole 
Passion  of  love  were  but  a  parody 
Of  that  kept  here  for  thee. 

Ahaha !  vain ! 
For  on  some  isle  of  Jumna's  silver  stream 

He  gives  all  that  they  ask  to  those  dull  eyes, 
While  mine  which  are  his  angel's,  mine  which  gleam 
V\  iih  light  that  might  have  led  him  to  the  skies  — 
i  hat  almost  led  him  —  are  eclipsed  with  tears 
Wailing  my  fruitless  prayers. 

But  thou,  good  Friend, 
Hang  not  thy  head  for  shame,  nor  come  so  slowly, 
As  one  whose  message  is  too  hard  to  tell ; 
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What  was  distant  gain  to  him 

When  sweet  loss  stood  nearest  ? 
Love  her,  therefore,  lulled  to  loss 

On  her  fatal  bosom  ; 
Love  her  with  such  love  as  she 

Can  give  back  in  the  blossom. 

Love  her,  O  thou  rash  lost  soul ! 

With  thy  thousand  graces ; 
Coin  rare  thoughts  into  fair  words 

For  her  face  of  faces  ; 
Praise  it,  fling  away  for  it 

Life's  purpose  in  a  sigh, 
All  for  those  lips  like  flower-leaves, 

And  lotus- dark  deep  eye. 

Nay,  and  thou  shall  be  happy  too 

Till  the  fond  dream  is  over ; 
And  she  shall  taste  delight  to  hear 

The  wooing  of  her  lover ; 
The  breeze  that  brings  the  sandal  up 

From  distant  green  Malay, 
Shall  seem  all  fragrance  in  the  night. 

All  coolness  in  the  day. 
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The  crescent  moon  shall  seem  to  swim 

Only  that  she  may  see 
The  glad  eyes  of  my  Krishna  gleam, 

And  her  soft  glances  he : 
It  shall  be  as  a  silver  lamp 

Set  in  the  sky  to  show 
The  rose-leaf  palms  that  cling  and  clasp. 

And  the  breast  that  beats  below. 


The  thought  of  parting  shall  not  lie 

Cold  on  their  throbbing  lives, 
The  dread  of  ending  shall  not  chill 

The  glow  beginning  gives ; 
She  in  her  beauty  dark  shall  look  — 

As  long  as  clouds  can  be  — 
As  gracious  as  the  rain-time  cloud 

Kissing  the  shining  sea. 


And  he,  amid  his  playmates  old, 

At  least  a  little  while. 
Shall  not  breathe  forth  again  the  sigh 

That  spoils  the  song  and  smile ; 
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Shall  be  left  wholly  to  his  choice, 

Free  for  his  pleasant  sin, 
With  the  golden-girdled  damsels 

Of  the  bowers  I  found  him  in. 

For  me,  his  Angel,  only 

The  sorrow  and  the  smart, 
The  pale  grief  sitting  on  the  brow 

The  dead  hope  in  the  heart ; 
For  me  the  loss  of  losing. 

For  me  the  ache  and  dearth ; 
My  king  crowned  with  the  wood-flowers  ! 

My  fairest  upon  earth  ! 

Hari^  Lord  and  King  of  Im^e  ! 
From  thy  throne  of  light  above 
Stoop  to  help  uSy  deign  to  take 
Our  spirits  to  thee  for  the  sake 
Of  this  song^  which  speaks  the  fears 
Of  ail  who  weep  with  Rodhams  tears. 

But  love  is  strong  to  pardon,  slow  to  part, 
And  still  the  Lady,  in  her  fancies,  sang  — 
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Wind  of  the  Indian  stream  ! 
A  little  —  oh  !  a  little  —  breathe  once  more 
The  fragrance  like  his  mouth's  *  blow  from  ih\  'ihore 
A  last  word  as  he  fades  into  a  dream  ; 

Bodiless  Lord  of  love  ! 
Show  him  once  more  to  me  a  minute's  space, 
My  Krishna,  with  the  love-look  in  his  face, 
And  then  I  come  to  my  own  place  above ; 

I  will  depart  and  give 
All  back  to  Fate  and  her :  I  will  submit 
To  thy  stem  will,  and  bow  myself  to  it, 
luiduring  still,  though  desolate,  to  live  : 

If  it  indeed  be  life, 
Kven  so  resigning,  to  sit  patience-mad. 
To  feci  the  zephyrs  burn,  the  sunlight  sad, 
The  peace  of  holy  heaven,  a  restless  strife. 

Haho  I  what  words  are  these  ? 
How  can  I  live  and  lose  him  ?  how  not  go 
Whither  love  draws  mc  for  a  soul  loved  so  ? 
Mow  yet  enduie  such  sorrow?  —  or  how  cease? 
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Wind  of  the  Indian  wave  ! 
If  that  thou  canst,  blow  poison  here,  not  nard ; 
Ciod  of  the  ^\^  shafts  !  shoot  thy  sharpest  hard, 
And  kill  me,  Radha,  —  Radha  who  forgave  ! 

Or,  bitter  River, 
Yam(in  !  be  Yama's  sister  !  be  Death's  kin  ! 
Swell  thy  wave  up  to  me  and  gulf  me  in. 
Cooling  this  cruel,  burning  pain  for  ever. 

Ah  !  if  only  visions  stir 

Grief  so  passionate  in  her, 

IVhat  divine  grief  will  not  take, 

Spifits  in  heaven  for  the  sake 

Of  those  who  miss  love  ?     Oh^  be  wise  ! 

Mark  this  story  of  the  skies; 

Meditate  Goinnda  ever. 

Sitting  by  the  sacred  river. 

The  mystic  stream,  which  d*er  his  feet 

Glides  slow,  with  murmurs  low  and  sweet, 

Till  none  can  tell  whether  those  be 

Blue  lotus  blooms,  seen  veiledly 

Under  the  wave,  or  mirrored  gems 

/Reflected from  the  diadems 
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Bound  on  the  broivs  of  mighty  Gods^ 
Who  lean  from  out  their  pure  abodes^ 
And  leave  their  bright  felicities 
To  guide  great  Krishna  to  his  skies. 


{Here  ends  that  Sarga  of  the  GUa  Govinda  entitled 

ViPRALABDUAVARNANE  NaGARANARAYANO.) 


SARGA   THE  EIGHTH. 


KHANDITAVARNANE 
VILAKSHALAKSHMIPATI. 


THE   REBUKING   OF   KRISHNA. 


For  when  the  weary  night  had  worn  away 
In  these  vain  fears,  and  the  clear  morning  broke, 
Lo,  Krishna  !  lo,  the  longed-for  of  her  soul 
Came  too  !  —  in  the  glad  light  he  came,  and  bent 
His  knees,  and  clasped  his  hands ;  on  his  dumb  lips 
Fear,  wonder,  joy,  passion,  and  reverence 
Strove  for  the  trembling  words,  and  Radha  knew 
Joy  won  for  him  and  her ;  yet  none  the  less 
A  little  time  she  chided  him,  and  sang, 
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(  What  follows  is  to  the  Music  BhairavI  and  the  Mode 

Yati.) 

Krishna  !  —  then  thou  hast  found  me  !  —  and  thine  eyes 

Heavy  and  sad  and  stained,  as  if  with  weeping  ! 
Ah  !  is  it  not  that  those  which  were  thy  prize 

So  radiant  seemed  that  all  night  thou  wert  keeping 
Vigils  of  tender  wooing  ?  —  have  thy  Love  ! 

Here  is  no  place  for  vows  broken  in  making ; 
Thou  Lotus-eyed  !  thou  soul  for  whom  I  strove  ! 

Go  !  ere  I  listen,  my  just  mind  forsaking. 

Krishna  !  my  Krishna  with  the  woodland-wreath ! 

Return,  or  I  shall  soften  as  I  blame  ; 
The  while  thy  very  lips  are  dark  to  the  teeth 

With  dye  that  from  her  lids  and  lashes  came. 
Left  on  the  mouth  I  touched.     Fair  traitor  !  go  ! 

Say  not  they  darkened,  lacking  food  and  sleep 
I>ong  waiting  for  my  face  ;  I  turn  it  —  so  — 

Cto  I  ere  I  half  believe  thee,  pleading  deep  ; 

But  wilt  thou  plead,  when,  like  a  love-verse  printed 
On  the  smooth  polish  of  an  emerald, 
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I  see  the  marks  she  stamped,  the  kisses  dinted 
Large-lettered,  by  her  lips  ?  thy  speech  withheld 

Speaks  all  too  plainly ;  go,  —  abide  thy  choice  ! 
If  thou  dost  stay,  I  shall  more  greatly  grieve  thee  ; 

Not  records  of  her  victory  ?  —  peace,  dear  voice  ! 
Hence  with  that  godlike  brow,  lest  I  believe  thee. 


For  dar*st  thou  feign  the  safTron  on  thy  bosom 

Was  not  implanted  in  disloyal  embrace  ? 
Or  that  this  many-colored  love-tree  blossom 

Shone  not,  but  yesternight,  above  her  face  ? 
Comest  thou  here,  so  late,  to  be  forgiven, 

O  thou,  in  whose  eyes  Truth  was  made  to  live  ? 
O  thou,  so  worthy  else  of  grace  and  heaven  ? 

O  thou,  so  nearly  won  ?     Ere  I  forgive. 


Go,  Krishna  !  go  !  —  lest  I  should  think,  unwise, 
Thy  heart  not  false,  as  thy  long  lingering  seems, 

I^st,  seeing  myself  so  imaged  in  thine  eyes, 
1  shame  the  name  of  Pity  —  turn  to  dreams 

The  sacred  sound  of  vows  ;  make  Virtue  grudge 
Her  praise  to  Mercy,  calling  thy  sin  slight ; 
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Go  therefore,  dear  offender !  go  !  thy  Judge 
Had  best  not  see  thee  to  give  sentence  right.* 

But  may  he  grant  us  peace  at  last  and  bliss 

Who  heard^  —  and  smiled  to  hear^ — delays  like  this, 

Delays  that  dallied  ivith  a  dream  come  true. 

Fond  wilful  angers  ;  for  the  maid  laughed  too 

To  see,  as  Radha  ended,  her  hand  take 

His  dark  robe  for  lier  veil^  and  Krishna  make 

The  word  she  spoke  for  parting  kindliest  sign 

He  should  not  go^  but  stay,     O  grace  divitie. 

Be  ours  too  !  yayadev,  the  Poet  of  love, 

Prays  it  from  Hari,  lordliest  above, 

{Here  ends  that  Sarga  of  the  Gita  Goi'inda  entitled 
Khandhavarnane  Vilakshalakshmipati. ) 


*  The  text  here  is  not  closely  followed. 


SARGA   THE  NINTH. 


KALAHANTARITAVARNANE 
MUGDHAMUKUNDO. 

THE   END   OF   KRISHNA'S   TRIAL. 

Yet  not  quite  did  the  doubts  of  Radha  die, 

Nor  her  sweet  brows  unbend  ;  but  she,  the  Maid  — 

Knowing  her  heart  so  tender,  her  soft  arms 

Aching  to  take  him  in,  her  rich  mouth  sad 

For  the  comfort  of  his  kiss,  and  these  fears  false  — 

Spake  yet  a  little  in  fair  words  like  these, 


(  What  follows  is  to  the  Music  Gurjjar?  and  the  Mode 

Yati.) 

The  lesson  that  thy  faithful  love  has  taught  him 

He  has  heard ; 
The  wind  of  spring,  obeying  thee,  hath  brought  him 

At  thy  ^ord ; 


80         THE  INDIAN  SONG  OF  SONGS. 

What  joy  in  all  the  three  worlds  was  so  precious 

To  thy  mind  ? 
Md  kooroo  tndnini  mdnatnaye^^ 

All,  be  kind ! 

No  longer  from  his  earnest  eyes  conceal 

Thy  delights ; 
Lift  thy  face,  and  let  the  jealous  veil  reveal 

All  his  rights ; 
The  glory  of  thy  beauty  was  but  given 

For  content ; 
Md  kooroo  mdnini  mdnamaye^ 

Oh,  relent ! 

Remember,  being  distant,  how  he  bore  thee 

In  his  heart ; 
Look  on  him  sadly  turning  from  before  thee 

To  depart ; 
Is  he  not  the  soul  thou  lovedst,  sitting  lonely 

In  the  wood  ? 
Md  kooroo  mdnini  mdnamaye, 

Tis  not  good  ! 

♦  My  proud  one  !  do  not  indulge  in  scorn. 
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He  who  grants  thee  high  delight  in  bridal-bower 

Pardons  long ; 
What  the  gods  do  love  may  do  at  such  an  hour 

Without  wrong ; 
Why  weepest  thou  ?  why  keepest  thou  in  anger 

Thy  lashes  down  ? 
Md  kooroo  mdnini  mdnamayey 

Do  not  frown  ! 

Lift  thine  eyes  now,  and  look  on  him,  bestowing. 

Without  speech ; 
Let  him  pluck  at  last  the  flower  so  sweetly  growing 

In  his  reach  ; 
The  fruit  of  lips,  of  loving  tones,  of  glances 

That  forgive  ; 
Md  kooroo  mdnini  mdnamaye, 

Let  him  live  ! 

Let  him  speak  with  thee,  and  pray  to  thee,  and  provi 

thee 

All  his  truth ; 

Let  his  silent  loving  lamentation  move  thee 

Asking  ruth ; 
6 
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How  knowest  thou  ?    Ah,  listen^  dearest  Lady^ 

He  is  there ; 
Md  kcoroo  tndnini  mdnamaye^ 

Thou  must  hear ! 

O  rare  imce^  which  is  a  spell 
Unto  all  on  earth  who  dtifellf 
O  rich  voice  of  rapturous  love^ 
Making  melody  above  ! 
Krishna^ 5 y  Hart's  —  one  in  two^ 
Sound  these  mortal  vet  scs  through  f 
Sound  like  that  soft  flute  which  made 
Such  a  magic  in  the  shade  — 
Calling  deer-cycd  maidens  nighy 
U  \iking  wish  and  stirring  sigh^ 
Thrilling  blood  and  melting  breasts^ 
Whispering  lenses  divine  unrests, 
IVinning  blessings  to  descend, 
Bringing  earthly  ills  to  end ; — 
Be  thou  heard  in  this  song  mnv 
Thou,  the  great  Enchantment,  thou  I 

i^Hcre  ends  that  Sarga  of  the  Gita  Govinda  etititled 
Kai^vhantaritavarnane  Mugdhamukundo.) 


SARGA   THE   TENTH. 


MANINIVARNANE 
CHATURACHATURBHUJO. 

KRISHNA   IN    PARADISE. 

But  she,  abasing  still  her  glorious  eyes, 

And  still  not  yielding  all  her  face  to  him, 

Relented,  till  with  softer  upturned  look 

She  smiled,  while  the  Maid  pleaded  ;  so  thereat 

Came  Krishna  nearer,  and  his  eager  lips 

Mixed  sighs  with  words  in  this  fond  song  he  sang, 


What  follows  is  to  the  Music  DESHivAVARADl  and  the 

Mode  ASHTATAL?.) 

0  angel  of  my  hope  !  O  my  heart's  home  ! 
My  fear  is  lost  in  love,  my  love  in  fear ; 
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This  bids  me  trust  my  burning  wish,  and  come, 

That  checks  me  with  its  memories,  drawing  near : 
Lift  up  thy  look,  and  let  the  thing  it  saith 
End  fear  with  grace,  or  darken  love  to  death. 

Or  only  speak  once  more,  for  though  thou  slay  me, 
Thy  heavenly  mouth  must  move,  and  I  shall  hear 

Dulcet  delights  of  perfect  music  sway  me 
Again  —  again  that  voice  so  blest  and  dear ; 

Sweet  Judge  !  the  prisoner  prayeth  for  his  doom 

That  he  may  hear  his  fate  divinely  come. 

Speak  once  more  !  then  thou  canst  not  choose  but  slio>^ 
Thy  mouth's  unparalleled  and  honeyed  wonder 

Where,  like  pearls  hid  in  red-lipped  shells,  the  row 
Of  pearly  teeth  thy  rose-red  lips  lie  under ; 

Ah  nie  !  I  am  that  bird  that  woos  the  moon, 

And  pipes  —  poor  fool !  to  make  it  glitter  soon. 

Vet  hear  me  on  —  because  I  cannot  stay 

The  passion  of  my  soul,  because  my  gladness 

Will  pour  forth  from  my  heart,  — since  that  far  day 
When  through  the  mist  of  all  my  sin  and  sadness 
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Thou  didst  vouchsafe  —  Surpassing  One  !  —  to  break, 
All  else  I  slighted  for  thy  noblest  sake. 

Thou,  thou  hast  been  my  blood,  my  breath,  my  being ; 

The  pearl  to  plunge  for  in  the  sea  of  life  ; 
The  sight  to  strain  for,  past  the  bounds  of  seeing ; 

The  victory  to  win  through  longest  strife  ; 
My  Queen  !  my  crown^  Mistress  !  my  sphered  bride  ! 
Take  this  for  truth,  that  what  I  say  beside 

Of  bold  love  —  grown  full-orbed  at  sight  of  thee  — 
May  be  forgiven  with  a  quick  remission ; 

For,  thou  divine  fulfilment  of  all  hope  ! 
Thou  all-undreamed  completion  of  the  vision  ! 

I  gaze  upon  thy  beauty,  and  my  fear 

Passes  as  clouds  do,  when  the  moon  shines  clear. 

So  if  thou'rt  angry  still,  this  shall  avail. 

Look  straight  at  me,  and  let  thy  bright  glance  wound 
me ; 
Fetter  me  !  gyve  me  !  lock  me  in  the  gaol 

Of  thy  delicious  arms ;  make  fast  around  me 
The  silk -soft  manacles  of  wrists  and  hands. 
Then  kill  me  !  I  shall  never  break  those  bands. 
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The  Starlight  jewels  flashing  on  thy  breast 
Have  not  my  right  to  hear  thy  beating  heart ; 

The  happy  jasmine-buds  that  clasp  thy  waist 
Are  soft  usurpers  of  my  place  and  part ; 

If  that  fair  girdle  only  there  must  shine, 

Give  me  the  girdle's  life  —  the  girdle  mine  ! 

Thy  brow  like  smooth  BandhClka-leaves ;  thy  cheek 
Which  the  dark-tinted  Madhuk's  velvet  shows ; 

Thy  long-lashed  Lotus  eyes,  lustrous  and  meek ; 
Thy  nose  a  Tila-bud  ;  thy  teeth  like  rows 

Of  Kunda- petals  !  he  who  picrceth  hearts 

Points  with  thy  lovelinesses  all  five  darts. 

But  Radiant,  Perfect,  Sweet,  Supreme,  forgive  ! 

My  heart  is  wise  —  my  tongue  is  foolish  still : 
I  know  where  I  am  come  —  I  know  I  live  — 

I  know  that  thou  art  Radha  —  that  this  will 
I^st  and  be  heaven  :  that  I  have  leave  to  rise 
I'p  from  thy  feet,  and  look  into  thine  eyes  ! 

And,  nearer  coming,  I  ask  for  grace 
Now  that  the  blest  eyes  turn  to  mine ; 
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Faithful  I  stand  in  this  sacred  place 

Since  first  I  saw  them  shine : 
Dearest  glory  that  stills  my  voice, 

Beauty  unseen,  unknown,  unthought ! 
Splendor  of  love,  in  whose  sweet  light 

Darkness  is  past  and  nought ; 
Ah,  beyond  words  that  sound  on  earth, 

Golden  bloom  of  the  garden  of  heaven  ! 
Radha,  enchantress  !  Radha,  the  queen  ! 

Be  this  trespass  forgiven  — 
In  that  I  dare,  with  courage  too  much 

And  a  heart  afraid,  —  so  bold  it  is  grown  — 
To  hold  thy  hand  with  a  bridegroom's  touch, 

And  take  thee  for  mine,  mine  own.* 

So  they  met  and  so  they  ended 
Pain  and  parting^  being  blended 
Life  with  life  —  made  one  for  ever 
In  high  love  ;  and  jfayadeva 
Hasteneth  on  to  close  the  story 
Of  their  bridal  grace  and  glory, 

{Here  ends  that  Sarga  of  the  Gita  Govinda  entitled 
Maninivarnane  Chaturachaturbhujo.) 

*  Much  here  also  is  necessarily  paraphrased. 


SARGA    THE   ELEVENTH. 


RADHIKAMILANE 
SANANDADAMODARO. 

THE    UNION    OF    RADHA   AND   KRISHNA. 

Thi:s  followed  soft  and  lasting  peace,  and  griefs 
Died  while  she  listened  to  his  tender  tongue, 
Her  eyes  of  antelope  alight  with  love ; 
And  while  he  led  the  way  to  the  bride-bower 
The  maidens  of  her  train  adorned  her  fair 
With  golden  marriage-cloths,  and  sang  this  song. 


(  What  follows  is  io  the  Music  Vasanta  and  the  Mode 

Yati.) 

Follow,  happy  Radha  !  follow,  — 
In  the  (iiiiet  falling  twilight  — 
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The  steps  of  him  who  followed  thee 

So  steadfastly  and  far ; 
Let  us  bring  thee  where  the  Banjulas 

Have  spread  a  roof  of  crimson, 
Lit  up  by  many  a  marriage-lamp 

Of  planet,  sun,  and  star : 
For  the  hours  of  doubt  are  over. 

And  thy  glad  and  faithful  lover 
Hath  found  the  road  by  tears  and  prayers 

To  thy  divinest  side ; 
And  thou  wilt  not  now  deny  him 

One  delight  of  all  thy  beauty. 
But  yield  up  open-hearted 

His  pearl,  his  prize,  his  bride. 

Oh,  follow  !  while  we  fill  the  air 

With  songs  and  softest  music  ; 
Lauding  thy  wedded  loveliness, 

Dear  Mistress  past  compare  ! 
For  there  is  not  any  splendor 

Of  Apsarasas  immortal  — 
No  glory  of  their  beauty  rich  — 

But  Radha  has  a  share  ; 
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Oh,  follow  !  while  we  sing  the  song 

That  fills  the  worlds  with  longing. 
The  music  of  the  Lord  of  love 

Who  melts  all  hearts  with  bliss ; 
For  now  is  bom  the  gladness 

That  springs  from  mortal  sadness, 
And  all  soft  thoughts  and  things  and  hopes 

Were  presages  of  this. 

Then,  follow,  happiest  lady ! 

Follow  him  thou  lovest  wholly ; 
The  hour  is  come  to  follow  now 

Tlie  soul  thy  spells  have  led ; 
His  are  thy  breasts  like  jasper-cups, 

And  his  thine  eyes  like  planets  ; 
Thy  fragrant  hair,  thy  stately  neck, 

Thy  queenly  sumptuous  head  ; 
Thy  soft  small  feet,  thy  perfect  lips. 

Thy  teeth  like  jasmine  petals. 
Thy  gleaming  rounded  shoulders. 

And  long  caressing  arms. 
Being  thine  to  give,  are  his  ;  and  his 

The  twin  strings  of  thy  girdle, 
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And  his  the  priceless  treasure 
Of  thine  utter-sweetest  charms. 

So  follow  !  while  the  flowers  break  forth 

In  white  and  amber  clusters, 
At  the  breath  of  thy  pure  presence, 

And  the  radiance  on  thy  brow ; 
Oh,  follow  where  the  Asokas  wave 

Their  sprays  of  gold  and  purple, 
As  if  to  beckon  thee  the  way 

That  Krishna  passed  but  now ; 
He  is  gone  a  little  forward  ! 

Though  thy  steps  are  faint  for  pleasure, 
Let  him  hear  the  tattling  ripple 

Of  the  bangles  round  thy  feet ; 
Moving  slowly  o*er  the  blossoms 

On  the  path  which  he  has  shown  thee, 
That  when  he  turns  to  listen 

It  may  make  his  fond  heart  beat. 

And  loose  thy  jewelled  girdle 

A  little,  that  its  rubies 
May  tinkle  softest  music  too. 

And  whisper  thou  art  near ; 
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Though  now,  if  in  ihe  forest 

Tiiou  sliould'st  bend  one  blade  of  Kuslu 
With  silken  touch  of  passing  foot. 

His  heart  would  know  and  hear ; 
Would  hear  the  wood-buds  saying, 

"  It  is  Radha's  foot  thai  passes ; " 
Would  hear  the  wind  sigh  love-sick, 

"  It  is  Radha's  fragrance,  this ; " 
Would  hear  ihine  own  heart  beating 

Within  thy  panting  bosom. 
And  know  thee  coming,  coming. 


His 


-  his  1 


"Mine!"  —  hark  !  we  are  near  enough  for  hearing  — 
"Soon  the  will  eomt — she  will  imilc  —  sAt  will  say 

Honey-nveet  words  of  heiwenly  endearing: 
O  soul  I  listen  ;  my  Bride  is  on  her  way  ! 


Hear'st  him  not,  my  Radha? 

Lo,  night  bendeth  o'er  thee  — 
Darker  than  dark  TamSla-leaves  — 

To  list  ihy  marriage-song  ; 
Dark  as  the  touchstone  that  tries  gold,  1 

And  see  now  —  on  before  thee  - 
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Those  lines  of  tender  light  that  creep 

The  clouded  sky  along  : 
O  night !  that  trieth  gold  of  love, 

This  love  is  proven  perfect ! 
O  lines  that  streak  the  touchstone  sky, 

Flash  forth  true  shining  gold  ! 
O  rose-leaf  feet,  go  boldly  ! 

O  night !  —  that  lovest  lovers  — 
Thy  softest  robe  of  silence 

About  these  bridals  fold  ! 

See*st  thou  not,  my  Radha  ? 

Lo,  the  night,  thy  bridesmaid. 
Comes  !  —  her  eyes  thick-painted 

With  soorma  of  the  gloom  — 
The  night  that  binds  the  planet- worlds 

For  jewels  on  her  forehead, 
And  for  emblem  and  for  garland 

Loves  the  blue-black  lotus-bloom  ; 
The  night  that  scents  her  breath  so  sweet 

With  cool  and  musky  odors, 
That  joys  to  spread  her  veil  of  shade 

Over  the  limbs  of  love ; 
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And  when,  with  loving  wtary, 
Yet  dreaming  love,  iliey  slumber. 

Sets  the  far  stars  for  silver  lamps 
'I'o  light  them  from  above. 

So  came  she  where  he  siood,  awaiting  her 
At  the  bower's  entry,  like  a  god  to  see. 
With  marriage -gladness  and  tlie  grace  of  heavi 
The  great  pearl  set  upon  his  glorious  head 
Sllone  like  a  moon  among  the  leaves,  and  shot 
Like  stars  the  gems  that  kept  her  gold  gown  c 
But  still  a  little  while  she  paused  —  abashed 
At  her  delight,  of  her  deep  joy  afraid  — 
And  ihcy  thai  tended  her  sang  once  more  Ihid 

(  What  follows  is  to  the  Music  Var-Sdi  aaii  the  J 

RUPAKA.) 

Enter,  thrice-happy  !  enter,  thrice -desired  I 
And  let  the  gales  of  Hari  shut  thee  in 
With  tlie  soul  destined  to  thee  from  of  old. 

Tremble  not  !  by  thy  lo\'ely  shame  aside  ; 

Lay  it  aside  with  thine  unfastened  zone, 

And  love  him  with  ihe  love  lliat  knows  not  fcarfl 
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Because  it  fears  not  change ;  enter  thou  in, 
Flower  of  all  sweet  and  stainless  womanhood  ! 
For  ever  to  grow  bright,  for  ever  new ; 

Enter  beneath  the  flowers,  O  flower-fair ! 

Beneath  these  tendrils,  Loveliest !  that  entwine 

And  clasp,  and  wreathe  and  cling,  with  kissing  stems ; 

Enter,  with  tender-blowing  airs  of  heaven 
Soft  as  love's  breath  and  gentle  as  the  tones 
Of  lover's  whispers,  when  the  lips  come  close  ; 

Enter  the  house  of  Love,  O  loveliest ! 
Enter  the  marriage-bower,  most  beautiful ! 
And  take  and  give  the  joy  that  Hari  grants. 

Thy  heart  has  entered,  let  thy  feet  go  too  ! 
Lo,  Krishna  !  lo,  the  one  that  thirsts  for  thee  ! 
(Jive  him  the  drink  of  amrit  from  thy  lips. 

Then  she,  no  more  delaying,  entered  straight ; 

Her  step  a  little  faltered,  but  her  face 

Shone  with  unutterable  quick  love  ;  and  —  while 
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Tlie  in\isLc  of  her  bangles  passed  ihe  jiorcli  - 
Shame,  which  had  lingered  in  her  dotvncast  eya 
Deijarted  shamed*  .  .  .  and  like  ihe  mighty  d 
Which  sees  the  moon  and  rises,  all  his  life 
Uprose  to  drink  her  beams, 

{fffn  ends  that  Sarga  of  the  GUa  Govinda  eni& 
Raphikamilane  Sananuauamodaro.) 


Hari  keep  j-oii  I     He  whose  might, 

On  ihe  King  of  Serpents  sealed. 
Flashes  forth  in  dazzling  light 

From  the  Great  Snake's  gems  repeatetj 
Hari  keep  you  !     He  whose  graces, 

Manifold  in  majesty.  — 
Multiplied  ill  heavenly  places — 

Multiply  on  earth  —  to  see 

*  Ttii»  complete  anticipation  {lahiji/A  laJjApi)  ol  llie  li 

—  occurs  al  Ihe  close  of  Ihe  Sarga,  pan  of  which  is  here  p 
oniitied,  along  with  the  wtiole  of  the  last  one. 
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Better  with  a  hundred  eyes 

Her  bright  charms  who  by  him  lies. 
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What  skill  may  be  in  singings 

What  worship  sound  in  song^ 
What  lore  be  taught  in  loving, 

What  right  divined  from  wrong: 
Such  things  hath  yayadeva  — 

In  this  his  Hymn  of  Love, 
Which  lauds  Govinda  ever,  — 

Displayed;  may  all  approve  / 
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Sing  something,  Jymul  Rao  !  for  the  goats  are  gathered 
now, 

And  no  more  water  is  to  bring ; 
The  village-gates  are  set,  and  the  night  is  gray  as  yet, 

God  hath  given  wondrous  fancies  to  thee  :  —  sing  ! 

Then  JymuFs  supple  fingers,  with  a  touch  that  doubts  and 
lingers. 

Sets  athrill  the  saddest  wire  of  all  the  six ; 
•^nd  the  girk  sit  in  a  Ungle,  and  hush  the  tinkling  bangle, 

While  the  boys  pile  the  flame  with  store  of  sticks. 

-^nd  vain  of  village  praise,  but  full  of  ancient  days, 
He  begins  with  a  smile  and  with  a  sigh  — 

'  *  Who  knows  the  babul- tree  by  the  bend  of  the  Ravee  ?  " 
Quoth  Gunesh,  "  I !  "  and  twenty  voices,  "  I  !  " 
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"Well  —  listen  !  there  below,  in  the. shade  of  bloom  and 
bough, 

Is  a  musjid  of  carved  and  colored  stone  ; 
And  Abdool  Shureef  Khan  —  I  spit,  to  name  that  man  I  — 

Lieth  there,  underneath,  all  alone. 

"  He  was  Sultan  Mahraood's  vassal,  and  wore  an  Amir*s 
tassel 

In  his  green  had j -turban,  at  Nungul. 
Yet  the  head  which  went  so  proud,  it  is  not  in  his  shroud  ; 

There  are  bones  in  that  grave,  —  but  not  a  skull ! 

"And,  deep  drove  in  his  breast,  there  moulders  with  the 
rest 

A  dagger,  brighter  once  than  Chandra's  ray ; 
A  Rajpoot  lobar  whet  it,  and  a  Rajpoot  woman  set  it 

Past  the  power  of  any  hand  to  tear  away. 

"  'Twas  the  Ranee  Neila  tnic,  the  wife  of  Soorj  Dehu, 

Lord  of  the  Rajpoots  of  Nourpoor  ; 
You  shall  hear  the  mournful  story,  with  its  sorrow  and  its 

glory. 
And  curse  Shureef  Khan,  —  the  soor  !  " 
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All  in  the  wide  Five-Waters  was  none  like  Soorj  Dehu, 
To  foeman  who  so  dreadful,  to  friend  what  heart  so  true  ? 

Like  Indus,  through  the  mountains  came  down  the  Mus- 
lim ranks, 
And  town-walls  fell  before  them  as  flooded  river-banks  ; 


But  Soorj  Dehu  the  Rajpoot  owned  neither  town  nor 

wall ; 
His  house  the  camp,  his  roof- tree  the  sky  that  covers  all ; 

His  seat  of  state  the  saddle  ;  his  robe  a  shirt  of  mail ; 
His  court  a  thousand  Rajpoots  close  at  his  stallion's  tail 

Not  less  was  Soorj  a  Rajah  because  no  crown  he  wore 
Save   the  grim  helm   of  iron   with   sword-marks  dinted 
o'er; 

Because  he  grasped  no  sceptre  save  the  sharp  tulwar, 

made 
Of  steel  that  fell  from  heaven,  —  for  'twas  Indra  forged 

that  blade  ! 
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And  many  a  starless  midnight  the  shout  of  "  Sooij  Dehu  " 
Broke  up  with  spear  and  matchlock  the  Muslim*s  "  Illahu." 

And  many  a  day  of  battle  upon  the  Muslim  proud 

Fell  Soorj,  as  Indra's  lightning  falls  from  the  silent  cloud. 

Nor  ever  shot  nor  arrow,  nor  spear  nor  slinger's  stone, 
Could  pierce  the  mail  that  Neila  the  Ranee  buckled  on  : 

But  traitor's  subtle  tongue-thrust  through  fence  of  steel 

can  break ; 
And  Soorj  was  taken  sleeping,  whom   none  had   ta'en 

awake. 

Then  at  the  noon,  in  durbar,  swore  fiercely  Shureef  Khan 
That  Soorj  should  die  in  torment,  or  live  a  Mussulman. 

But  Soorj  laughed  lightly  at  him,  and  answered,  "  Work 

your  will ! 
The  last  breath  of  my  body  shall  curse  your  Prophet  still." 

With  words  of  insult  shameful,  and  deeds  of  cruel  kind, 
They  vexed  that  Rajpoot's  body,  but  never  moved  his 
mind. 
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And  one  is  come  who  sayeth,  "  Ho  !  Rajpoots !  Soorj  is 

bound ; 
Your  lord  is  caged  and  baited  by  Shureef  Khan,  the 

hound. 

"  The  Khan  hath  caught  and  cliained  him,  like  a  beast,  in 

iron  cage, 
And   all  the  camp  of  Islam  spends  on  hi^x  spite  and 

rage; 

"All  day  the  coward  Muslims  spend  on  him  rage  and 
spite ; 

If  ye  have  thought  to  help  him,  'twere  good  ye  go  to- 
night." 

Up  sprang  a  hundred  horsemen,  dashed  in  each  hand  a 

sword  ; 
In  each  heart  burned  the  gladness  of  dying  for  their 

lord; 

Up  rose  each  Rajpoot  rider,  and  buckled  on  with  speed 
The  bridle-chain  and  breast-cord,  and  the  saddle  of  his 
steed. 
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But  iinio  none  sad  Neila  gave  woni  to  mount  and  ride  ; 
Only  she  called  the  brothers  of  Soorj  unto  her  side. 

And  said,  "Take  order  straightway  to  seek  this   csmp 

with  me  ; 
If  love  and  trafi  can  comiuer.  a  thousand  is  a-s  three. 

"If  love    be  weak    to  save    him.  Soorj    dies — and   ye 

For  where  a  Rajisoot  dieth.  the  Rajpiicil  widows  bum." 

Thereat  the  Ranee  Neila  unbraided  from  her  hair 
The  pearls  as  great  as  Kashmir  grapes  Soorj   gave  his 
wife  to  H-e.ir, 

And  all  across  her  bosoms  —  like  lotus-biuls  to  see  — 
She  wrapped  the  tinselled  aari  of  a  dancing  Kimchenee  ; 

And  fastened  on  her  ankles  the  himdred  silver  bells, 
To  whose  light  laugh  of  tnusic  the  Nautch-girl  dans  and 
dwells. 

And  all  in  dress  a  Nautch-girl,  but  all  in  heart  a  queen. 
She  set  her  foot  to  stimip  with  a  sad  and  willed  mien. 
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Only  one  thing  she  carried  no  Kunchenee  should  bear, 
The  knife  between  her  bosoms;  —  ho,  Shureef!  have  a 
care  ! 


Thereat,  with  running  ditty  of  mingled  pride  and  pity, 

Jymul  Rao  makes  the  six  wires  sigh  ; 
And  the  girls  with  tearful  eyes  note  the  music's  fall  and 
rise. 

And  the  boys  let  the  fire  fade  and  die. 


All  day  lay  Soorj  the  Rajpoot  in  Shureef  s  iron  cage. 
All  day  the  coward  Muslims  spent  on  him  spite  and  rage. 

With  bitter  cruel  torments,  and  deeds  of  shameful  kind, 
They  racked  and  broke  his  body,  but  could  not  shake  his 
mind. 

And  only  at  the  Azan,  when  all  their  worst  was  vain, 
They  left  him,  like  dogs  slinking  from  a  lion  in  his  pain. 

No  meat  nor  drink  they  gave  him  through  all  that  burn- 
ing day. 
And  done  to  death,  but  scornful,  at  twilight-time  he  lay. 
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So  when  the  gem  of  Shiva  uprose,  the  shining  moon, 
Soorj  spake  unto  his  spirit,  ''The  end  is  coming  soon. 

"  I  would  the  end  might  hnslen.  could  Ncila  only  know  — 
What  is  that  Nautch-girl  singing  with  voice  so  known  and 
low* 

"  Singing  beneath  the  cage-bars  tlie  song  of  love  and  fear 
My  Nei!a  sang  at  parting  !  —  what  doth  that  Nautch-girl 
here? 

"Whence   comes   she    by  the    music  of  Neila's    tender 

strain, 
She,    in    that    shameless   tinsel  ?  —  O,    Nautch-girl,   sing 

again  I  " 

"  Ah,  Soorj ! "  —  so  followed  answer  —  "  here  tliine  own 

Neila  stands, 
Faithful  in  life  and  death  alike,  —  look  np,  and  lake  my 

hands: 


"  Speak  low,  lest  the  guard  hear  us  ;  —  to-night,  if  ihoi 

must  die, 
Shureef  shall  have  no  Lriunipli,  but  bear  thee  company." 
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So  sang  she  like  the  Koil  that  dies  beside  its  mate ; 
With  eye  as  black  and  fearless,  and  love  as  hot  and  great. 

Then  the  Chief  laid  his  pale  lips  upon  tlie  little  palm, 
And  sank  down  with  a  smile  of  love,  his  face  all  glad  and 
calm ; 

And  through  the  cage-bars  Neila  felt  the  brave  heart  stop 

fast, 
**  O  Soorj !  "  —  she  cried  —  **  I  follow  !  have  patience  to 

the  last." 

She  turned  and  went.    "Who  passes?"  challenged  the 

Mussulman ; 
"A  Nautch-girl,  I."  — "What  seek'st  thou?"  — "The 

presence  of  the  Khan  ; 

*'  Ask  if  the  high  chief-captain  be  pleased  to  hear  me 

sing ; " 
And  Shureef,  full  of  feasting,  the  Kunchenee  bade  bring. 

Then  all  before  the  Muslims,  aflame  with  lawless  wine, 
Entered  the  Ranee  Neila,  in  grace  and  face  divine ; 
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And  all  before  tlie  MusIlit 
The  Rajpoot  Princess  se 
begins, 


wagging  their  goatish  chins, 
ler  to  ihe  "  bee-ihiiice  "  Ilia 


"  1/  my  love  Imied  mc,  he  should  lie  a  life, 
J  the  yeltoiv  champnk,  love  Ihe  lio'iev  of 


All  the  wrcaihed  movcmenls  danced  she  of  that  dance 
Not  a  step  she  sUghted,  not  a  wanton  glance ; 


In  her  unveiled  bosom  chased  th'  intruding  liee. 
To  her  waisi  —  and  lower  —  she  t  a  Rajpoot,  she 


"o^n 


Sang  the  melting  music,  swayed  tlie  languorous  liiriff 
Shureers  drunken  heart  beat  —  ShureePs  eyes  waxed  dim, 


From  his  finger  Shureef  loosed  an  Omiut  (warl 
"  By  the  Prophet,"  quoth  he,  "  'lis  a  winsome  girl 


"  Take  thi 
I  would  hi 


ring;  and  "prithe 


e  and  ha\'e  ihy  pay. 


Cllared  his  eyes  on  her  eyes,  passing  o'er  the  plaiiii 
Glared  at  the  tent-purdah  —  ne\  er  glared  ag; 
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Never  opened  after  unto  gaze  or  glance, 

Eyes  that  saw  a  Rajpoot  dance  a  shameful  dance ; 

For  the  kiss  she  gave  him  was  his  first  and  last  ^^ 
Kiss  of  dagger,  driven  to  his  heart,  and  past. 

At  her  feet  he  wallowed,  choked  with  wicked  blood ; 
In  his  breast  the  katar  quivered  where  it  stood. 

At  the  hilt  his  fingers  vainly  —  wildly  —  try, 
Then  they  stiffen  feeble ;  —  die  !  thou  slayer,  die  I 

From  his  jewelled  scabbard  drew  she  Shureefs  sword. 
Cut  atwain  the  neck-bone  of  the  Muslim  lord. 

Underneath  the  starlight,  sooth,  a  sight  of  dread  ! 
Like  the  Goddess  Kali,  comes  she  with  the  head, 

Comes  to  where  her  brothers  guard  their  murdered  chief ; 
All  the  camp  is  silent,  but  the  night  is  brief. 

At  his  feet  she  fKngs  it,  flings  her  burden  vile ; 

"  Soorj  !  I  keep  my  promise  !  Brothers,  build  the  pile  !  " 
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They  have  built  it,  set  it,  all  as  Rajpoots  do. 
From  the  cage  of  iron  taken  Sooij  Dehu ; 

In  the  lap  of  Neila,  seated  on  the  pile. 

Laid  his  head  —  she  radiant,  like  a  queen  the  while. 

Then  the  lamp  is  lighted,  and  the  ghee  is  poured — 
"  Soorj,  we  bum  together :  O  my  k»ve,  my  kHd ! " 

In  the  flame  and  crackle  dies  her  tender  tongue. 
Dies  the  Ranee,  truest,  all  true  wives  among. 

At  the  mom  a  clamor  mns  from  tent  to  tent. 

Like  the  wild  geese  cackling  when  the  night  is  spent 

"  Shureef  Khan  lies  headless  !  gone  is  Sooij  Dehu  ! 
And  the  wandering  Nautch-girl,  who  lias  seen  her,  who? 

This  but  know  the  sentries,  at  the  "  breath  of  dawn  " 
Forth  there  fared  two  horsemen,  by  the  first  was  borne 

The  um  of  clay,  the  vessel  that  RajiK>ots  use  to  bring 
The  ashes  of  dead  kinsmen  to  Gungas'  holy  spring. 
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Long  years  ago  —  so  tells  Boccaccio 

In  such  Italian  gentleness  of  speech 

As  finds  no  echo  in  this  northern  air 

To  counterpart  its  music  —  long  ago, 

When  Saladin  was  Soldan  of  the  East, 

The  kings  let  cry  a  general  crusade ; 

And  to  the  trysting-plains  of  Lombardy 

The  idle  lances  of  the  North  and  West 

Rode  all  that  spring,  as  all  the  spring  runs  down 

Into  a  lake,  from  all  its  hanging  hills. 

The  clash  and  glitter  of  a  hundred  streams. 

Whereof  the  nimor  reached  to  Saladin, 

And  that  swart  king  —  as  royal  in  his  heart 

As  any  crownM  champion  of  the  Cross  — 

That  he  might  fully,  of  his  knowledge,  learn 

The  purpose  of  the  lords  of  Christendom, 
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And  when  their  war  and  wliat  their  armament, 
Took  thought  to  cross  the  seas  to  Lombardy. 
Wherefore,  with  wise  and  trustful  Amirs  twain, 
All  habited  in  garbs  tliat  merchants  use, 
With  trader's  band  and  gipsire  on  the  breast 
That  best  loved  mail  and  dagger,  Saladin 
Set  forth  upon  his  journey  perilous. 

In  that  day,  lordly  land  was  Lombardy  ! 
A  sea  of  countiy-plenty,  islanded 
With  cities  rich ;  nor  richer  one  than  thee. 
Marble  Milano  !  from  whose  gate  at  dawn  — 
With  ear  that  little  recked  the  matin-bell. 
But  a  keen  eye  to  measure  wall  and  foss  — 
The  Soklan  rode  ;  and  all  day  long  he  rode 
For  Pavia  ;  passing  basilic,  and  shrine. 
And  gaze  of  vineyard-workers,  wotting  not 
Yon  trader  was  the  Lord  of  Heathenesse. 
All  day  he  rode ;  yet  at  the  wane  of  day 
No  gleam  of  gate,  or  ramp,  or  rising  spire. 
Nor  Tessin's  sparkle  underneath  the  stars 
Promised  him  Pavia ;  but  he  was  'ware 
Of  a  gay  company  uix)n  the  way. 
Ladies  and  lords,  with  horses,  hawks,  and  hounds ; 
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Cap-plumes  and  tresses  fluttered  by  the  wind 
Of  merry  race  for  home.     "  Go  ! "  said  the  king 
To  one  that  rode  upon  his  better  hand, 
"  And  pray  these  gentles  of  their  courtesy 
How  many  leagues  to  Pavia,  and  the  gates 
What  hour  they  close  them?"    Then  the  Saracen 
Set  spur,  and  being  joined  to  him  that  seemed 
First  of  the  hunt,  he  told  the  message — they 
Checking  the  jangling  bits,  and  chiding  down 
The  unfinished  laugh  to  listen  —  but  by  this 
Came  up  the'  king,  his  bonnet  in  his  hand, 
Theirs  doffed  to  him  :  "  Sir  Trader,"  Torel  said 
(Messer  Torello  'twas,  of  Istria), 
"  They  shut  the  Pavian  gate  at  even-song. 
And  even-song  is  sung."     Then  turning  half. 
Muttered,  "  Pardie,  the  man  is  worshipful, 
A  stranger  too  ! "     "  Fair  lord  !  "  quoth  Saladin, 
"  Please  you  to  stead  some  weary  travellers. 
Saying  where  we  may  lodge,  the  town  so  far 
And  night  so  near."     "  Of  my  heart,  willingly," 
Made  answer  Torel,  "  I  did  think  but  now 
To  send  my  knave  an  errand  —  he  shall  ride 
And  bring  you  unto  lodgment  —  oh  !  no  thanks, 
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Our  Lady  keep  you  ! "  then  with  whispered  hest 
He  called  their  guide  and  sped  them.     Being  gone^ 
Torello  told  his  purpose,  and  the  band, 
With  ready  zeal  and  loosened  bridle-chains, 
Rode  for  his  hunting-palace,  where  they  set 
A  goodly  banquet  underneath  the  planes. 
And  hung  the  house  with  guest-lights,  and  anon 
Welcomed  the  wondering  strangers,  thereto  led 
Unwitting,  by  a  world  of  winding  paths ; 
Messer  Torello,  at  the  inner  gate, 
Waiting  to  take  them  in  —  a  goodly  Tiost, 
Stamped  current  with  God's  image  for  a  man 
Chief  among  men,  truthful,  and  just,  and  free. 

Then  he,  "  Well  met  again,  fair  sirs  !     Our  knave 
Hath  found  you  shelter  better  than  the  worst : 
Please  you  to  leave  your  selles,  and  being  bathed, 
Grace  our  poor  supper  here."     Then  Saladin, 
Whose  sword  had  yielded  ere  his  courtesy. 
Answered,  "  Great  thanks,  Sir  Knight,  and  this  much 

blame. 
You  spoil  us  for  our  trade  !  two  bonnets  doffed. 
And  travellers'  questions  holding  you  afield. 
For  those  you  give  us  this."     "  Sir  !  not  your  meed, 
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Nor  worthy  of  your  breeding ;  but  in  sooth 

That  is  not  out  of  Pavia."    Thereupon 

He  led  them  to  fair  chambers  decked  with  all 

Makes  tired  men  glad ;  lights,  and  the  marble  bath, 

And  flasks  that  sparkled,  liquid  amethyst, 

And  grapes,  not  dry  as  yet  from  evening  dew. 

Thereafter  at  the  supper-board  they  sat ; 
Nor  lacked  it,  though  its  guest  was  reared  a  king, 
Worthy  provend  in  crafts  of  cookery, 
Pastel,  pasticcio  —  all  set  forth  on  gold  ; 
And  gracious  talk  and  pleasant  courtesies, 
Spoken  in  stately  Latin,  cheated  time 
Till  there  was  none  but  held  the  stranger-sir. 
For  all  his  chapman's  dress  of  cramasie, 
Goodlier  than  silks  could  make  him.     Presently 
Talk  rose  upon  the  Holy  Sepulchre  : 
"  I  go  myself,"  said  Torel,  "  with  a  score 
Of  better  knights  —  the  flower  of  Pavia  — 
To  try  our  st^el  against  King  Saladin's. 
Sirs  !  ye  have  seen  the  countries  of  the  Sun, 
Know  you  the  Soldan?  "     Answer  gave  the  king, 
"  The  Soldan  we  have  seen  —  'twill  push  him  hard 
If,  which  I  nothing  doubt,  you  Pavian  lords 
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Are  valorous  as  gentle  ;  —  we,  alas 

Are  Cyprus  merchants  making  iratle  to  France 

Dull  sons  of  Peace,"    "  By  Mary  I  "  Torel  cried, 

"  But  for  lliy  word,  1  ne'er  heard  sjieech  so  fil 

To  lead  ihe  war,  nor  saw  a  liand  that  sat 

Liker  a  soldier's  in  the  sabre's  place 

But  sure  I  hold  you  sieepless  I  "     Then  hin 

Playing  the  chamberlain,  with  torches  borne, 

Led  them  to  restful  beds,  commending  ihem 

To  sleep  and  God,  who  hears  —  Allah  or  Ood' 

When  good  men  do  his  creatures  charities. 

At  dawn  the  cock,  and  neigh  of  saddled  steeds, 
Broke  the  king's  dreams  of  battle  —  not  their 
But  goodly  jennets  from  Torello's  stalls, 
Caparisoned  to  bear  them  ;  he  their  host 
Up,  with  a  gracious  radiance  like  the  sun. 
To  bid  them  speed.    Beside  him  in  the  couitj 
Stood  Dame  Adaheta ;  comely  she. 
And  of  her  port  as  stately,  and  serene 
As  if  the  braided  gold  about  her  brows 
Had  been  a  crown.     Mutual  good-morrow  given. 
Thanks  said  and  stayed,  the  lady  prayed 
To  lake  a  token  of  his  sojourn  there, 
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Marking  her  good-will,  not  his  worthiness  ; 

"  A  gown  of  miniver  —  these  furbelows 

Are  silk  I  spun  —  my  lord  wears  ever  such  — 

A  housewife's  gift  !  but  those  ye  love  are  fer ; 

Wear  it  as  given  for  them."    Then  Saladin  — 

*'  A  queenly  gift,  Madonna,  past  my  thanks  ; 

And  —  but  thou  shalt  not  hear  a  *  no '  from  me  — 

Past  my  receiving ;  yet  I  take  it ;  we 

Were  debtors  to  your  noble  courtesy 

Out  of  redemption  —  this  but  bankrupts  us.'* 

"  Nay,  sir,  —  God  shield  you  ! "  said  the  knight  and  dame. 

And  Saladin,  with  phrase  of  gentilesse 

Returned,  or  ever  that  he  rode  alone. 

Swore  a  great  oath  in  guttural  Arabic, 

An  oath  by  Allah  —  startling  up  the  ears 

Of  those  three  Christian  cattle  they  bestrode  — 

That  never  yet  was  nobler-natured  man, 

Nor  gentler  lady ;  —  and  that  time  should  see 

For  a  king's  lodging  quittance  royal  repaid. 


It  was  the  day  of  the  Passaggio  : 

Ashore  the  war-steeds  champed  the  burnished  bit ; 
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Afloat  the  galleys  tugged  the  mooring-chain : 

The  town  was  out ;  the  Lombard  annorers  — 

Red-hot  with  riveting  the  helmets  up, 

And  whetting  axes  for  the  heathen  heads — 

Cooled  in  the  crowd  that  filled  the  squares  and  streets 

To  speed  God's  soldiers.    At  the  none  that  day 

Messer  Torello  to  the  gate  came  down, 

Leading  his  lady ;  —  sorrow's  hueless  rose 

Grew  on  her  cheek,  and  thrice  the  destrier 

Struck  fire,  impatient,  from  the  pavement-squares. 

Or  ere  she  spoke,  tears  in  her  lifted  eyes, 

"  Goest  thou,  lord  of  mine  ?  "     "  Madonna,  yes  !  '* 

Said  Torel,  *'  for  my  soul^s  weal  and  the  Lord 

Ride  1  lo-(lay  :  my  good  name  and  my  house 

Reliant  I  intrust  thee,  and  —  because 

It  may  be  they  shall  slay  me,  and  because, 

Being  so  young,  so  fair,  and  so  reputed, 

The  noblest  will  entreat  thee  —  wait  for  me, 

Widow  or  wife,  a  year,  and  month,  and  day ; 

Then  if  thy  kinsmen  press  thee  to  a  choice. 

And  if  I  be  not  come,  hold  me  for  dead ; 

Nor  link  thy  blooming  beauty  with  the  grave 

Against  thine  heart."   "  Good  my  lord  !  *'  answered  she*/ 
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"  Hardly  my  heart  sustains  to  let  thee  go ; 
Thy  memory  it  can  keep,  and  keep  it  will, 
Though  my  one  lord,  Torel  of  Istria, 

Live,  or "     "  Sweet,  comfort  thee  I    San   Pietro 

speed ! 
I  shall  come  home  :  if  not,  and  worthy  knees 
Bend  for  this  hand,  whereof  none  worthy  lives, 
Least  he  who  lays  his  last  kiss  thus  upon  it, 

Look  thee,  I  free  it "     "  Nay  ! "  she  said,  "  but  I, 

A  petulant  slave  that  hugs  her  golden  chain. 

Give  that  gift  back,  and  with  it  this  poor  ring : 

Set  it  upon  thy  sword-hand,  and  m  fight 

Be  merciful  and  win,  thinking  of  me." 

Then  she,  with  pretty  action,  drawing  on 

Her  ruby,  buckled  over  it  his  glove  — 

The  great  steel  glove  —  and  through  the  helmet  bars 

Took  her  last  kiss ;  —  then  let  the  chafing  steed 

Have  its  hot  will  and  go. 

But  Saladin, 
Safe  back  among  his  lords  at  Lebanon, 
Well  wotting  of  their  quest,  awaited  it, 
And  held  the  .Crescent  up  against  the  Cross. 
In  many  a  doughty  fight  Ferrara  blades 
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Clashed  with  keen  Damasc,  many  a  weary  month 
Wasted  afield  f  but  yet  the  Christians 
Won  nothing  nearer  to  Christ's  sepulchre ; 
Nay,  but  gave  ground.    At  last,  in  Acre  pent. 
On  their  loose  files,  enfeebled  by  the  i^'ar, 
Came  stronger  smiter  than  the  Saracen  — 
The  deadly  Pest :  day  after  day  they  died, 
Pikeman  and  knight-at-arms ;  day  after  day 
A  thinner  line  upon  the  leaguered  wall 
Held  off  the  heathen  :  —  held  them  off  a  space ; 
Then,  over-weakened,  yielded,  and  gave  up 
The  city  and  the  stricken  garrison. 

So  to  sad  chains  and  hateful  servitude 
Fell  all  those  purple  lords  —  Christendom's  stars, 
Once  high  in  hope  as  soaring  Lucifer, 
Now  low  as  sinking  Hesper :  with  them  fell 
Messer  Torello  —  never  one  so  poor 
Of  all  the  hundreds  that  his  bounty  fed 
As  he  in  prison  —  ill-entreated,  bound. 
Starved  of  sweet  light,  and  set  to  shameful  tasks ; 
And  that  great  load  at  heart  to  know  the  days 
Fast  flying,  and  to  live  accounted  dead. 
One  joy  his  gaolers  left  him,  —  his  good  hawk ; 
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The  brave,  gay  bird  that  crossed  the  seas  with  him  : 
And  often,  in  the  mindful  hour  of  eve. 
With  tameless  eye  and  spirit  masterRil, 
In  a  feigned  anger  checking  at  his  hand, 
The  good  gray  falcon  made  his  master  cheer. 

One  day  it  chanced  Saladin  rode  afield 

With  shawled  and  turbaned  Amirs,  and  his  hawks  — 

Lebanon-bred,  and  mewed  as  princes  lodge  — 

Flew  foul,  forgot  their  feather,  hung  et  wrist. 

And  slighted  call.     The  Soldan,  quick  in  wrath, 

Bade  slay  the  cravens,  scourge  the  falconer. 

And  seek  some  wight  who  knew  the  heart  of  hawks, 

To  keep  it  hot  and  true.     Then  spake  a  Sheikh  — 

"  There  is  a  Frank  in  prison  by  the  sea. 

Far-seen  herein.**    "  Give  word  that  he  be  brought," 

Quoth  Saladin,  "  and  bid  him  set  a  cast : 

If  he  hath  skill,  it  shall  go  well  for  hinu" 

Thus  by  the  winding  path  of  circumstance 
One  palace  held,  as  prisoner  and  prince, 
Torello  and  his  guest :  unwitting  each. 
Nay  and  unwitting,  though  they  met  and  spake 
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Of  ibaC  goshawk  and  this  —  signors 

And  chapmen  crowned,  who  knows?  — 

Some  trick  of  face,  the  manner  of  some  smile. 

Some  gleam  of  sunset  from  the  glad  day  goneya 

Caught  the  king's  eye,  and  held  it.     "  Nazare 

VVhal  native  art  thou  ?  "  asked  he.     "  Lombat 

A  man  of  Pavia."     "And  thy  name?"     "Toi 

Messer  Turelto  called  in  happier  times. 

Now  best  uncalled."      "  Come  hither,  Christinj 

The  Soldan  said,  and  led  the  way,  by  court 

And  hall  and  fountain,  to  an  inner  room 

Rich  with  king's  rolies :  therefrom  he  reached  a  gown 

And  "  Know'st  thou  this?"  he  asked.     ■*  High  lord  ! 

might 
Elsewhere,"  quoth  Torel,  "  here  'twere  mad  to  say 
Yon  gown  my  wife  unto  a  trader  gave 
That  shared  our  board,"     "  Nay,  but  thai  gown  is  Uud 
And  she  the  giver,  and  the  trader  I," 
Quoth  Saladin ;  "  I !  twice  a  king  to-day, 
Owing  a  royal  debt  and  paying  it," 
Then  Torel,  sore  amazed,  "  f  Ircat  lorfl,  1  binsi 
Remembering  how  the  Master  of  the  liasl 
Lodged  sorrily,"     "  It's  Master's  Master  thou  |j 
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Gave  answer  Saladin,  "  come  in  and  see 

What  wares  the  Cyprus  traders  keep  at  home ; 

Come  forth  and  take  thy  place,  Saladin*s  friend." 

Therewith  into  the  circle  of  his  lords, 

With  gracious  mien  the  Soldan  led  his  slave ; 

And  while  the  dark  eyes  glittered,  seated  him 

First  of  the  full  divan.     "  Orient  lords," 

So  spake  he,  —  "  let  the  one  who  loves  his  king 

Honor  this  Frank,  whose  house  sheltered  your  king ; 

He  is  my  brother : "  then  the  night-black  beards 

Swept  the  stone  floor  in  ready  reverence, 

Agas  and  Amirs  welcoming  Torel : 

And  a  great  feast  was  set,  the  Soldan 's  friend 

Royally  garbed,  upon  the  Soldan's  hand, 

Shining  the  bright  star  of  the  banqueters. 


All  which,  and  the  abounding  grace  and  love 

Shown  him  by  Saladin,  a  little  held 

The  heart  of  Torel  from  its  Lombard  home 

With  Dame  Adalieta  :  but  it  chanced 

He  sat  beside  the  king  in  audience. 

And  there  came  one  who  said,  "  Oh,  Lord  of  lords. 
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That  galley  of  the  Genovese  which  sailed 

With  Prankish  prisoners  is  gone  down  at  sea." 

"  Gone  down  ! "  cried  Torel.     "  Ay  1   what  recks  it 

friend, 
To  fall  thy  visage  for?*'  quoth  Saladin  ; 
''  One  galley  less  to  ship-stufTed  Genoa  ! " 
"  Good  my  liege  ! "  Torel  said,  "  it  bore  a  scroll 
Inscribed  to  Pavia,  saying  that  I  lived ; 
For  in  a  year,  a  month,  and  day,  not  come, 
I  bade  them  hold  me  dead ;  and  dead  I  am, 
Albeit  living,  if  my  lady  wed, 
Perchance  constrained."     "  Certes/*  spake  Saladin, 
"  A  noble  dame  —  the  like  not  won,  once  lost  — 
How  many  days  remain  ?  *'     "  Ten  days,  my  prince, 
And  twelvescore  leagues  Ixjtween  my  heart  and  me  ; 
Alas  I  how  to  be  passed  ?  "     Then  Saladin  — 
"  I^  !  I  am  loath  to  lose  thee  —  wilt  thou  swear 
To  come  again  if  all  go  well  with  thee, 
Or  come  ill  speeding?  "     "  Yea,  I  swear,  my  king, 
Out  of  tnie  love,"  (juoth  Torel,  "  heartfully.'* 
Then  Saladin,  "  Take  here  my  signet-seal ; 
My  admiral  will  loose  his  swiftest  sail 
Upon  its  sight ;  and  cleave  the  seas,  and  go 
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And  clip  thy  dame,  and  say  the  Trader  sends 
A  gift,  remindful  of  her  courtesies." 

Passed  were  the  year,  and  month,  and  day ;  and  passed 
Out  of  all  hearts  but  one  Sir  TorePs  name, 
Long  given  for  dead  by  ransomed  Pavians : 
For  Pavia,  thoughtless  of  her  Eastern  graves, 
A  lovely  widow,  much  too  gay  for  grief. 
Made  peals  from  half  a  hundred  campaniles 
To  ring  a  wedding  in.    The  seven  bells 
Of  Santo  Pietro,  from  the  nones  to  noon, 
Boomed  with  bronze  throats  the  happy  tidings  out ; 
Till  the  great  tenor,  overswelled  with  sound, 
Cracked  itself  dumb.    Thereat  the  sacristan. 
Leading  his  swink^d  ringers  down  the  stairs. 
Came  blinking  into  sunlight  —  all  his  keys 
Jingling  their  little  peal  about  his  belt  — 
Whom,  as  he  tarried,  locking  up  the  porch, 
A  foreign  signor,  browned  with  southern  suns, 
Turbaned  and  slippered,  as  the  Muslims  use. 
Plucked  by  the  cope.     "Friend,"    quoth   he  —  'twas  a 

tongue 
Italian  true,  but  in  a  Muslim  mouth  — 
"  Why  are  your  belfries  busy  —  is  it  peace 
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Or  victory,  that  so  ye  din  the  ears 

Of  Pavian  lieges  ?  "  "  Truly,  no  liege  thou  !  '^ 

Grunted  the  sacristan,  "  who  knowest  not 

That  Dame  Adalieta  weds  to-night 

Her  fore-betrothed,  —  Sir  Torel's  widow  she, 

That  died  i*  the  chain  ?  "    "  To-night ! "  the  strang-r  said. 

"  Ay,  sir,  to-night !  —  why  not  to-night? — to-night ! 

And  you  shall  see  a  goodly  Christian  feast 

If  so  you  pass  their  gates  at  even-song, 

For  all  are  asked." 

No  more  the  questioner, 
But  folded  o'er  his  face  the  Eastern  hood, 
Lest  idle  eyes  should  mark  how  idle  words 
Had  struck  him  home.     "  So  quite  forgot !  —  so  soon  !-^ 
And  this  the  scjuare  wherein  I  gave  the  joust. 
And  that  the  loggia,  where  I  fed  the  poor ; 
And  yon  my  palace,  where  —  oh,  fair  !  oh,  false  !  — 
They  robe  her  for  a  bridal.     Can  it  be  ? 
Clean  out  of  heart,  with  twice  six  flying  moons. 
The  heart  that  beat  on  mine  as  it  would  break. 
That  faltered  forty  oaths.     Forced  !  forced  !  —  not  false  — 
Well  I  1  will  sit,  wife,  at  thy  wedding-feast. 
And  let  mine  eyes  give  my  fond  faith  the  lie," 
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So  in  the  stream  of  gallant  guests  that  flowed 
Feastward  at  eve,  went  Torel ;  passed  with  them 
The  outer  gates,  crossed  the  great  courts  with  them, 
A  stranger  in  the  walls  that  called  him  lord. 
Cressets  and  colored  lamps  made  the  way  bright, 
And  rose-leaves  strewed  to  where  within  the  doors 
The  master  of  the  feast,  the  bridegroom,  stood, 
A-glitter  from  his  forehead  to  his  foot. 
Speaking  fair  welcomes.     He,  a  courtly  lord. 
Marking  the  Eastern  guest,  bespoke  him  fair. 
Prayed  place  for  him,  and  bade  them  set  his  seat 
Upon  the  dais.     Then  the  feast  began. 
And  wine  went  free  as  wit,  and  music  died  — 
Outdone  by  merrier  laughter  :  —  only  one 
Nor  ate  nor  drank,  nor  spoke  nor  smiled  ;  but  gazed 
On  the  pale  bride,  pale  as  her  crown  of  pearls. 
Who  sate  so  cold  and  still,  and  sad  of  cheer. 
At  the  bride-feast. 

But  of  a  truth,  Torel 
Read  the  thoughts  right  that  held  her  eyelids  down, 
And  knew  her  loyal  to  her  memories. 
Then  to  a  little  page  who  bore  the  wine, 
He  spake,  "  Go  tell  thy  lady  thus  from  me  : 
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In  mine  own  land,  if  any  stranger  sit 

A  wedding-guest,  the  bride,  out  of  her  grace, 

In  token  that  she  knows  her  guest's  good- will. 

In  token  she  repays  it,  brims  a  cup, 

Wherefrom  he  drinking  she  in  turn  dotli  drink ; 

So  is  our  use."    The  little  page  made  speed 

And  told  the  message.    Then  that  lady  pale  — 

Ever  a  gentle  and  a  courteous  heart  — 

Lifted  her  troubled  eyes  and  smiled  consent 

On  the  swart  stranger.     By  her  side,  untouched. 

Stood  the  brimmed  gold  ;  "  Bear  this,"  she  said,  '*  and  pray 

He  hold  a  Christian  lady  apt  to  learn 

A  kindly  lesson."     But  Sir  Torcl  loosed 

From  off  his  finger  —  never  loosed  before  — 

The  ring  she  gave  him  on  the  parting  day ; 

.\nil  ore  he  drank,  behind  his  veil  of  beard 

Dropped  in  the  cup  the  niby,  quaffed,  and  sent. — 

Then  shc»  with  sad  smile,  sot  her  lips  to  drink, 

And  —  something  in  the  Cyi)rus  touching  them, 

( ilanced  —  gazed  —  the  ring  I  —  her  ring  !  —  Jove  !    how 

she  eves 
The  wistful  oyes  of  Torel  I  —  how,  heartsure, 
Under  all  guise  knowing  her  lord  returned. 
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She  springs  to  meet  him  coming  !  —  telling  all 
In  one  great  cry  of  joy. 

O  me  !  the  rout, 
The  storm  of  questions  !  stilled,  when  Torel  spake 
His  name,  and,  known  of  all,  claimed  die  Bride  Wife, 
Maugre  the  wasted  feast,  and  woful  groom. 
All  hearts  but  his  were  light  to  see  Torel ; 
But  Adalieta*s  lightest,  as  she  plucked 
The  bridal-veil  away.     Something  therein  — 
A  lady's  dagger  —  small,  and  bright,  and  fine  — 
Clashed  out  upon  the  marble.    "  Wherefore  that? " 
Asked  Torel ;  answered  she,  "  I  knew  you  true  ; 
And  I  could  live,  so  long  as  I  might  wait ; 
But  they  —  they  pressed  me  hard  !  my  days  of  grace 
Ended  to-night  —  and  I  had  ended  too. 
Faithful  to  death,  if  so  thou  hadst  not  come." 
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Upon  a  day  in  Ramadan — 

When  sunset  brought  an  end  of  fini. 
And  in  his  station  every  man 

Prepared  to  share  the  glad  repast  — 
Sate  Mohtasim  in  royal  state, 

The  pillaw  smoked  upon  the  gold ; 
The  fairest  slave  of  those  that  wait 

Mohtasim 's  jewelled  cup  did  hold. 

Of  crystal  carven  was  the  cup, 

With  turquoise  set  along  the  brim, 
A  lid  of  amber  closed  it  up  ; 

Twas  a  great  king  that  gave  it  him. 
The  slave  poured  sherbet  to  the  brink, 

Stirred  in  wild  honey  and  pomegranate, 
With  snow  and  rose-leaves  cooled  the  drink, 

And  bore  it  where  the  Caliph  sate. 
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The  Caliph's  mouth  was  dry  as  bone, 

He  swept  his  beard  aside  to  quaff :  — 
The  news-reader  beneath  the  throne, 

Went  droning  on  with  ghain  and  kaf,  — 
The  Caliph  drew  a  mighty  breath, 

Just  then  the  reader  read  a  word  — 
And  Mohtasim,  as  grim  as  death, 

Set  down  the  cup  and  snatched  his  sword. 


"  Ann^  amratan  shureefatee  /  " 

"  Speak  clear  !  "  cries  angry  Mohtasim  ; 
"  Fe  lasr  ukT  ilj  min  ulji,*  — 

Trembling  the  newsman  read  to  him 
How  in  Ammoria,  far  from  home, 

An  Arab  girl  of  noble  race 
Was  captive  to  a  lord  of  Roum  ; 

And  how  he  smote  her  on  the  face, 


And  how  she  cried,  for  life  afraid, 
"  Ya,  Mohtasim  !  help,  O  my  king  ! " 

And  how  the  Kafir  mocked  the  maid. 
And  laughed,  and  spake  a  bitter  thing, 
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**  Call  louder,  fool  1  Mohtanm's  ears 
Are  long  as  Barak's — if  he  heed — 

Your  prophet's  ass ;  and  when  he  hears. 
He  '11  come  upon  a  spotted  steed ! " 


The  Caliph*s  face  was  stem  and  red. 

He  snapped  the  lid  upon  the  cup ; 
''  Keep  this  same  sherbet,  slave/'  he  said, 

"Till  such  time  as  I  drink  it  up. 
Wallah  !  the  stream  my  drink  shall  be, 

My  hollowed  palm  my  only  bowl, 
Till  I  have  set  that  lady  free, 

And  seen  that  Roumi  dog's  head  roll." 


At  dawn  the  drums  of  war  were  beat, 

Proclaiming,  "  Thus  saith  Mohtasim, 
*  Let  all  my  valiant  horsemen  meet, 

And  every  soldier  bring  with  him 
A  spotted  steed.*  "    So  rode  they  forth, 

A  sight  of  marvel  and  of  fear ; 
Pied  horses  prancing  fiercely  north, 

Three  lakhs  —  the  cup  borne  in  the  rear  ! 
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When  to  Ammoria  he  did  win, 

He  smote  and  drove  the  dogs  of  Roum, 
And  rode  his  spotted  stallion  in, 

Crying,  ^^ Labbayki!  I  am  come  !  * 
Then  downward  from  her  prison-place 

Joyful  the  Arab  lady  crept ; 
She  held  her  hair  before  her  face. 

She  kissed  his  feet,  she  laughed  and  wept. 


She  pointed  where  that  lord  was  laid  : 

They  drew  him  forth,  he  whined  for  grace  : 
Then  with  fierce  eyes  Mohtasim  said  — 

"  She  whom  thou  smotest  on  the  face 
Had  scorn,  because  she  called  her  king : 

Lo  !  he  is  come  !  and  dost  thou  think 
To  live,  who  didst  this  bitter  thing 

While  Mohtasim  at  peace  did  drink  ?  " 


Flashed  the  fierce  sword  —  rolled  the  lord's  head  ; 

The  wicked  blood  smoked  in  the  sand. 
"  Now  bring  my  cup  ! "  the  Caliph  said. 

Lightly  he  took  it  in  his  hand. 
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As  down  his  throat  the  sweet  drink  lan 

Mohtasim  in  his  saddle  laug^ied. 
And  criedy ''  Taiia  asskrab  aiam  / 

By  God  1  delicious  is  this  diani^  1" 


it 
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From  the  Greek  of  Musaus. 


Sing,  Muse  I  the  signal  lamp,  gleaming  above, 

That  lit  the  nightly  swimmer  to  his  Love  ; 

The  unseen  pathway  of  the  silent  tide 

That  bore  the  bridegroom  to  his  watchful  bride  ; 

The  salt-soaked  marriage  robes,  the  moist  embrace  ; 

Abydos*  town,  and  Sestos,  Hero's  place ; 

Longing  Leander,  on  the  black  waves'  crest. 

Eyeing  the  light  that  led  to  Hero's  breast ; 

Kind  light —  Love's  aster  !  —  which  the  mighty  Jove 

Might  well  have  taken  to  the  orbs  above. 

And  set  it  shining  in  the  spangled  sky 

To  be  Love's  star  of  all  Heaven's  company  ; 
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Seeing  it  was  the  planet  of  their  bliss,  \ 

The  glittering  summons  to  the  sleepless  kiss,    /- 
Till  the  hard  tempest  ended  him  and  this.        / 
Help,  then,  high  Muse  !  and  teach  roe  how  to  sing 
Lcander's  death,  and  lamp's  extinguishing. 

Sestos  and  white  Abydos — cities  twain  — 
Fronted  eacli  other  over  Helle's  main ; 
And  there  God  Eros,  setting  notch  to  string, 
Wounded  two  bosoms  with  one  shaft-shooting, 

A  maiden's  and  a  youth's  —  Leander  he. 

And  lovely  Hero,  Sestos'  sweetest,  she ; 

Slic  of  her  town,  and  he  of  his,  the  boast ; 

A  noble  pair  !     If  ever  to  that  coast 

Thou  wcndest,  ask  for  Hero's  tower,  and  come 

Where  she  Love's  lighthouse  nightly  did  illume ; 

IiKjuire  for  white  Abydos,  too,  and  muse 

Where  young  Leander  life  and  love  did  lose ; 

Hut  now  to  tell  how  he  fair  Hero  loved, 

And  how  the  maid  to  dote  on  him  was  moved. 

Honey-sweet  Hero,  of  a  princely  race, 
Was  priestess  to  Queen  Venus  in  that  place  ; 
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And  at  her  father's  tower,  by  the  sea  set  — 

Herself  a  Queen  of  Love,  though  maiden  yet  — 

Dwelt ;  yet,  for  modesty  and  gracious  shame. 

She  never  to  the  city  markets  came ; 

Nor  mingled  at  the  vintage  in  the  dance. 

Lest  envious  eyes  upon  her  path  should  glance  ;  — 

For  evil  ones  will  flout  at  fidrer  faces,  — 

But  ever,  in  the  holy  temple-spaces. 

She  worshipped  foam-born  Venus,  Queen  above, 

And  Eros  eke,  the  tiny  Lord  of  Love, 

Beseeching  that  she  might  unscathed  go  ; 

Yet  none  the  more  *scaped  she  delicious  woe. 

It  was  the  time  of  the  great  offering 
Made  with  high  pomp  at  Sestos  in  the  spring 
To  Venus  and  Adonis,  and  each  year 
A  merry  crowd  did  come  from  far  and  near 
To  keep  this  feast :  all  they  that  have  their  home 
Upon  the  rounded  islets  ringed  with  foam 
In  Marmora  and  westward  ;  —  Hcemony, 
And  Cyprus,  sent  them,  and  the  Cretan  sea ; 
Cythera,  Phrygia,  Libanus  ;  —  with  these 
The  nigher  towns  and  cities  swarmed  like  bees 
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To  see  the  show ;  but  most  of  all  the  youth :  — 
F.ver  they  throng  where  feasts  are  !  —  to  tell  truth, 
'Tis  not,  methinks,  the  shrine  which  draws  them  so,- 
To  see  the  maidens  those  light  pilgrims  go  ! 

And  Hero,  eke,  went  up  unto  the  shrine^ 
Her  face  of  alabaster  all  a-shine 
Like  the  pure  moon  when  first  it  swims  the  sky ; 
Nathless  her  check  was  touched  with  tender  dye 
Such  as  new  rose-buds  have  —  not  white  nor  red, 
But  sunlit-snow  :  in  sooth  you  would  have  said 
Slie  was  all  made  of  rose-leaves,  she  did  show 
So  fair  and  fine  under  her  thin  gown's  flow, 
Such  rose-leaf  anns  !  such  roseate  shoulders  !  —  seel 
Of  old,  they  said,  the  Graces  were  but  three ; 
Yet  each  sweet  chann  of  Hero,  as  it  seemed, 
With  love-spells  of  a  hundred  Graces  gleamed. 
Well  was  she  worthy  to  be  Venus'  maid  ! 

And  even  as  she  walked  —  stately  and  staid, 
Likcr  a  goddess  than  a  priestess,  fair 
Beyond  the  fairest  —  Hero,  unaware. 
Took  all  eyes  after  her :  no  youth  that  day 
But  his  heart  beat  as  Hero  passed  that  way. 
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Wishing  such  heavenly  beauty  his  might  be. 
Thus,  up  the  steps  to  the  great  Templc,*she 
Drew  still  the  looks,  the  thoughts,  the  sighs  of  men ; 
And  one  among  the  strangers  whispered  then  :  — 

"  Gods  !  —  Helen's  town  I've  seen,  and  Sparta's  dames, 
"  Whose  charms  make  wars  and  give  the  world  to  flames  ; 
''  But  never  saw  I  one  that  could  compare 
**  With  form  so  goddess-like  and  face  so  rare ;  — 
*'  Queen  Venus  sure  hath  made  the  youngest  Grace 
"  Her  minister  this  mom  !  oh,  happy  place 
"  Which  owns  her  !     I  could  gaze  until  I  die  ! 
"  Would  Zeus  but  grant  me  Hero,  not  his  sky 
"  Could  tempt  me  to  a  wish  !     I  would  not  be 
"  A  God,  so  Hero  were  but  wife  to  me  ! 
**  Since  she  is  sacred  and  past  mortal  prayer, 
"  Heaven  send  me  soon  a  woman  half  so  fair." 

Thus  he,  and  others  passioned  otherwise. 
Heart-stricken  by  the  light  of  Hero's  eyes. 

But  thou,  Leander !  when  those  bright  eyes  shone 
One  instant  on  thee,  of  the  youths  alone,  — 
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Beyond  wild  words,  bejrond  food  wbhei — fidt 

The  heart  withm  thee  by  lon^i  magic  mdL 

Others  to  win  her  wafted  miny  a  m^ 

He  alone  knew  that  be  must  hwe  or  die. 

In  oae  brief  glance  love's  ligfatoing-fiuh  did  smite 

All  senses  senseless  with  strange  deep  ddi^ 

Left  thrilltn^iriieD  her  silken  lashei  sank, 

And  veiled  the  perilous  gkny  his  eyes  drank. 

What  lightning  strikes,  in  sooth,  like  a  bir  bee? 

What  arrow  pierces  like  a  woman's  grace  ? 

Tis  the  eyes  slay,  thence  fly  the  subtle  darts 

Which  deal  swift  wounds  and  hurt  unguarded  hearts. 

So  with  Leander ;  in  his  bosom  strove 

Passion  with  shame,  and  fear  with  forward  love : 

He  trembled,  and  then  blushed  to  tremble  so ; 

And  vexed  at  blushing,  straight  did  venturous  grow ; 

Eros  at  his  heart's  ear  whispering  amain 

To  lay  shame  by  and  speak  :  so  was  he  fain 

To  steal  a  little  closer,  till  he  stood 

Foot  to  foot  with  her ;  then  In  daring  mood 

Sidelong  he  glanced  and  murmured  half  a  word, 

And  checked  it  to  a  sigh,  itself  half  heard : 

Glance,  word,  and  sigh  so  tender-timid  were. 
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Their  silent  speaking  could  not  anger  her ; 
Nay,  but  it  pleased  !  that  gentle  stratagem 
To  tell  the  love  which  burned  so  plain  in  him ; 
And  seeming  to  see  naught,  she  saw,  and  bent 
Her  sweet  head  from  him  —  not  in  discontent ; 
'And  seeming  not  to  hear,  she  heard,  and  sighed 
A  little  silver  sigh  of  pleasured  pride  ; 
By  signs  unwitting  giving  him  to  know 
It  was  not  anger  set  her  cheeks  a-glow ; 
Then  turned,  ashamed  of  nothing ;  —  but  the  boy 
Knew  that  she  knew,  and  all  his  heart  was  joy. 

So,  while  he  lingered,  one  slight  word  to  win, 
Day  —  nigh  to  setting  —  drew  her  splendors  in ; 
And  shadow-loving  Hesperus  shone  high, 
Faint-seen  upon  the  violet  eastern  sky : 
Whereat,  —  the  merry  crowd  thickening  for  home  — 
With  desperate  courage  closer  hath  he  come  ; 
So  close,  he  touched  her  rosy  opened  hand, 
Heaving  a  deep  sigh,  plain  to  understand  ; 
And  she,  as  one  an  angered,  drew  it  in. 
But  so  that  he  might  see  'twas  no  great  sin  ; 
Then,  bolder,  by  her  stole  he  took  the  maid, 
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And  drew  imploring  towards  the  Temple's  shade ; 
Wliereat,  with  pretty  fh>wn  and  ^tering  feet. 
She  followed,  while  she  said,  in  chiding  sweet, 

**  Sir,  are  you  mad  ?  how  dare  you  hold  me  so  ? 
'*  Leave  plucking  at  my  gown,  and  let  me  go  ! 
**  If  those  who  loved  me  saw,  'twould  cost  you  dear; 
'*  Besides,  I  am  a  holy  priestess  here, 
**  Vowed  to  Queen  Venus  !  are  you  not  afraid 
*^  1  o  stay  me  so,  and  I,  an  honest  maid  ?  " 

Thus,  as  the  manner  of  all  maidens  is, 
Her  soft  lips  rated,  though  her  heart  was  his ; 
Ami  he  l)y  love's  (juick  instinct  knew  it  so, 
And  let  her  dear  delicious  accents  flow 
In  anger  musical,  for  when  maids  scold, 
With  looks  that  pardon,  lovers  may  be  bold  : 
I)Ut  when  she  ceased  and  stood,  he  bent  his  head 
CMose  to  her  pearly  fragrant  nape,  and  said, 
With  lips  which  trembled  like  his  trembling  heart, 

**  Oh,  Maid  :  —  oh,  Marvel !  —  if  of  earth  thou  art 
'*And  not  a  goddess,  not  divine  —  to  me 
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**  Pallas  or  Cythereea  thou  might'st  be  ! 

"  Art  thou  not  sprung  indeed  of  heavenly  birth? 

"  Scarce  dare  I  deem  thee  denizen  of  earth  ! 

"  But  if  of  earth,  ah,  me  !  how  godlike  then 

'*  He  who  begot  thee,  of  all  mortal  men  ! 

**  How  happy  beyond  happy  mothers  she 

"  Who  bore  and  nursed  thee,  sweet  one,  on  her  knee ; 

*'  And  if  of  earth  —  oh  !  be  of  earth,  and  hear 

"  My  pleading  lips,  my  earnest  humble  prayer  ! 

'**  Since  thou  art  Venus'  priestess,  then  take  heed 

"  Thou  vex  her  not  by  cruel  word  and  deed  ; 

"  Be  what  thou  seem'st  by  reverencing  this  shrine, 

"  The  glory  of  thy  Goddess  should  be  thine  ; 

"  She  liketh  not  a  votary  cold  and  coy  — 

"  Love  is  her  worship,  and  her  service  joy  : 

"  If  thou  would'st  keep  her  tender,  high  decree, 

"  My  earnest  passion  should  not  anger  thee, 

**  Being  so  bom  for  worship  :  therefore  thou, 

"  If  thou  lov'st  Venus,  listen  to  me  now. 

"  Dear  servant  of  this  temple  —  I  am  thine  ! 

"As  thou  dost  pray,  I  pray;  ah  !  then,  incline  — 

"  As  thou  dost  ask  thy  goddess  —  pitying  ears 

"  Unto  this  suppliant  sad  with  hopes  and  fears, 
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"  Woumlfil  by  love,  and  captive  at  Ihy  ft 

'■  As  when,  with  wand  of  gold,  Hermes  the  fleet 

"Brought  Hercules  —  the  strongest  that  could  be  — 

'■  Meek  to  the  footstool  of  Qutcn  Omphale. 

"  Me  Aphrodite,  and  not  Hermes,  sent ; 

"  Think  how  thy  goddess  made  that  ocic-  rc[>:nl| 

"  Arcadian  Alalanta,  she  who  vowed 

"To  die  a  maid,  rejecting  —  cold  and  proud - 

"  Hippomcnes  ;  and  yet  it  did  befall 

"  She  grew  to  love  him  —  heart,  soul,  mind,  1 

"  Vea  [  even  to  frenzy — whom  she  did  not  li 

"  Oh,  S.i-eet !  be  wise,  nor  Venus'  anger  mov^i 

So,  with  soft  flood  of  losing  argument. 
From  coy  reserve  to  yielding  thoughts  he  bent  J 
ITie  maiden's  mind  ;  but  she,  as  maidens  wiU,f 
Albeit  convinced  at  heart,  stood  speechle^  stifl 
Her  lustrous  eyes  upon  the  ground  fast  set. 
And  hot  face  turned  to  hide  the  bUish  on  it. 
Now  with  one  sandal-tip  the  grass  she  beat. 
Now  drew  it  back,  close-wTapped  from  head  to  feel, 
Nought  answering ;  yet  all  these  were  signs  10  ble> 
And  silence  —  well  he  knew  —  is  woman's  ycsfl 
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She,  too,  was  hurt  with  Eros'  fatal  dart ; 

His  soft  flame  flickered  in  her  virgin  heart ; 

Spite  of  herself  it  fluttered  with  delight 

To  mark  how,  fair  he  was  —  how  bold  —  how  bright ; 

And  while  her  eyes  stole  from  the  ground  to  his 

And  back  again,  he  stood  'tween  woe  and  bliss, 

Devouring  still,  with  gaze  she  did  not  check, 

The  flower-bright  flushing  of  her  face  and  neck ; 

Till  at  the  last  she  found  some  breath  to  speak, 

While,  pearl  by  pearl,  tears  glimmered  down  her  cheek 

"  Friend  !  were  I  marble,  I  must  answer  thee. 
"  Who  taught  thee  such  deep  eloquence  ?    Ah,  me  ! 
"  Who  brought  thee  hither,  and  procured  us  pain  ? 
"  For  all  these  sweet  things  said  are  said  in  vain. 
"  How  should  a  stranger  —  never  seen  or  known  — 
**  Win  me  in  marriage  —  if  I  would  be  won  ? 
**  Thou  could 'st  not  ask  me  openly  for  wife, 
"  My  parents  would  not  give  me  ;  and  'twere  rife 
"  With  untold  dangers  if  you  lingered  here 
**  To  meet  me  secretly ;  for  all  is  ear, 
"  All  eye  in  Sestos  !     Things  in  silence  done 
"  Are  said  next  morning  at  the  market-stone. 
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"  But  tell  me  — and  tell  tme  —  what  town  is  tJiiiK 
"  And  whence  thy  birth  and  name  ?    Thou  IcDoirri 
■'  Hero  of  Sestos  ;  yonder  is  my  home, 
"  In  thai  ull  tower  whose  foot  stands  in  the  foam 
"And  there  I  dwell  alone  —  but  for  one  slave — ^ 
■'  Onisidc  the  walls,  over  the  breaking  wave  ; 
"  Having  no  neighbor  but  the  rolling  sea  ! 
"  No  song  but  his  rude  music  I  none  to  be 
'■  Friend  or  companion  I  all  the  seasons  there 
"  The  thunder  of  the  mournful  main  I  hear." 

So  much  she  said  —  then  stayed  heraelf,  and  di 
The  gown  before  her  cheek  to  hide  its  hue, 
And  chid  herself  for  speaking,  sore  ashamed  : 
But  he  —  rejoiced  because  her  words  |)roclaimed 
Hope  of  the  priie  —  went  meditating  bard 
How  he  should  run  to  win  the  dear  reward. 
For  Love  hath  many  wiles  to  heal  the  heart 
Of  those  that  bleed  with  his  unshunncd  dart ; 
And,  of  himself,  will  counsel  oft  afford 
To  those  of  whom  tli"  Almighty  Hoy  is  Lord : 
So  to  Leander's  heart  he  whispered  low 
A  way  to  bliss,  albeit  ihc  end  was 
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"  Sweet !  for  thy  love,"  he  cried,  "  the  sea  Pd  cleave, 
"  Though  foam  were  fire,  and  waves  with  flame  did  heave, 
"  I  fear  not  billows  if  they  bear  to  thee  ; 
''  Nor  tremble  at  the  hissing  of  the  sea  ! 
"  And  I  will  come  — ►  oh  !  let  me  come  —  each  night, 
'*  Swimming  the  swift  flood  to  my  dear  delight : 
**  For  white  Abydos,  where  I  live,  doth  front 
"  Thy  city  here,  across  our  Hellespont. 
'^  Do  but  this  thing,  set  thine  own  lamp  on  high, 
"  To  shine  at  evening  through  the  dark'ling  sky, 
"  And  I  will  be  Love's  ship  —  my  pilot-star 
*'  That  beam,  whereto,  oaring  my  way  afSEU*, 
"  I  shall  not  see  Bootes,  nor  his  wain, 
"  And  bright  Orion  will  be  bright  in  vain. 
"  Only  take  heed.  Dear,  of  the  winds,  and  shield 
"  The  light,  that  when  I  toil,  by  waves  concealed, 
"  It  be  not  quenched  by  any  envious  blast, 
**  Lest  I  go  down  —  a  ship  and  venture  lost : 
'*  Sweetheart !  do  this  :  my  name  if  thou  dost  sue, 
"  I  am  Leander,  Hero's  lover  true." 

Nothing  she  answered,  save  by  one  soft  kiss, 
Which  sealed  the  contract  of  their  sudden  bliss  ; 
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Then  lip  to  lip  they  plighted  faith  for  life, 

He  tu  be  husband  leal,  she  loving  wife, 

Albeit  unwed  ;  and  also  did  agree 

Thai  she  should  light  the  lamp,  he  swim  the 

All  wliich  deep  bargain  being  got  by  heart, 

With  lingering  words  and  looks  they  tore  apart,4 

^e  lo  her  tower ;  he  through  the  gathering  g 

Noting  the  landmarks,  joyfully  is  come 

Down  to  the  beach,  and  ships  with  th'  others  tl 

For  white  Abydos,  with  Us  ramparts  feir ; 

Then  waits  till  night  gives  him  his  new-won  briil 

And  Hero  watches  on  the  other  side. 

Soon  o'er  the  sky  Eve's  purple  curtains  cre^ 
To  all  but  young  Leander  bringing  sleep : 
He,  when  the  darkness  deepened,  eager  stood  1 
Beside  the  white  marge  of  the  rolling  flood. 
His  eyes  quick  searching  through  the  hollow  nirf 
To  see  the  first  flash  of  his  lady's  light; 
Far-shining  light,  that  gleams  lo  make  him  bid 
Dear  hght,  that  guides  lo  Hero's  beating  breas 
She,  when  the  darkness  covered  land  and  sea,  \ 
Kindled  her  lamp,  and  set  tl.     Instanily 
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Love  with  that  spark  lighted  Leander*s  soul ; 
E^er  he  hailed  the  beam  ;  yet  loud  did  roll 
The  thundering  breakers  on  the  shingly  shore  ;  — 
The  first  wave  something  chilled ;  —  but  love  is  more 
Than  fear ;  he  laid  his  outer  garb  aside, 
And  spake  unto  himself  by  the  cold  tide : 


"  Awful  is  love,  and  dreadful  is  the  sea, 
"  But  fire  is  more  than  water  unto  me  ; 
"  And  this  that  bums  is  stronger  than  much  brine  : 
"  Think  most  of  Eros,  foolish  heart  of  mine  ! 
"  Care  not  for  tumbling  billows  ;  let  us  go 
Straight  over  them  to  Hero  ;  why  shrink  so  ? 
Hast  thou  forgotten  that  Queen  Venus  came 
Forth  from  the  floods,  and  ever  rules  the  same  ?  " 


« 
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Then  with  both  hands  from  off  his  fair,  smooth  skin 
He  stripped  his  cloth,  and  tied  his  long  locks  in  ; 
And  ran  upon  the  reef,  and  sprang,  and  clove 
The  keen  salt  waves.     So,  swimming  to  his  love. 
He  steered  with  face  set  hard  where  that  ray  shone, 
Ship  —  pilot  —  rower  —  merchant,  all  in  one. 
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Hero,  ihe  while,  lapon  her  turrel-slair. 
Guarded  ihe  beacon-lamp  from  every  air 
Spreading  licr  gown  tliat  side  and  this,  to  ke< 
The  breezes  off;  but  when,  up  from  the  deej 
I^ander,  breathless,  came  safe  to  the  f^trand, 
Down  flew  she  to  the  sea-gate  —  caught  his 
In  gladness  past  all  words,  her  white  arms  flui 
Round  him,  and  on  his  heaving  bosom  hung 
And  led  him  from  the  cold  and  foamy  beach 
Up  to  her  tower ;  and  when  her  room  they 
She  wiped  his  pearly  Ix>dy  clean  of  brine. 
And  took  the  salt  smell  off  with  unguents  fine, 
Stained  with  rose-essences  and  scented  rare. 
And  then  she  clothed  him  in  her  long  dark  hair. 
Vet  panting  from  his  voyage  ;  white  in  his  ear 
She  poured  these  dulcet  accents ;  - 


"  Husband  dear  1 
■'  Sore  thou  hast  toiled,  as  never  one  save  ihec  J 
"  Balding  the  horrid  deep,  to  come  to  me  ; 
"  Forget  upon  my  lips  the  wave's  harsh  taste, 
"  The  fierce  sea-monsters  and  the  roaring  was 
"  The  port  is  reached  !    Anchor,  dear  ship  1  and  ha* 
"  The  goods  you  sailed  for  in  your  Hero's  love." 
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With  that  soft  leave  he  loosed  her  virgin  zone, 
And  took  her — pure  and  perfect  —  for  his  own. 
No  marriage-rite,  no  festal-dance  was  there, 
None  raised  the  hymn  to  Here  for  the  pair ; 
No  nuptial-torches  blazed  around  the  bed, 
The  merry  long  procession  was  not  led ; 
No  sire  the  hymenseal  blessing  spoke, 
No  tender  mother  **  Hymen  "  did  invoke ; 
But  Silence  spread  their  wedding-couch ;  and  she 
Drew  the  close  curtains  of  their  ecstasy ; 
The  Night  wore  all  her  starry  gems  of  pride, 
To  be  bridesmaiden  to  that  peerless  bride  ; 
Hesper  kept  watch,  and  lingered  over  long, 
Lest    Dawn    should   find    him    there,  and   do    them 

wrong. 
Dawn  never  saw  Leander  !  ere  *twas  grey 
To  still  Abydos'  walls  he  made  his  way, 
Full  of  love's  comfort,  but  insatiate  yet ; 
While  Hero  in  her  turret  did  forget 
All  things  save  him  —  in  that  one  day  of  life 
Changed  soul  and  body,  grown  from  maid  to  wife  ; 
And  mightily  did  each  on  either  shore 
Pray  dusk  to  come  and  daylight  to  be  o'er. 
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Thus  many  a  summer  night  they  met  unseen. 
And  had  great  bliss  of  love  from  Venus  ciuecn  ; 
But  no  joy  long  endureth,  and  not  long 
Ijved  iheirs,  the  gentle  lovers  of  my  song ; 
For  Winter  came  apace,  with  snow  and  frost. 
And  wild  storms  whistling  up  and  down  the  coasi : 
Lashed  to  its  depths  the  tortured  ocean  shrank, 
Wiiilc  the  wind  drove  its  billows,  rank  on  rank. 
Scourging  their  crests  milk-white  ;  oil  sailors  then 
Drew  up  their  ships  upon  ihe  shore,  for  men 
Fear  the  fierce  winter  and  the  furious  sea ; 
But  no  fear,  young  Leander,  hindered  thee  ! 
As  oil  as  Hero  showed  the  guiding  light 
So  oft.  through  storm,  and  foam,  and  murky  night, 
Swam  he  with  steadfast  passion  to  that  guide, 
Daring  the  dangers  of  the  sweeping  tide. 
Ah  I  Hero,  wherefore  call  o'er  such  a  sea? 
Too  fond  thou  wert ;  too  bold  and  faithful  he  ! 
Thou  shoiild'at  have  left  unlit  thy  lamp  of  love, 
And  waited  till  kind  spring  made  green  the  grove  ; 
But  love  and  fate  compelled  her  1  so,  o'ercome. 
She  set  her  light,  and  lured  him  to  his  doom. 


There  came  one  nighi,  the  wildest  of  the  )-ear. 
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When  the  wind  smote  like  edge  of  hissing  spear, 

And  the  pale  breakers  thundered  on  the  beach ; 

While  in  mid-sea  Leander  toiled  to  reach 

The  far  off  haven  of  his  Hero's  breast. 

Sore-tossed  he  was  from  raging  crest  to  crest ; 

Billow  on  billow  rolled,  the  great  seas  roared 

Furiously  leaping  to  the  clouds,  wliich  poured 

Sleet  and  brine  back,  with  scream  of  winds  that  met 

Midway  from  all  the  quarters :  —  Eurus  set 

His  blast  against  the  West  Wind ;  Notus  blew 

His  cheeks  to  bursting,  Boreas  to  subdue. 

Ceaseless  the  tumult  of  the  tempest  was, 

And  young  Leander  in  its  midst,  alas  ! 

Battling  th'  inexorable  bitter  sea. 

Called  on  the  gods  in  his  calamity. 

To  foam-bom  Venus  many  a  prayer  he  made, 

And  oft  the  name  of  great  Poseidon  said  ; 

And  oft  grim  Boreas  he  did  implore 

For  Orithyia's  sake  to  help  him  o'er. 

Nothing  he  gained  !     Fate  was  too  strong  for  Love  ! 

The  chiU  spray-laden  storm  beat  him  above ; 

Below,  the  monstrous  buffets  of  the  sea 

Struck  the  strength  from  him ;  till,  all  helplessly, 


v/  cr  lip  and  nostril  now  tin 
(]asi)ing  for  breath,  he  brea 
Yet  gleamed  that  light,  and 
Sudden  —  a  cruel  gust  blew 
The  gust  extinguished  Hero 
Hid  young  Leander  and  his 


Hero,  when  that  he  came 
Into  the  darkness  straining  hi 
And  morning  breaking  —  and 
With  aching  heart  she  scanne( 
Fearing  to  look,  because  that 
He  was  not  there  !  but,  castin 
j  Lo  !  —  at  the  turret's  foot  his 

I  Rolled  on  the  stones,  and  soaj 

r 

!  She  rent  her  robe  upon  her,  a 

I  Headlong,  distracted,  from  th< 

[  There  on  his  cori)se  she  breatl 
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SYNOPSIS. 

** Belshazzar's  impious  feast;  a  handwriting,  unknown  to  the 
magicians,  troubleth  the  king.  At  the  commendation  of  the  queen, 
Daniel  is  brought.  He,  reproving  the  king  of  pride  and  idolatry, 
readeth  and  interpreteth  the  writing.  The  monarchy  is  translated 
to  the  Medes."    Daniel ^  ch.  5. 

&AA*  Xft^i  rot  ra  tncKup   iya9  tppov^funa 
"wlvrtiv  iidXiara, 

Not  by  one  portal,  or  one  path  alone 
God's  holy  messages  to  men  are  known  ; 
\V^aiting  the  glances  of  his  awful  eyes 
Silver-winged  Seraphs  do  him  embassies ; 
And  stars  interpreting  his  high  behest 
Guide  the  lone  feet  and  glad  the  failing  breast  : 
The  rolling  thunder  and  the  raging  sea 
Speak  the  stem  purpose  of  the  Deity, 
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And  storms  beneath  and  nunbow  hues  a 
Herald  his  anger  or  proclaim  his  love : 
The  still  small  voices  of  the  summer  day, 
The  red  Sirocco  and  the  breath  of  May, 
The  lingering  harmony  in  Ocean  shells, 
The  fairy  music  of  the  meadow  bells, 
Eanh  and  void  Air — Water  and  wasting  Fiame 
Have  words  to  whisper,  tongues  to  tell  his  namt. 
Once  —  with  no  cloak  of  carefid  mystery    ^^^| 
Himself  was  herald  of  his  own  decree ;      ^^^| 
The  hand  that  edicts  on  the  marble  drew 
Graved  the  stem  sentence  of  their  scomer  too. 
Listen  and  leani  !  Tyrants  have  heard  the  tale, 
And  turned  from  hearing  terror-slnick  and  pole. 
Spiritless  captives  sinking  with  the  chain 
Have  read  this  page  and  taken  heart  againjl 


From  simligbi  imto  starlight  tmmpets  ti 
Her  King's  command  in  Babylon  the  old,^ 
From  sunlight  unto  starlight,  west  and  eas 
A  thousand  satraps  girt  them  for  the  feast,* 
And  reined  their  chargers  to  the  pala 
Where  King  Belshaizar  held  high  festival  ij 
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A  pleasant  palace  under  pleasant  skies 
With  cloistered  courts  and  gilded  galleries, 
And  gay  kiosk  and  painted  balustrade 
For  winter  terraces  and  summer  shade ; 
By  court  and  terrace,  minaret  and  dome, 
Euphrates,  rushing  from  his  mountain  home. 
Rested  his  rage,  and  curbed  his  crested  pride 
To  belt  that  palace  with  his  bluest  tide  > 
Broad-fronted  bulls  with  chiselled  feathers  barred 
In  silent  vigil  keeping  watch  and  ward. 
Giants  of  granite  wrought  by  cunning  hand 
Guard  in  the  gate  and  frown  upon  the  land  : 
Not  summer's  glow  nor  yellow  autumn's  glare 
Pierced  the  broad  tamarisks  that  blossomed  there  ; 
The  moonbeam  darting  through  their  leafy  screen 
Lost  half  its  silver  in  the  softened  green, 
And  fell  with  lessened  lustre,  broken  light, 
Tracing  quaint  arabesque  of  dark  and  white ; 
Or  dimly  tinting  on  the  graven  stones 
The  pictured  annals  of  Chald^ean  thrones.  — ^ 
There,  from  the  rising  to  the  setting  day 
Birds  of  bright  feather  sang  the  light  away, 
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And  fountain  wateis  on  the  jwilace-floor 
Made  even  answer  to  the  river's  roar, 
Rising  in  silver  from  the  crystal  well 

And  breaking  into  spangles  as  they  fell ; 
Though  now  ye  heard  them  not  —  for  far  al 
Rang  the  broad  chorus  of  the  banqut 
And  sounds  as  gentle,  echoes  soft  as  thes 
Died  our  of  hearing  from  the  revelries. 


High  on  a  throne  of  ivory  and  gold. 
From  crown  to  footstool  dad  in  purple  foh 
Lord  of  the  east  from  sea  to  distant  si 
The  king  Belshazzar  feasteth  royally  — 
And  not  ihat  dreamer  in  the  desert  cave 
Peopled  his  paradise  with  pomp  as  brave  ri 
Vessels  of  silver,  cups  of  crusted  gold 
Blush  with  a  brighter  red  than  all  they  h 
Pendulous  lamps  like  planets  of  the  night. I 
Flung  on  the  diadems  a  fragrant  light, 
Or  slowly  swinging  in  the  midnight  sky 
Gilded  the  ripples  as  they  glided  by  :  — 
And  sweet  and  sweeter  rang  the  cittem-8i 
Soft  as  the  beating  of  a  Seraph's  wing. 
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And  swift  and  swifter  in  the  measured  dance 

The  tresses  gather  and  the  sandals  glance, 

And  bright  and  brighter  at  the  festal  board 

The  flagons  bubble  and  the  wines  are  poured ; 

No  lack  of  goodly  company  was  there, 

No  lack  of  laughing  eyes  to  light  the  cheer ; 

From  Dara  trooped  they,  from  Daremma's  grove 

The  suns  of  battle  and  the  moons  of  love ; 

From  where  Arsissa's  silver  waters  sleep 

To  Imla*s  marshes  and  the  inland  deep, 

From  pleasant  Calah  and  from  Sittacene 

The  horseman's  captain  and  the  Harem's  queen,  — 

It  seemed  no  summer-cloud  of  passing  woe 

Could  fling  its  shadow  on  so  fair  a  show  — 

It  seemed  the  gallant  forms  that  feasted  there 

Were  all  too  grand  for  woe,  too  great  for  care :  — 

Whence  came  the  anxious  eye,  the  altered  tone. 

The  dull  presentiment  no  heart  would  own, 

That  ever  changed  the  smiling  to  a  sigh 

Sudden  as  sea-bird  flashing  from  the  sky  :  — 

It  is  not  that  they  know  the  spoiler  waits 

Harnessed  for  battle  at  the  brazen  gates, 

II 
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Ii  is  not  that  they  hear  the  watchman's  call 
Mark  the  slow  minules  on  the  leagiiered  wall. 
The  clash  of  quivers  and  the  ring  of  spears 
Make  pleasant  music  in  a  soldier's  ears. 
And  UQt  a  scabbard  hideth  sword  to-night 
That  hath  not  glimmered  in  the  front  of  fight:- 
May  not  the  blood  in  every  beating  vein 
Have  quick  foreknowledge  of  the  coming  pain? 
liven  as  the  prisoned  silver,"  dead  anil  dumb 
Shrinks  at  cold  Winter's  footfall  ere  he  come.  —  \ 

The  king  hath  fell  it  and  the  heart's  unrest 
Heaved  the  broad  puritle  of  his  belted  breast ; 
Siidden  he  speaks —  "  \Vhal !  dolh  ihc  beaded  ]) 
"  Savor  like  hyssop  that  ye  scorn  its  use  ? 
"  Wear  ye  so  pitiful  and  sad  a  soul 
"  That  tramp  of  foeman  scares  ye  from  the  bowl  ? 
"Think  ye  the  gods  on  yonder  starry  floor 
"Tremble  for  terror,  when  the  thunders  roar? 
"  Are  we  not  gods?  have  wi;  not  fought  with  God? 
"  And  shall  we  shiver  at  a  robber's  nod? 

*The  quicksilver  !n  the  lube  of  [he  Ihetmomcrer. 
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"  No  —  let  them  batter  till  the  brazen  bars 
"  Ring  merry  mocking  of  their  idle  wars  — 
"  Their  fall  is  fated  for  to-morrow's  sun, 
"  The  lion  rouses  when  his  feast  is  done :  — 
Crown  me  a  cup  —  and  fill  the  bowls  we  brought 
From  Judah's  temple  when  the  fight  was  fought  — 
"  Drink,  till  the  merry  madness  fill  the  soul 
"To  Salem's  conqueror  in  Salem's  bowl  — 
"  Each  from  the  goblet  of  a  God  shall  sip 
"  And  Judah's  gold  tread  heavy  on  the  lip."  * 

The  last  loud  answer  dies  along  the  line, 
The  last  light  bubble  bursts  upon  the  wine, 
His  eager  lips  are  on  the  jewelled  brink, 
Hath  the  cup  poison  that  he  doubts  to  drink  ? 
Is  there  a  spell  upon  the  sparkling  gold, 
That  so  his  fevered  fingers  quit  their  hold  ? 
Whom  sees  he  where  he  gazes  ?  what  is  there 
Freezing  his  vision  into  fearful  stare  ? 
Follow  his  lifted  arm  and  lighted  eye 
And  watch  with  them  the  wondrous  mystery.  — 

*"  He  never  dnnks 
But  Timon's  silver  treads  upon  his  lip."  Shak.   7/A  Andr. 
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There  cometh  forth  a  hand «- upon  the  itoiie, 
Graving  the  S3rnibob  of  a  speech  unknown ; 
Fingers  like  mortal  fingers — leaving  there 
The  blank  wall  flashing  characters  of  fear ; — 
And  still  it  glideth  silently  and  slow. 
And  still  beneath  the  spectral  letters  grow— 
Now  the  scroll  endeth — now  the  seal  is  set — 
The  handisgwe  —  the  record  tanies  yet — 


As  one  who  waits  the  warrant  of  his  death, 
With  pale  lips  parted  and  with  bridled  breath  — 
They  watch  the  sign  and  dare  not  turn  to  seek 
Their  fear  reflected  in  their  fellows*  cheek  — 
But  stand  as  statues  where  the  life  is  none, 
Half  the  jest  uttered  —  half  the  laughter  done  — 
Half  the  flask  empty  —  half  the  flagon  poured,  — 
Each  where  the  phantom  found  him  at  the  board 
Struck  into  silence  —  as  December's  moon 
Curbs  the  quick  ripples  into  crystal  swoon.  — 


With  wand  of  ebony  and  sable  stole 
Chaldaea's  wisest  scan  the  spectral  scroll  — 
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Strong  in  the  lessons  of  a  lying  art 

Each  comes  to  gaze,  but  gazes  to  depart — 

And  still  for  mystic  sign  and  muttered  spell 

The  graven  letters  guard  their  secret  well  — 

Gleam  they  for  warning  —  glare  they  to  condemn  — 

God  speaketh,  —  but  he  speaketh  not  for  them.  — 

Oh  !  ever,  when  the  happy  laugh  is  dumb, 
All  the  joy  gone,  and  all  the  anguish  come  — 
When  strong  adversity  and  subtle  pain 
Wring  the  sad  soul  and  rack  the  throbbing  brain  — 
When  friends  once  faithful,  hearts  once  all  our  own 
Leave  us  to  weep,  to  bleed  and  die  alone  — 
When  fears  and  cares  the  loAely  thought  employ, 
And  clouds  of  sorrow  hide  the  sun  of  joy  — 
When  weary  life,  breathing  reluctant  breath 
Hath  no  hope  sweeter  than  the  hope  of  death  ;  — 
Then  the  best  counsel  and  the  last  relief 
To  cheer  the  spirit  or  to  cheat  the  grief, 
The  only  calm,  the  only  comfort  heard 
Comes  in  the  music  of  a  woman's  word  — 
Like  beacon-bell  on  some  wild  island-shore, 
Silverly  ringing  in  the  tempest's  roar, 
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Whose  sound  borne  shipward  through  the  midnight 

gloom 
Tells  of  the  path,  and  turns  her  from  her  doom. 

So  in  the  silence  of  that  awful  hour 
When  baffled  magic  mourned  its  parted  power — 
When  kings  were  pale  and  satraps  shook  for  fear, 
A  woman  speaketh  — and  the  wisest  hear  jo- 
She  —  the  high  daughter  of  a  thousand  thrones 
Telling  with  trembling  lip  and  timid  tones 
Of  him  the  Captive,  in  the  feast  forgot, 
Who  readetli  visions  —  him,  whose  wondrous  lot 
Sends  him  to  lighten  doubt  and  lessen  gloom, 
And  gaze  undazzled  on  the  days  to  come  — 
Daniel  the  Hebrew,  such  his  name  and  race, 
Held  by  a  monarch  highest  in  his  grace, 
He  may  declare  —  Oh  !  —  bid  them  quickly  send, 
So  may  the  mystery  have  happy  end  !  — 

Calmly  and  silent  as  the  fair  full  moon 
Comes  sailing  ui)ward  in  the  sky  of  June  — 
Fearfully  as  the  troubled  clouds  of  night 
Siirink  from  before  the  conimg  of  its  light  — 
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So  through  the  hall  the  Prophet  passed  along, 
So  from  before  him  fell  the  festal  throng. 
By  broken  wassail-cup,  and  wine  o'erthrown 
Pressed  he  still  onward  for  the  monarch's  throne. 
His  spirit  failed  him  not  —  his  quiet  eye 
Lost  not  its  light  for  earthly  majesty  ; 
His  lip  was  steady  and  his  accent  clear, 
"  The  king  hath  needed  me,  and  I  am  here."  — 


"  Art  thou  the  Prophet  ?  read  me  yonder  scroll 
"  Whose  undeciphered  horror  daunts  my  soul  — 
"There  shall  be  guerdon  for  the  grateful  task, 
"  Fitted  for  me  to  give,  for  thee  to  ask  — 
"  A  chain  to  deck  thee  —  and  a  robe  to  grace, 
"Thine  the  third  throne  and  thou  the  third  in  place." 


He  heard  —  and  turned  him  where  the  lighted  wall 
Dimmed  the  red  torches  of  the  festival, 
Gazed  on  the  sign  with  steady  gaze  and  set, 
And  he  who  quailed  not  at  a  kingly  threat 
Bent  the  true  knee  and  bowed  the  silver  hair, 
For  that  he  knew  the  King  of  kings  was  there  — 
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Then  nerved  his  soul  the  lentence  tp  unibldy 
While  his  tongue  tremUed  at  the  Uk  it  told^-** 
And  never  tongue  shgll  echo  tde  as  itniige 
Till  that  change  comelh  which  miiBt  never  chai^ 

''  Keep  for  thyself  the  goeidon  and  the  gold^ 
"What  God  hath  graved,  God*8  prophet  must  aQfrid; 
''  Could  not  thy  fether's  oimc,  thy  fiuher's  &»t 
**  Teach  thee  the  tenor  thou  hast  leamt  too  late— 
"  Hast  thou  not  read  the  lesson  of  his  life, 
"  Who  wars  with  God  shall  strive  a  losing  strife  ? 
"  His  was  a  kingdom  mighty  as  thine  own, 
"  The  sword  his  sceptre  and  the  earth  his  throne— 
"  The  nations  trembled  when  his  awful  eye 
"  Gave  to  them  leave  to  live  or  doom  to  die  — 
"  The  Lord  of  Life  —  the  Keeper  of  the  grave, 
"  His  frown  could  wither  and  his  smile  could  save  — 
"  Yet  when  his  heart  was  hard,  his  spirit  high 
"  God  drave  him  from  his  kingly  majesty, 
"  Far  from  the  brotherhood  of  fellow  men 
"  To  seek  for  dwelling  in  the  desert  den ; 
"  Where  the  wild  asses  feed  and  oxen  roam 
"  He  sought  his  pasture  and  he  made  his  home, 
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"  And  bitter-biting  frost  and  dews  of  night 
"  Schooled  him  in  sorrow  till  he  knew  the  right, 
"  That  God  is  ruler  of  the  rulers  still 
"  And  setteth  up  the  sovereign  that  he  will : 
"  Oh  !  hadst  thou  treasured  in  repentant  breast 
"  His  pride  and  fall,  his  penitence  and  rest, 
"  And  bowed  submissive  to  Jehovah*s  will, 
"  Then  had  thy  sceptre  been  a  sceptre  still  — 
**  But  thou  hast  mocked  the  majesty  of  heaven, 
"  And  shamed  the  vessels  to  its  service  given, 
*'  And  thou  hast  fashioned  idols  of  thine  own 
"  Idols  of  gold,  of  silver,  and  of  stone ; 
*  To  them  hast  bowed  the  knee,  and  breathed  the  breath, 
**  And  they  must  help  thee  in  the  hour  of  death. 
**  Woe  for  the  sign  unseen,  the  sin  forgot, 
"  God  was  among  ye,  and  ye  knew  it  not ! 
"  Hear  what  he  sayeth  now,  *  Thy  race  is  run, 
"  llie  years  are  numbered  and  the  days  are  done, 
"  Thy  soul  hath  mounted  in  the  scale  of  fate, 
"  The  Lord  hath  weighed  thee  and  thou  lackest  weight ; 
"  Now  in  thy  palace  porch  the  spoilers  stand, 
"  To  seize  thy  sceptre,  to  divide  thy  land.*  " 


THX  FSA8T  OW  aEEXBAOJtm. 


He  ended — and  Ui  pntiog  liiot  «■■  beatd, 
But  none  mode  animr,  aot  a  lip  ma  atkied — 
Mute  the  free  tongue  and  bent  tfae  fianleai  bmr,— 
The  myitic  letten  had  dieir  nHaaiag  now  I 
Soon  came  there  other  aomd — dw  daah  ofMed, 
The  heavy  linging  of  die  iraa  bed— 
The  cuise  in  dying,  and  Ae  cry  &r  life. 
The  bbodjr  rncet  (rf'die  batdeatrife^  — 

That  night  th^  slew  him  oa  Ua  fttiiei^  itmae, 

The  deed  unnoticed  and  the  hand  unknown ; 
Crownless  and  sceptreless  Belshazzar  lay, 
A  robe  of  purple,  round  a  form  of  clay. 


THE    THREE    ROSES. 


Thret  rosea,  wan  as  moonlight,  asd  weighed  do«ni 

Each  with  its  loveliness  as  with  a  crown, 

Drooped  in  a  florist's  window  in  a  town. 

The  firrt  a  lover  bought.    It  lay  at  rest, 

Like  flower  on  flower  that  night,  on  beauty's  breast 

The  scoond  rose,  as  vifgiial  and  fiiir. 

Shrank  in  the  tangles  of  a  harlot's  hair. 

The  third  a  widow,  with  new  grief  made  wild. 

Shut  in  the  icy  palm  of  her  dead  child. 

Alorich,  Flower  and  Thorn. 

iSE  Roses  (in  the  world  we  do  not  see) 

)ve  for  the  palm.    Thus  spake  the  beauteous  Three  : 

THE    MAIDEN'S    ROSE. 

I  AM  the  happiest  flower.     I  lay 
Dying,  as  suits  sweet  blossoms  best ; 

It  was  not  pain  to  pass  away 
Upon  her  warm  and  fragrant  breast 

Blossom  on  blossoms,  so  we  slept ; 
My  odors  richer  with  her  breath, 
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My  white  leaves  whitest  where  I  crept 
Closer,  to  die  delightfiil  death. 

I  heard  her  secretSi  pare  and  soft ; 

She  kissed  me,  prayed  fiir  him,  and  laid 
His  gift  where,  since,  his  cheek  full  oft 

Nestles ;  he  knows  irtiat  words  she 


And  how,  when  mom  oped  die  bright  eyea^ 
She  locked  me  in  a  casket  dose ; 

Nothing  can  take  away  my  prize. 
The  kiss  she  gave  her  faded  Rose. 

The  crown,  fair  sisters,  I  must  hold ; 

I  died  upon  that  heavenly  bed ; 
She  buried  me  in  silk  and  gold ; 

I  made  them  lovers,  being  dead. 

THE    WIDOW'S    ROSE. 

I  AM  the  wisest  Rose  :  there  lay 
A  dew-drop  on  me  when  she  shut 
The  little  ice-cold  palm,  and  put 

My  blossom  there  to  fade  away. 
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It  was  a  tear  for  her  and  me 
That  she  should  grieve,  and  I  should  go 
Clasped  in  a  hand  that  did  not  know, 

And  set  to  eyes  that  could  not  see. 

Tom  from  my  garden  green  and  bright, 
As  he  too  ;  first-bom  of  her  spring, 
Once  flower-fair,  now  a  lost,  dead  thing, 

Hidden  with  me  in  graveyard  night. 

But,  lo  !  it  was  not  thus  at  all ! 

I  did  not  think  that  flowers  could  see 

The  wonder  of  the  worlds  to  be 
When  the  poor  leaves  of  this  life  fall. 

For  while  they  wept,  and  sadly  threw 
The  black  earth  on  our  coffin-lid, 
A  light  came  there  where  we  were  hid, 

A  wind  breathed  softer  than  I  knew. 

There  shine  no  sunbeams  so  on  earth, 

There  is  no  air  blows  in  such  wise 

As  this  that  swept  from  Paradise, 
And  turned  grav^-gloom  to  grace  and  mirth. 
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I  saw  him  rise  vaupeAMfi 
I  taw  bow  iubde  life  reoeivcB 
New  gBts  from  Dealh.    It  iMtt  buK  lettes 

Dead  leaves — we  left  theit,  I  and  he. 

And  daaped  m  that  naB  hand  I  cnm*^ 
A  s(Hrit-^Ri08e  as  he  was  wpltnt^*^ 
The  further  laarrelB  to  inherit 

Of  Life,  which « ibr  aaifae 


Crown  me,  white  sisters  !    When  she  bent— 
That  tender  mother  by  his  grave  — 
'Twas  I  who,  with  a  rose-waft,  gave 

The  thought  that  filled  her  with  content 

THE    HARLOTS    ROSE. 

I  WAS  the  blessed  flower  !  Give  back 
The  crown,  dear  sisters  !  for  you  lack 
My  joy  —  you  !  that  her  bosom  bore ; 
You  they  entombed  !  —  my  deeper  lore. 

Twas  sweet  in  lovely  death  to  fade, 
Rose-blossom  on  rose-bosom  laid ; 
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Twos  rare  in  grasp  of  Death,  to  see 
The  flower  of  life  blow  changelessly. 

But  I,  most  happy  of  all  three. 
Rejoice  for  what  he  did  to  me  ; 
Binding  my  bud  on  locks  that  rolled 
Their  wasted  wealth  in  rippled  gold. 


For  loveless  love  he  set  me  there ; 

With  thankless  thanks  she  found  me  fair ; 

Laughed  with  sad  eyes  to  hear  him  tell 

The  gold,  with  white  and  green,  "  went  welL" 

We  did  our  kind  :  she  to  bestow 
God's  grace  in  her  rich  beauty  so 
That  good  grew  evil ;  I  to  scent 
Her  steps  and  be  Sin's  ornament. 

Yet  'twas  my  duty  to  seem  sweet, 
She  had  such  bitter  bread  to  eat ! 
She  put  me  at  her  breast  —  I  heard 
Her  heart-beats  speaking,  without  word. 
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''  Each  spring  I  phdoed  such  long  «go^** 
She  said — ''Ah^Godl  if  we  could  gnm 
Clean  like  spring-roses — white  agun^ 
Foigetting  last  yearns  nin  and  atain  I" 

She  said,  "  Ah,  God  I  ah,  mother  1 — some 
Are  blooming  so  about  my  home. 
The  home-scent  makes  me  dream — let  be  I 
I  have  no  lover  that  loves  me, 

"  What  was  it  that  we  read  in  class? 
'  An(/  she  supposing  Him '  —  alas  ! 
*  The  gardener'     Fool !  as  if  God's  Son 
Cares  for  the  flowers  that  are  done  I " 


Thereat  our  lips  and  leaves  did  kiss  — 

I  was  as  sweet  and  soft  in  this 

To  her  as  any  Rose  could  be  — 

"God's  flowers  forgive,"  she  sighed, — "Doth  He?" 

And  fondling  me,  as  though  she  felt 
Her  mother's  kisses  on  her  melt, 
The  tear-drops  from  her  painted  lid'^ 
Ran  on  the  rouge.     "  What  eye  forbids," 


THE  THREE   ROSES.  1 77 

She  said,  "to  try  if  any  hear?" 
Mocking  herself  she  sighed  this  prayer : 
"  Oh,  Christ !  I  am  Thy  wilted  Rose, 
Renew  me  I    Thou  renewest  those  ! " 

Then  laughed, — but  did  not  see,  as  I, 
The  angels  gather  at  her  cry, 
Their  fine  plots  weaving  out  of  sight 
To  help  this  soul  that  strove  aright. 

She  did  not  feel  the  great  wings  fold 
Thenceforward  o'er  her  locks  of  gold ; 
Nor  know  thenceforward  that  the  place 
Was  sentinelled  by  Shapes  of  grace. 

But  when  again  she  bound  her  hair, 
And  set  me  in  its  tresses  fair, 
I  did  not  "  shrink,"  (as  he  has  said  :  ) 
I  was  too  proud  !  for  we  were  led 

By  holy  hands  through  lane  and  street, 

P^t  things  to  speak  of  is  not  meet ; 

Till  when  the  tender  plot  had  place, 

God*s  mercy  met  her  face  to  face. 

12 
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In  all  this  earth  there  ia  not  one 

So  desolate  and  so  undone, 

Who  hath  not  leacoe  if  they  Icnew 

A  heart-cry  goes  the  vfaok  world  througjb. 

Of  thousands  cmd  one  was  kind  ; 
Wlf  found  the  hand  she  could  not  find ; 
The  fragnmce  of  me  bronght  her  cry — 
IVe  saved  her;  those  Wiae  Ones  and  I, 


I  and  her  angels !    She  hath  rest ! 
Of  all  Rose-service  mine  was  best. 
Oh,  sisters  sweet !  no  longer  boast ; 
Give  me  the  crown  !    My  joy  was  most ! 


SHE  AND   HE. 


**  She  is  dead  I "  they  said  to  him.    **  Come  away ; 
Kiss  her  !  and  leave  her  !  —  thy  love  is  clay  ! " 

They  smoothed  her  tresses  of  dark  brown  hair ; 
On  her  forehead  of  marble  they  laid  it  fair  : 

Over  her  eyes,  which  gazed  too  much, 
They  drew  the  lids  with  a  gentie  touch ; 

With  a  tender  touch  they  closed  up  well 
The  sweet  thin  lips  that  had  secrets  to  tell ; 

About  her  brows,  and  her  dear,  i>ale  face 
They  tied  her  veil  and  her  marriage-lace  ; 


And  drew  on  her  white  feet  her  white  silk  shoes  ; 
Which  were  the  whiter  no  eye  could  choose  ! 
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And  over  her  bosom  they  crossed  her  hands; 
"  Come  away/'  they  said, — "  God  understands  1 " 

And  then  there  was  Siknce ; — and  nothing  Aere 
But  the  Silence  —  and  scents  of  eg^tere. 

And  jasmine,  and  roses,  and  losemaiy ; 

For  they  said,  ''As  a  lady  should  He,  Ues  she ! " 

And  they  held  their  breath  as  they  left  the  room, 

With  a  shudder  to  glance  at  its  stillness  and  gloom. 

But  he  —  who  loved  her  too  well  to  dread 
The  sweet,  the  stately,  the  beautiful  dead,  — 

He  lit  his  lamp,  and  took  the  key. 

And  turned  it !  —  Alone  again  —  he  and  she  ! 

He  and  she ;  but  she  would  not  speak. 

Though  he  kiss*d,  in  the  old  place,  the  quiet  cheek ; 

He  and  she ;  yet  she  would  not  smile. 

Though  he  calPd  her  the  name  that  was  fondest  erewhile. 
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He  and  she ;  and  she  did  not  move 
To  any  one  passionate  whisper  of  love  ! 

Then  he  said,  "  Cold  lips  !  and  breast  without  breath  ! 
Is  there  no  voice?  —  no  language  of  death 

"  Dumb  to  the  ear  and  still  to  the  sense, 
But  to  heart  and  to  soul  distinct,  —  intense  ? 

"  See,  now,  —  I  listen  with  soul,  not  ear  — 
What  was  the  secret  of  dying.  Dear? 

"  Was  it  the  infinite  wonder  of  aU, 
That  you  ever  could  let  life's  flower  fall? 

"  Or  was  it  a  greater  marvel  to  feel 
The  perfect  calm  o'er  the  agony  steal? 

"  Was  the  miracle  greatest  to  find  how  deep. 
Beyond  all  dreams,  sank  downward  that  sleep  ? 

"  Did  life  roll  backward  its  record.  Dear, 

And  show^  as  they  say  it  does,  past  things  clear  ? 


"  And  was  it  the  iwomott  twHtoflke  blia 
To  find  out  BO  irtHt  &  VNdoot  Inic  k? 


"Ob,  perfect  De*d  I  ob.  Dead nm  dea^ 
1  hold  t^  bceath  of  iqr  loid  tQ  tK«i 


"I  listen — as  deep  M  to  horrible  hell, 

As  high  OS  to  heaven  t — and  yoa  do  not  tdl  I 


"  There  must  be  pleasnies  in  dyin^  Swce^ 
To  make  you  so  placid  from  head  to  feet  I 


"  I  would  teU  you,  Darling,  if  I  were  dead, 
And  'twere  your  hot  tears  upon  my  brow  shed. 


"  I  would  say,  though  the  angel  of  death  had  laid 
His  sword  on  my  lips  to  keep  it  unsaid. 


"  You  should  not  ask,  vainly,  with  streaming  eyes, 
Which  in  Death's  touch  was  the  chiefest  surprise ; 


"  The  very  strangest  and  suddenest  thing 
or  all  the  surprises  that  dying  must  bring." 
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Ah  !  foolish  world  !  Oh  !  most  kind  Dead  ! 
Though  he  told  me,  who  will  believe  it  was  said  ? 

Who  will  believe  that  he  heard  her  say, 

With  the  soft  rich  voice,  in  the  dear  old  way :  — 

"  The  utmost  wonder  is  this,  —  I  hear, 

And  see  you,  and  love  you,  and  kiss  you.  Dear ; 

"  I  can  speak,  now  you  listen  with  soul  alone , 
If  your  soul  could  see,  it  would  all  be  shewn 

"  What  a  strange  delicious  amazement  is  Death, 
To  be  without  body  and  breathe  without  breath. 

"  I  should  laugh  for  joy  if  you  did  not  cry ; 
Oh,  listen  !  Love  lasts  !  —  Love  never  will  die. 

"  I  am'only  your  Angel  who  was  your  Bride ; 

And  I  know,  that  though  dead,  I  have  never  died.'' 


REST. 


His  mother  was  a  prince's  childy 
His  sire  a  crownM  king ; 

There  lacked  not  to  his  wishes  wild 
What  the  broad  earth  could  bring : 

Strong  knees  were  supple  at  his  word, 
Swords  glimmered  at  his  will. 

Brave  fortune  !  but  it  wearied  him,  — 
His  spirit  thirsted  still. 

For  him  the  glorious  music  rolled 

Of  singers  silent  long ; 
The  Roman  and  the  Grecian  told 

Their  wars  of  Right  and  Wrong ; 
For  him  Philosophy  unveiled 

Athenian  Plato*s  lore ; 


REST.  185 

Might  these  not  serve  to  stead  a  life  ? 

Not  these  I  —  he  sighed  for  more. 
«  •  «  « 

He  loved,  —  the  truest,  newest  lip 

That  ever  lover  pressed,  — 
The  queenliest  mouth  of  all  the  South 

Long  love  for  him  confessed. 
Round  him  his  children's  joyousness 

Rang  silverly  and  shrill ; 

Thrice  happy  I  save  that  happiness 

Lacked  something,  —  something  still. 
«  *  «  • 

It  came  !  the  studded  sceptre  lay 

An  unregarded  thing ; 
Velvets  and  gold  did  bravely  hold 

The  body  of  the  king. 
Why  !  strange  that  Love,  and  Lore,  and  Sway 

Looked  ever  on  before. 
And  those  pale,  quiet  lips  of  clay 

Asked  nothing — nothing  more  ! 


ADELAIDE  ANNE  PROCTER 


"  ILICET." 

In  Roman  households,  when  their  dear  ones  died, 

Thrice  by  his  name  the  h'ving  called  the  dead  ; 
^And,  silence  only  answering  as  they  cried, 

Ilicet —  "  go  thou  then  ! "  —  the  mourners  said. 

Ilicet !  let  her  part !  the  Poet's  child, 
Herself  a  mistress  of  the  lyric  song  : 

Ilicet ! — to  a  world  so  sad  and  wild 
To  wish  her  back  were  far  less  love  than  wrong. 


Ilicet !  hard  the  word  for  those  to  say 

Who  know  what  gentleness  is  gone  from  earth ; 

Harder  for  those  whose  dwelling,  day  by  day, 
Shone  with  her  presence  —  echoed  to  her  Tnirth : 
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Yet,  if  He  wills  it  —  whom  she  soars  to  meet 

—  The  Lord  of  this  world's  vineyard  —  shall  we  ask 

WTio  toil  on,  in  the  burden  and  the  heat, 
A  later  wage  for  her — a  longer  task? 

Iliatf  let  her  go  !  though  it  were  brave,  — 
In  the  hot  vintage,  where  the  strongest  fail, 

Weeding  God's  grapes  from  thistles  —  still  to  have 
Her  silver  hymns  o'er  weariness  prevail ! 

To  hear  her  gende,  certain  spirit  of  ruth 
Share  its  great  sureties  with  less  happy  brothers. 

And  —  from  eyes  bright  with  Heav'n's  light  —  teach  the 
truth 
Of  "/////f  children  pleading  for  their  mothers,'^ 

y/icet  f  Otherwhere  they  need  those  strains, 

Sounding  so  true  for  men  —  albeit  low ; 
A  throne  was  vacant  (though  its  steps  were  pains), 

For  a  soul,  tried,  pure,  perfect  —  let  her  go  ! 

^igh   not  "  so  young  !  "  —  "  such  promise  ! "  —  "  ah  I   a 
flower 
That  longer  life  had  sunned  to  fruit  of  gold." 
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Be  still  and  see  !  —  God's  year,  and  day,  and  hour. 
By  lapse  of  mortal  minutes  is  not  lold. 

Who  go  are  called  —  ilicet!  let  her  go  I 
Though  a  sweet  harp  is  silent  in  the  land, 

A  soft  voice  hushed  —  and,  dcvbt  more  below. 
Poet  and  poet's  child  join  song  and  hand. 

tiUel!  ilicet!  nos  idimus ! — 

To  that  divinest  region  of  the  skies, 

AVhence  with  clear  sight  she  sees,  knows,  pities  us. 
We  shall  attain  ! — Vex  not  die  dead  with  sighs.. 


AFTER  DEATH  IN  ARABIA. 


He  who  died  at  Azan  sends 
This  to  comfort  all  his  friends : 

Faithful  friends  !    It  lies,  I  know, 
Pale  and  white  and  cold  as  snow ; 
And  ye  say,  "  Abdallah  *s  dead  ! " 
Weeping  at  the  feet  and  head, 
I  can  see  your  felling  tArs, 
I  can  hear  your  sighs  and  prayers ; 
Yet  I  smile  and  whisper  this,  — 
"  I  am  not  the  thing  you  kiss ; 
Cease  your  tears,  and  let  it  lie ; 
It  was  mine,  it  is  not  I/' 

Sweet  friends  !  What  the  women  laire 
For  its  last  bed  of  the  grave, 
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Is  a  tent  which  I  am  (Quitting, 

Is  a  garment  no  mc»e  filtinf^ 

Is  a  cage  from  which,  at  last, 

like  a  hawk  my  soul  hath  passed. 

Love  the  inmate,  not  the  room, — 

The  wearer,  not  the  garb,  —  the  plume 

Of  the  falcon,  not  the  bars 

Which  kept  him  from  these  splendid  «u 

Loving  friends !     Be  wise  and  dry 

Straightivay  every  weeping  eye, — 
What  ye  lift  upon  the  bier 
Is  not  worth  a  wistful  tear. 
Tis  an  empty  sea-shell,  — one 
Out  of  which  the  pemrl  is  gone  ; 
The  shell  is  broken,  it  lies  there ; 
The  pearl,  the  all,  the  soul,  is  here. 
Tis  an  earthen  jar,  whose  lid 
Allah  scaled,  the  wliile  it  hid 
That  treasure  of  his  treasury, 
A  mind  that  loved  him  ;  let  it  lie ! 
Let  the  shard  be  earth's  once  more. 
Since  the  gold  shines  in  his  store ! 


/ 
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Allah  glorious  !     Allah  good ! 
Now  thy  world  is  understood ; 
Now  the  long,  long  wonder  ends ; 
Yet  ye  weep,  my  erring  friends. 
While  the  man  whom  ye  call  dead, 
In  unspoken  bliss,  instead. 
Lives  and  loves  you  ;  lost,  'tis  true. 
By  such  light  as  shines  for  you ; 
But  in  light  ye  cannot  see 
Of  unfulfilled  felicity,  — 
In  enlarging  paradise. 
Lives  a  life  that  never  dies. 

Farewell,  friends  !    Yet  not  farewell ; 
Where  I  am,  ye,  too,  shall  dwell. 
I  am  gone  before  your  face, 
A  moment's  time,  a  little  space. 
When  ye  come  where  I  have  stepped 
Ye  will  wonder  why  ye  wept ; 
Ye  will  know,  by  wise  love  taught. 
That  here  is  all,  and  there  is  naught. 
Weep  awhile,  if  ye  are  fain,  — 
Sunshine  still  must  follow  rain ; 
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Only  not  at  death,  —  for  death. 
Now  I  know,  is  that  first  breath 
Wiiich  our  souls  draw  when  we  enter 
Ufe,  which  is  of  all  life  centre. 

Be  ye  certain  all  seems  love, 
Viewed  from  Allah's  throne  ahove  ; 
Be  ye  stout  of  heart,  and  come 
Bravely  onward  to  your  home  I  J 

La  Allah  ilia  Allah  /  yea  !  I 

Thou  love  divine  1    Thou  love  Ahmf  I 

He  that  died  at  Azan  gave 

Tliis  to  those  who  made^his  giave. 


IN     MEMORIAM. 


Ah  !  not  because  oar  Soldier  died  before  his  field  was 


won ; 


Ah !  not  because  life  would  not  last  till  life's  long  task 

were  done, 
Wreathe  one  less  leaf,  grieve  with  less  grief,  —  of  all  our 

hosts  that  led 
Not  last  in  work  and  worth  approved,  —  Lord  Raglan 

lieth  dead. 


His  nobleness  he  had  of  none,  War's  Master  taught  him 

war. 
And  prouder  praise  that  Master  gave  than  meaner  lips 

can  mar; 
Gone  to  his  grave,  his  duty  done  ;  if  farther  any  seek, 
He  left  his  life  to  answer  them,  —  a  soldier's,  —  let  it 

speak! 

>3 
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Twas  his  to  sway  a  blunted  sword, — to  fight  a  fisited  field, 
While  idle  tongues  talked  victory,  to  struggle  not  to  yield : 
Light  task  for  placeman's  ready  pen  to  plan  a  field  for 

fight, 
Hard  work  and  hot  with  sted  and  shot  to  win  that  field 

aright 

Tears  have  been  shed  fix*  the  biave  dead;  mourn  him 

who  mourned  for  all  I 
Praise  hath  been  given  tot  strife  wdl  striven,  praise  him 

who  strove  o*er  all, 
Nor  count  that  conquest  Httle,  though  no  banner  flaunt  it 

far, 
That  under  him  our  English  hearts  beat  Pain  and  Plague 

and  War. 

And  if  he  held  those  English  hearts  too  good  to  pave  the 

path 
To  idle  victories,  shall  we  grudge  what  noble  palm  he 

hath  ? 
Like  ancient  Chief  he  fought  a-front,  and  mid  his  soldiers 

seen, 
His  work  was  aye  as  stern  as  theirs ;  oh  !  make  his  grave 

as  green. 
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They  know  him  well,  —  the  Dead  who  died  that  Russian 

wrong  should  cease, 
Where  Fortune  doth  not  measure  men,  —  their  souls  and 

his  have  peace ; 
Aye  !  as  well  spent  in  sad  sick  tent  as  they  in  bloody 

strife. 
For  English  Homes  our  English  Chief  gave  what  he  had, 

—  his  life. 

1853. 


FLORENCE    NIGHTINGALE 


If  on  this  verse  of  mine 
Those  eyes  shall  ever  shine. 

Whereto  sore-wounded  men  have  looked  for  life, 
Think  not  that  for  a  rhyme, 
Nor  yet  to  fit  the  time, 

I  name  thy  name,  —  true  victress  in  this  strife  ! 
But  let  it  serve  to  say 
That,  when  we  kneel  to  pray, 

Prayers  rise  for  thee  thine  ear  shall  never  know ; 
And  that  thy  gallant  deed. 
For  God,  and  for  our  need. 

Is  in  all  hearts,  as  deep  as  love  can  go. 


Tis  good  that  thy  name  springs 
From  two  of  Earth's  fair  things  — 
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A  Stately  city  and  a  soft-voiced  bird ; 

*Tis  well  that  in  all  homes. 

When  thy  sweet  story  comes, 
And  brave  eyes  fill  —  that  pleasant  sounds  be  heard. 

Oh  voice  !  in  night  of  fear. 

As  night's  bird,  soft  to  hear, 
Oh  great  heart !  raised  like  city  on  a  hill ; 

Oh  watcher  !  worn  and  pale. 

Good  Florence  Nightingale, 
Thanks,  loving  thanks,  for  thy  large  work  and  will ! 

England  is  glad  of  thee  — 

Christ,  for  thy  charity, 
Take  thee  to  joy  when  hand  and  heart  are  still ! 


DEDICATION    OF  A   POEM    FROM    THE 
SANSKRIT. 


Sweet,  on  the  daisies  of  your  English  grave 
I  lay  this  little  wTCath  of  Indian  flowers, 

Fragrant  for  me  because  the  scenl  they  have 
Breathes  of  the  memory  of  out  wedded  hours  ; 


For  others  scentless ;  and  for  you,  in  heaven. 
Too  pale  and  faded,  dear  dead  wife  !  to  wear, 

Save  that  they  mean  —  what  makes  all  fault  forgiven— 
That  he  who  brings  them  lays  his  heart,  too,  there. 


TRANSLATIONS  FROM  THE  GREEK 
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FROM  THE  ODYSSEY. 

Thereupon,  stripping  his  tatters  away,  many-counselled 

Ulysses 
Strode  to  the  threshold,  and  stood  there,  upholding  his 

bow,  and  his  quiver 
Brim-full  of  shafts ;  on  the  ground  poured  he  forth  the 

light-wingfed  arrows 
All  in  a  pile  at  his  feet,  then  turned  to  the  suitors  and 

spake  this : 
**  Yonder  match  has  been  played ;  ye  have  seen  my  skill 

at  the  target : 
Now   I   will  shoot  a  shot  that  no  man,  I  fancy,  will 

better. 
Into  a  different  mark  —  if  I  may  —  and  Apollo  shall  aid 

me." 
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Straight  at  Antinous    then  a  keen-bladed    arrow  he 

levelled. 
Grasping  a  golden  cup  stood  the  chief —  a  cup  with  two 

handles ; 
Deep  in  the  draught  he  was,  no  thought  in  his  mind  of 

destruction  ! 
How  should  a  lord  at  the  feast,  in  the  midst  of  the 

banqueters,  drinking, 
Dream  that,  one  against  many — nay,  though  the  strongest 

of  mortals. 
Thus  could  do  him  to  death,  and  send  him  to  sudden 

perdition  ? 
Even  as  he  quaffed,  in  the  jowl  the  shaft  of  Odusseus 

transfixed  him : 
Right  thro'  the  soft  o'  the  neck  the  steel  point  travelled ; 

his  body 
Tottered,  bent,  and  fell ;  from  his  fingers  the  two-handled 

goblet 
Clattered ;  a  gush  of  blood  burst  thick  and  hot  from  his 

nostrils ! 
Sprawling  and  writhing,  the  feet  of  him  kicked  the  board 

and  o'erset  it, 
Spilling  the  viands  and  wine,  overturning  the  roast  meat 

and  boiled  meat, 
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Mixing  the  cates  and  fruit  with  his  blood.    The  suitors, 

affrighted, 
Sprang  from  the  benches  on  this  side  and  that  side,  and 

ran  to  the  dead  man. 
Glaring  for  shield  or  for  spear  along  the  walls  of  the  palace  : 
Not  one  spear  there  was,  nor  sword,  nor  target  to  help 

them ; 
Then  they  turned  with  furious  words  on  Odusseus,  and 

cursed  him. 
**  Stranger,  thou  shootest  too  well ;  but  this  is  the  last  of 

thy  shooting ! 
Death  shall  have  thee  for  this  !    Thou  hast  killed  with  thy 

villanous  arrow 
One  of  the  Ithaca  princes,  as  noble  and  lordly  as  any, 
Great  in  birth  and  deed  :  for  this  thing  the  vultures  shall 

pick  thee." 

Each  of  them  waited,  expecting  the  man  would  surely 

crave  pardon. 
Saying,  "  the  arrow  slipped,"  that  "  the  deed  was  wrought 

maladventure." 
Fools,  who  did  not  feel  Death's  portals  yawning  to  take 

them  ! 
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Then  with  terrible  eyes  broke  forth  the  wrathful  Odus- 

seus : 
"  Dogs  !   ye  did  not  think  I  should  ever  live  to  come 

hither, 
Back  from  the  city  of  Troy ;  and  so  ye  harried  my  palace, 
Ravished  my  handmaids,  and,  I  being  breathing,  ye  dared 

to  beset  her  — 
Her !    my  wife,   Penelope  —  her !    with   your  impudent 

suings, 
Nothing  regarding  the  gods,  who  reign  in  infinite  heaven, 
Neither  believing  that  any  man  lived  who  would  shrewdly 

requite  you. 
Now  for  all  of  you  —  all !  —  the  hour  is  arrived  of  your 

judgment." 

Sickly  their  visages  waxed  with   fear  as  his  accents 

resounded ; 
Hither  and   thither  they  rolled  their  eyes  to  find  any 

refuge ; 
Only  Eurymachus  gathered  his  breath,  and  answered  in 

this  way  : 
"If,  of  a  truth,  thou  art  he,  the  Odusseus  of  Ithaca, 

living, 
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Just  are  thy  words,  and  rightful  thy  wrath  at  the  deeds  of 
the  princes, 

Done  without  shame  in  thy  halls,  and  done  in  thy  fields, 
without  number. 

Yet  this  dead  man  here  was  the  head  and  front  of  the 
sinning : 

He,  Antinous,  set  us  on  to  the  worst  of  our  doings ; 

Caring  not  half  so  much  for  thy  beauteous  queen,  nor  to 
win  her. 

As  that  this  thing  might  be,  the  which  dread  Zeus  has 
forbidden. 

Namely,  to  reign  alone  over  all  thine  Ithacan  king- 
dom, 

King  and  Lord— -having  slain  thy  son  and  gotten  his 
birthright. 

Now  he  is  dead  for  his  scheme  ;  but  do  thou  have  mercy 
and  spare  us  — 

Liegemen  of  thine  and  submissive  —  then  we,  going  home 
to  our  houses, 

Thence  will  bring  for  whatever  was  eaten  or  drunk  in  thy 
palace 

Each  of  us  twenty-fold  back  to  thee  here,  a  great  restitu- 
tion. 


us." 


Him,  with  a  look  of  fire,  the   migl 

answered :  — 
"  Not  if  ye  brought  me,  Eurymachus,  a) 

the  islands. 
All  that  is  yours  to-day,  and  all  ye  may 
Would  I  for  this  hold  back  my  hand 

death  here. 
Deed  for  deed  I  will  have  my  price  in 

bodies. 
Now,  then,  choose  ye  your  way  to  die, 

fight  me ; 
Else  turn  about  and  fly  from  the  fates 

my  bowstring  — 
If,  indeed,  ye  can  fly  —  for  I  think  i 

faster." 
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Yet   once   more   Euryraachus  spake  —  this  time  to  the 

suitors : 
"  Friends,  the  man  is  in  earnest ;  he  will  not  be  stayed 

from  his  purpose, 
But  while  an  arrow  is  left  he  will  shoot  from  his  terrible 

bow  there 
Shot  upon  shot  from  the  threshold,  till  each  of  us  fall  by 

his  fellow, 
Slain  in  a  pile.     Recall,  then,  our  manhood  !     Stand  not 

to  be  butchered  ! 
Draw  what  swords  we  have,  and  hold  the  board  up  before 

us. 
So,  with  its  fence,  let  us  rush  in  close  order  upon  him  ! 

If  one  man 
Thrust  his  way  past  the  door,  he  may  come  to  the  town 

and  call  succor. 
Then  peradventure  this  shooter  will  pull  his  bow  for  the 

last  time." 

So,  as  he  spoke,  from  its  scabbard  Eurymachus  drew 
forth  his  falchion. 
Bronze  in  the  blade,  two-edged,  and  rushed  with  a  yell  to 
the  portal, 
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Waving  it  high ;  but  right  as  he  came  the  watchful 
Odusseus 

Let  go  a  whistling  shaft  which  took  him  under  the  breast- 
bone, 

Plunging  barb-deep  in  the  liver.  Down  out  of  his  grasp 
fell  the  falchion, 

Clattering  he  rolled  in  the  wreck  of  the  festival,  screaming 
and  twisting : 

Platters  and  food  flew  about,  and  cups  whirled  hither  and 
thither. 

While  the  wretch  hit  this  way  and  that  his  head  on  the 
pavement, 

Mad  with  the  anguish,  and  struck  with  his  feet  the  boards 
and  the  benches, 

Beating  a  horrid  tune,  till  death's  fog  clouded  his  eye- 
balls. 

Next  Amphinomus  faced  his  fate,  and  ran  at  Odus- 
seus 

Headlong,  drawing  his  keen-edged  blade,  ana  desperately 
hoping 

If  he  might  break  his  way;  but  him  Telemachus  dealt 
with. 
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Striking  him  quick  as  he  passed  with  the  bronze-barbed 

spear  in  the  shoulders  — 
Right  through  the  back  it  drove,  and  out  at  the  ribs  made 

its  passage. 
Down  with  a  crash  he  fell,  fuU-front  on  the  stones  of  the 

pavement : 
Nay,  and  Telemachus  left  him  so,  with  the  spear  in  his 

shoulders. 
Dreading  lest  one  of  the  suitors,  the  while  he  tugged  at 

the  weapon, 
Either  with  sword  or  club  should  find  him  helpless,  and 

slay  him ; 
Therefore  back  to  his  father  he  came,  and  spoke  in  his 

ear  this : 

"  Father,  'twere  good  I  fetched  thee  shield  and  spears 

and  a  helmet ; 
Arm^d  thou  shouldst  be  for  the  rest  of  this  matter,  and  I, 

having  donned  it, 

Armor  will  bring  for  the  swineherd  and  cowherd,  if  thou 

canst  abide  here.'* 

From  Homer. 


14 
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The  heavenly  Muses  Three 

A  branch  of  laurel  gave,  which  they  had  plucked, 

To  be  my  sceptre  ;  and  they  breathed  a  song 

In  music  on  my  soul,  and  bade  me  set 

Things  past  and  things  to  be  to  that  high  strain  ; 

Also  they  bade  me  sing  the  race  of  gods, 

Themselves,  at  first  and  last,  ever  remembering. 

From  Hesiod. 

Once  a  liawk  said  this  to  a  nightingale  ;  — 

The  robber  had  the  singer  in  his  claws. 

High  up  among  the  clouds,  and  Philomel, 

Trembling,  and  nipi^ed  in  those  shaq)  crooked  talons. 

Bewailed  ;  whereat  the  haw^k  savagely  screamed  : 

"  Why  piix^,  my  friend  ?     I  am  too  strong  to  heed  ; 

I  take  you  where  I  will,  for  all  your  singing ; 

To  eat  you  if  I  like,  or  let  you  go ; 

And  he  *s  a  fool  that  fights  against  his  fate. 

He  loses,  and  gets  shame,  beside  his  tears." 

From  Hesiod. 


Then  Zeus  let  loose  his  wrath  !  his  awful  heart, 
Brimfull  of  anger,  gave  his  will  its  way  ! 
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From  Heaven's  vault  and  high  Olympus*  crags 
Impetuous  he  bade  start  the  leashed-up  fires : 
Lightning  and  thunder  and  the  thunderbolts 
Flew  from  his  mighty  hand  —  flame  with  the  crash, 
And  bolts  with  both — fire,  noise,  and  bolts  all  mixed  ! 
Groaned  fruitful  Mother  Earth,  wrapped  in  the  war  ; 
All  her  vast  forests  crackled,  lightnnig-scorched  ; 
The  parched  fields  heaved  and  split ;  the  ocean-floods 
Bubbled,  with  all  the  streams,  and  lurid  smoke 
Curled  round  the  Titans  fighting  —  whence  the  glare 
Blazed  up  across  and  through  the  infinite  air ; 
So  that  those  warrior-ranks,  albeit  like  gods, 
Were  blinded  with  the  dazzle  of  the  flash. 
And  deaf  with  leaping  peals. 

From  Hesiod. 


"THE   WOMAN   BORN  OF  A  BEE." 

From  youth  to  age  she  grows  dear  to  her  spouse ; 
Fills  with  fair  girls  and  sturdy  boys  his  house ; 
Among  all  women  womanliest  seems, 
And  heavenly  grace  about  her  mild  l)row  gleams 
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A  gentle  wife,  a  noble  friend  she  walks, 
Nor  ever  with  the  gossipjnongere  talks ; 
Such  women  somelimes  Zeus  to  mortals  gives, 
']'he  glory  and  the  solace  of  their  lives. 

From  Si.moniues  of  Amorgos. 


Splendor -THRONED  Queen  !  immortal  Aphrodite  ! 
Daughter  of  Jove  — ■  Enchantress  !  I  implore  thee 
Vex  not  my  soul  with  agonies  and  anguish  ; 

Slay  nie  not,  Goddess  ! 
Come  in  thy  pity  —  come,  if  1  have  prayed  thee ; 
Come  at  the  cry  of  my  sorrow  ;  in  the  old  times 
Oft  thou  hast  heard  and  left  thy  fatlier's  heaven. 

Left  the  gold  houses, 
Voking  thy  chariot.     SwiiUy  did  the  doves  fly. 
Swiftly  they  brought  thee,  waving  plumes  of  wonder  — 
Waving  their  pale  plumes  all  across  the  selhcr. 

All  down  the  azure  ! 
Very  soon  they  lighted.    Then  didst  thou,  Divine  one. 
Laugh  a  bright  laugh  from  lips  and  eyes  eternal, 
Ask  me.  "  What  ailed  me  —  wherefore  out  of  heaven 

*'  Thus  I  had  called  thee? 
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'*  What  it  was  made  me  madden  in  my  heart  so  ?  " 
Question  me,  smiling  —  say  to  me,  "  My  Sappho, 
"  Who  is  it  wrongs  thee  ?  tell  me  who  refuses 

"  Thee,  vainly  sighing." 
"Be  it  who  it  may  be,  he  that  flies  shall  follow ; 
"  He  that  rejects  gifts,  he  shall  bring  thee  many  ; 
"  He  that  hates  now  shall  love  thee  dearly,  madly  — 

"  Ay,  though  thou  wouldst  not." 

So  once  again  come.  Mistress ;  and,  releasing 

Me  from  my  sadness,  give  me  what  I  sue  for, 

Grant  me  my  prayer,  and  be  as  heretofore  now 

Friend  and  protectress  ! 

From  S.\ppho. 


Hesperus  brings  all  things  back 
Which  the  day-light  made  us  lack, 
Brings  the  sheep  and  goats  to  rest, 
Brings  the  baby  to  the  breast. 


From  Sappho. 


Love  once  among  the  roses 
Perceived  a  bee  reposing, 
And  wondered  what  the  beast  was. 
And  touched  it,  so  it  stung  liim. 
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Sorely  his  finger  smarted, 

And  bitterly  he  greeted, 

And  wrung  his  hands  together ; 

And  half  he  ran,  half  fluttered 

Unto  Cythera's  bosom. 

Unto  his  fair,  sweet  mother. 

Loud  sobbed  he,  "  Ai !  ai !  mother  1 

Olola  !  I  am  murdered  ! 

Olola  !  it  has  killed  me  ! 

A  small  brown  snake  with  winglets, 

That  men  the  bumble-bee  call, 

Has  bit  me."     But  Cythera 

Said,  laughing,  "  Ah,  my  baby. 

If  bees*  stings  hurt  so  sorely. 

Bethink  thee  what  the  smart  is 

Of  those,  Love,  that  thou  piercest.** 

From  Anacreon. 


Daughter  of  Justice,  wingM  Nemesis  ; 
Thou  of  the  awful  eyes, 

Whose  silent  sentence  judgeth  mortal  life  ! 
Thou  with  thy  curb  of  steel. 
Which  proudest  jaws  must  feel, 
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Stayest  the  snort  and  champ  of  human  strife  ; 
And,  hating  miserable  pride  of  men, 
Dost  tame  fierce  hearts,  and  turn  them  meek  agen. 
Under  thy  wheel,  unresting,  trackless,  all 

Our  joys  and  griefs  befall ; 
In  thy  full  sight  our  secret  things  go  on ; 

Step  after  step  thy  wrath 

Follows  the  caitiff's  path. 
And  at  his  triumph  breaks  his  vile  neck-bone. 
To  all  alike  thou  metest  out  their  due, 
Cubit  for  cubit,  inch  for  inch  —  stern  —  true. 

From  Mesomedes. 


Life  without  golden  love  —  what  bliss  is  this  ? 

Oh,  let  me  die  when  love  is  dead  with  me  ! 
The  stolen  words,  the  honeyed  gifts,  the  kiss, 

These  are  the  blossoms  of  youth's  glorious  tree. 

From  Mimnermus 
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TWO   IDYLS   FROM   THEOCRITUS. 

Thus  begins  the  first  idyl  of  Theocritus;  the  pine 
music  and  the  bubble  of  the  fountain  whisper  and  tinkle 
through  its  lines  :  — 

Thyrsis. 

Softly  the  sway  oi  the  pine-branches  murmurs  a  melody, 
Shepherd  ! 

Down  by  the  rim  of  the  fountain,  and  sofdy  dost  thou,  on 
the  Pan-pipes, 

Pipe  to  the  pines :  next  to  Pan  thou  bearest  the  bell  for 
rare  music. 

Say  that  he  wins  a  great-hom'd  goat,  then  thine  is  a  she- 
goat ; 

Say  that  the  she-goat  is  his,  but  thine  is  the  kid,  then ; 
and  tender 

Savors  the  meat  of  a  kid  —  till  she  comes  to  the  bearing 
and  milking. 

Goatherd. 

Sweeter  I  call  thy  strain  than  the  tinkle  of  water  that 
trickles. 
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Tinkling,  and   trickling,  and  rippling  adown  the  green 

shelves  of  the  mountain. 
If  we  must  grant  the  high  Muses  their  prize  from  the  pick 

of  the  wethers, 
Certainly  thine  is  a  ewe  :  or  if  a  ewe  pleases  their  fancy, 
Then  at  the  least  a  lamb  comes  to  thee  —  to  drive  to  thy 

sheep-folds. 

Thyrsis. 

Sit  thee  adown,  good  friend  —  sit  down,  and  pipe  to  us, 

Shepherd ! 
Here  where  the  side  of  the  hill  slopes  fair,  and  the  myrtles 

are  thickest, 
Blow  the  fine   music   out :    the   yearlings  can    pasture 

around  us ! 

Goatherd. 

Nay !  'twere  a  sin,  'twere  a  sin  —  the  sun 's  at  his  highest, 

my  Thyrsis ; 
Pan  would  be  anger'd  to  hear  me — just  now,  he  breaks 

off  from  hunting, 
Stretches  his  hairy  limbs  in  the  shade,  and  puffs  his  great 

nostrils, 


Paming,  and  surly  for  bck  of   Ijreoth,  and  longing  lor  I 

slumber. 
You  now,  'ITiyreis,  might  sing  !  you  know  the  ballad  of 

Daphnis ; 
None  of  our  woodsJtic  singers  have  half  such  a  triclt  U  I 

the  mcasi.rf.  ^ 

Couch  wc  here  under  these  elms,  on  ihc  grass  at  the  foot 

of  the  stone -god, 
Facing  the  founlain,  and  looking  tight  on  to  the  maul-  j 

tains  and  meadows,  I 

Over  the  tops  of  the  oaks  ;  and  if  you  sing  only  so  deftlf 
As  you  did  once  on  the  day  when  Clirorais  the  A&ioii 

dared  you. 
Look  !  I'll  give  you  yon  she-goat ;  the  dam  of  a  coupkt 

of  weanlings ; 
Udder  she  carries  for  both,  and  then  to  fill  two  of  tlqr 

milk-bowls. 
Her,  and  a  cup  cut  in  beech,  two-handled  and  polished 

with  beeswax. 
Clean  and  new,  with  the  smell  of  the  chisel  and  ftesh 

wood  about  it ; 
All  round  its  rim,  on  the  top,  there  creeps  a  string  (t 

ground  ivy. 
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Twisted  and  tangled  with  woodbine,  while  here  and  there, 

in  the  circle. 
Tendrils  curl  and  clasp  —  with  bunches  of  berries  among 

them. 
Outside  a  damsel  is  carved  —  so  fair  the  gods  might  have 

wrought  her ! 
Neat  and  trim,  with  her  mantle  and  net  —  and  —  this 

hand  and  that  hand  — 
Two  youths  —  both  long-hair'd  —  both  comely —  contend 

for  her  favors 
Angrily  —  never  a  jot  cares   my   pretty  jade   for  their 

anger ! 
Sometimes  she  flings  a  smile  to  one,  and  frowns  to  his 

fellow, 
Sometimes  she  softens  to  t'other  —  and  there  they  stand 

in  the  beechwood, 
Laugh'd  at,  but  mad  with  love  —  half-teased,  half-pleased 

at  the  wanton. 
Next   a  fisherman  comes,  cut  out  on  a  rock,  and  its 

ledges 
Jut  up  rough  and  stark ; — the  old  boy,  done  to  a  marvel. 
Staggers  and  sweats  at  his  work— just  like  a  fisherman 

hauling ; 
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Looking  upon  it  you'd  nreir  dw  ikA  wu  abve,  md  no 

picture, 
So  do  the  veins  knot  op  md  nrell  in  his  neck  and  liis 

shouldeis, 
For,  though  he 's  wrinkled  and  grey,  there  *s  ttuff  kft  jct 

in  the  ancieuL 
Next    to    this   old   sea-dog  you   see    a  vine  —  ifl  iM 

branches 
Heavy  with  globing  gr^Ks — a  little  lad  sits  by  a  thkfa^ 
Guarding  the  grapes,  but  close  at  hand  two  foxes  cone 

creeping, 
One  in  the  vineyard  munches  the  clusters  —  one's  aftf 

the  wallet ; 
Gotis !  you  can  see  his  scheme  —  hell  keep  his  eye  on 

the  youngster. 
Till  that  he  finds  a  chance,  and  leaves  him  dinnerkss- 

Blind  one  ! 
Why  do  you  sit  there  weai-ing  with  grasses  a  cage  for  Jronr 

crickets. 
Plaiting  the  grasses,  and  wholly  forgetting  your  wallet  aw 

Wholly   forgetting  your  grapes — wrapped    up  in  the* 

grasshopper-engines  ? 
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All  the  work  in  this  cup  's  fiDed  in  with  leaves  of  acan- 
thus ; 

Tis  an  -^Eolic  thing  —  and  sooth,  of  a  wonderful  fancy, 

Sirs  !  it  cost  me  to  buy  of  the  Calydon  sailor,  a  big  cheese 

Made  of  snow-white  curds,  and  a  she-goat  into  the  bar- 
gain; 

Yet  it  has  touch'd  no  lip,  but  lies  this  while  in  my  cottage. 

See  now  !  I  mean  it  for  you  !  'tis  yours,  if  you  sing  us  that 
ditty 

Half  so  well  as  you  sang  it  before  to  the  Himera  shep- 
herds. 

No  thanks  !  do  but  sing  !  —  there  *s  no  more  sunshine  nor 
singing 

Under  the  grass  —  in  the  realm  of  the  dead  —  where  all  is 
forgotten  ! 


Such  is  the  pastoral  vein  of  the  great  poet  of  Trinacria ; 
the  second  idyll  is  a  good  specimen  of  his  picturesque 
and  passionate  manner,  and  of  the  exquisite  melody  of 
his  line.  It  is  a  love  piece,  tender  and  fierce  alternately, 
as  were  the  dark  eyes  of  the  island  girls.  The  English 
version  given  below  of  this  remarkable  poem  is  a  para- 
phrase in  part,  rather  than  an  exact  translation ;  but  there 
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are  passages  in  the  "  Fhamiakeutria '*  which  go  afanotf 
beyond  the  grace  of  EngKsh,  In  this  idyll  Simoedia,  « 
Syracusan  giri,  deserted  by  her  lover  Delphis,  perfoniis,to 
bring  him  back  to  her»  the '' Incantation  of  the  Bud;" 
wherein  the  bird  called  the  wryneck  was  bound  to  a 
wheel,  and  whirled  round,  while  prayers  were  made  to  the 
Moon  and  the  deities  of  the  Night  The  sweet  Greek 
runs  thus:  — 


Thestyus!  where  are  the  laurel-leaves?     Quick,  giri! 

bring  me  the  love- spells  ! 
Fasten  the  scarlet  thread  in  and  out  round  the  brim  of 

the  beaker ! 
Quick  !  for  I  mean  to  charm  my  lover,  my  false-hearted 

lover. 
Twelve  long  days  are  passed,  and  he  never  has  once  come 

to  see  me, 
Knows  not  if  I  be  living  or  dead  —  never  sends  nie  a 

message, 
No  !  not  even  a  word  at  my  door  !     Has  he  gone  to  some 

new  love, 
Light  as  the  wings  of  Eros,  and  fleeting  as  Queen  Aphro 

dite? 
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Down  to  the  town  I  will  hasten  to-morrow,  and  see  him, 

and  ask  him 
Face  to  face,  why  he  treats  me  so  coldly :  but  Thestylis  ! 

thou  now 
Help  me  to  try  him  with  charms,  and  oh  Moon !  glitter 

thy  brightest ! 
Shine,  pale  Moon  !  for  thee  I  invoke,  and  thy  sister  and 

shadow 
Hecate  —  the  under- world  Moon,  whom  even  the  little 

dogs  howl  at 
When  she  goes  forth  o*er  the  graves,  and  all  her  footmarks 

are  bloody : 
Make  my  magic  to-night  as  strong  as  ever  was  Circe's, 
Potent  as  white   Perimede's,   and    mighty  as  Colchian 

Medea's ! 


Little  bird  !  whirl  and  scream,  and  whirl,  and  bring  me 

my  lover ! 
Turn  wheel,  turn  !  and  bum,  cake,  bum  !     Ah  !  Thestylis, 

sprinkle  ! 
What  are  you  doing  to  tremble  so  ?  sprinkle  the  salt  on 

the  brazier ! 
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Where  are  your  wits  gone,  girl  ?  or  is  it  that  you  loo  taiax 

\-ex  me  ? 
Sprinkle  the  salt,  and  say,  "  Flesh  and  blood  of  Delphis  I 

scatter  I " 


Little  bird  !  screai 
my  lover  1 


,  atid  whirl,  and  scream,  and  bring  m 


Delphis  grieves  me  —  in  my  turn 
I  will  grieve  him.     Laurel,  burn  I 
As  thy  bright  leaves  curl  and  crack, 
Smoke  and  blaze  and  vanish  black, 
Leaving  not  a  leaf  to  see  : 
May  his  heart  love-s<:orchM  be  ! 

Little  bird  !  whirl,  and  scream,  little  bird !  and  bring  t 
my  lover ! 

As  I  meit  this  waxen  ball 

May  the  great  gods  hear  me  call. 

And  Delphis  melt  with  love  for  me  \ 

And  as  this  wheel  turns  rapidly 

So  may  Queen  Venus  speed  the  charms 

And  bring  him  quickly  to  my  anns  I 


I 
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ittle   bird,  whirl,  whirl,  whirl !    scream !   scream !   and 
bring  me  my  lover  ! 

Now  I  scatter  on  the  flame 
Bran.    Oh  !  Artemis  !  thy  name 
Moves  the  Judge  of  Hell  to  fear, 
Rhadamanth  himself !    Then  hear  1 
Hear  1  oh,  hear  me  !    Thestylis, 
Did  the  dogs  bark  ?    Yes,  it  is  ! 
Tis  the  goddess  in  the  street ! 
Beat  the  cymbals  !  quick,  girl !  beat  I 

ittle  bird,  scream  —  scream  louder !  and  bring  me  my 
false-hearted  lover ! 

Look !  the  restless  sea  is  sleeping, 

Milk-white  ripples  curling,  creeping  ! 

Listen  !  all  the  winds  are  quiet, 

Folded  up  from  rage  and  riot ! 

Only  in  my  heart  the  pain 

Wakes,  and  will  not  sleep  again  ! 

Bitter  pain  the  sport  to  be 

Of  him  who  hath  unmaidened  me. 

15 
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Uttie  bird,  whirl  —  whirl  faal  I  scream  sharp  —  scream  ! 
call  mu  m)-  lover  ! 

Thrice  libations  due  I  pay, 
Thrice,  great  goddess  !  ihLi  I  say. 
Whom  he  loves  now  I  know  not. 
But  let  her  come  to  be  forgot  I 
Clean  forgot  from  head  to  feei 
As  -■Vnadne  was  of  Crete. 

Scream,  little  bird  !  more  — more  !  and  whirl,  and  fetch 
me  my  lover ! 

In  Arcady  there  grows  a  flower. 
Stings  the  herds  with  subtle  power, 
Drives  them  mad  on  vale  and  hei^t : 
Would  1  had  that  flower  to-night ! 
Delphis  should  come  quick  to  me. 
Come,  whate'er  his  company ! 

Scream  for  me  still,  little  bird  !  scream  once,  and  ca 
my  lover ! 
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Delphis  left  this  gift  with  me : 
In  the  fire  I  fling  it.    See  ! 
Bum  it  red  and  bum  it  black, 
Angry  hissing  flames  !     Alack  ! 
It  leaps  away  —  he  '11  not  return  ! 
It  only  bumeth  as  I  bum, 
And  now  'tis  ashes,  pale  and  grey, 
As  pale  as  I  grow  day  by  day. 


ream  ere  you  die,  little  bird !  one  cry  to  call  me  my 
lover ! 


Lizards  green  and  gold  I  take 

(Mighty  magic  this  will  make). 

Slit  them  down  firom  chin  to  tail, 

Squeeze  their  cold  blood,  cold  and  pale. 

Thestylis,  take  this  to-morrow 

(It  can  work  him  bliss  or  sorrow), 

Lay  it  on  his  threshold  stone, 

Spit  to  the  left,  and  say  alone, 

"  She  whose  heart  you  tread  on  here 

Charms  you,  Delphis  1     Love  to  fear !  '* 
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Dead  ate  you,  poor  litde  foot?  aad  foa  cndd  not  iMing 
me  my  lover  I 

Ah,  me  I  what  shall  I  do?    Alme^  alone  I — 

I  '11  think  the  stoiy  over  of  117  love, 

How  it  began — what  made  the  tweet  pain  cone. 

It  was  the  day  Anam  wai  to  walk 

Bearing  the  basket  for  great  Aitemii, 

With  striped  and  spotted  beasts  in  tbe  procemna 

Oh  I  —  and  yourecoQect — a  lioness  I 

Lady  Moon  !  listen  and  pity  !  and  help  me,  bringing  nj' 

lover ! 

And  my  old  Thracian  nurse,  Theucharila 
Came  —  you  remember  —  teasing,  tempttDg  me 
To  go  and  sec  them  pass,  and  so  I  went- 
O  fool !  I  went  wearing  the  yellow  bodice. 
And  Clearista's  purple  train  from  Tyre. 

Lady  Moon !  listen  and  pity,  and  say  where  tames  my 
lover ! 
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And  when  we  came  hard  by  where  Lycon  lives 
Upon  the  paved  way,  there  I  saw  him  first, 
Delphis,  with  Eudamippus  —  oh,  you  know  ! 
His  hair  danced  back  from  off  his  brow,  like  sprays 
Of  bright  amaracus,  when  the  west  wind  blows, 
And  all  his  neck,  flushed  with  the  heat  of  the  games. 
Shone  as  thou  shinest,  Moon  1  but  rosier  pearl ! 

ady  Moon  !  Lady  Moon,  listen,  and  pity,  and  bring  me 
my  lover !  ^ 

I  saw  him  —  looked  !  loved  !  oh,  my  foolish  eyes  ! 

Oh  me  !  the  coward  color  of  my  cheeks  ! 

Oh,  heart  that  straight  went  mad  !     I  did  not  mark 

Those  tame  beasts  any  more ;  how  I  came  home 

I  cannot  call  to  mind ;  you  know  I  lay 

Ten  days  and  nights  indoors,  and  never  rose. 

ady  Moon  !  sweet  pale  Moon !  have  mercy,  and  bring 
me  this  lover ! 

I  grew  as  pale  —  as  white  as  thapsus-wood  ! 
Say  if  I  braided  up  my  hair,  or  sang  ! 
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Say  if  I  grew  not  to  a  ghost,  with  thinking  ! 
When  was  the  day  you  sought  not  who  he  was. 
Where  was  the  crone  we  did  not  plague  for  charms 

To  bring  hiin?     All  in  vain  ;  lie  never  came  1 


.,  Moon  !  hide  r 
and  pity  ! 


t  thy  fact:.     Oh,  white  Moon  !  listen 


So  I  grew  sick  with  waiting,  and  I  said, 

"Ah,  Thestylis,  help  !  —  heal  me,  or  I  die  ! 

"This  Greek  boy  hath  bewitched  me.    Go,  my  friend  I 

"  Watch  at  the  gateway  of  the  wrestling-school. 

"  He  comelh  ihere,  !  think,  to  play  or  sit. 

Silver-faced  Queen  of  the  Sfars,  thou  know'st  we  are  not 
as  immorlais ! 


"  And  when  he  is  alone,  whisper  full  soft 
"  And  say,  '  Simcelha  bids  Uiee  come,'  and  then 
"  If  he  mil,  bring  him  I "    So  you  went  and  came 
Bringing  my  love  to  me.     But  when  I  heard 
His  sandals  on  the  step,  and  saw  his  face  — 
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Lady  Moon  !  hear  this  now,  and  pity,  and  shine  while  I 
tell  you  ! 

And  saw  his  face,  I  turned  as  cold  as  snow, 
And  tears  —  I  wot  not  why  —  sprang  to  my  lids, 
And  how  to  speak  I  knew  not ;  not  so  much 
As  little  children  startled  in  the  night, 
That  sob,  and  know  it  is  all  well  —  but  sob. 
And  will  not  stint  even  for  their  mother's  voice. 
I  was  as  dumb  as  dead  things,  Thestylis. 

Queen  of  the  planets  and  stars !  forgive,  and  listen,  and 
pity! 

For  he  with  a  bright  gladness  —  not  too  bold  — 
Entered ;  and  looked  hard  once,and  then  looked  down, 
And  sat  against  my  feet ;  and  sitting,  said, 
Only  so  litde,  sweet  Simoetha  !  thou 
Hast  been  the  first  to  speak  —  as  I  was  first 
Against  Philinus  in  the  race  to-day,  — 


ft 


li 


« 


^Vhite-sandalled  Mistress  of  Night !  have  patience,  and 
hear  me  and  help  me. 
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"  I  should  have  come,  I  swear  it  by  my  head  1 
"  To-morrow  at  the  dusk.     I  meant  to  bring 
"  Some  choice  rose-apples  in  my  breast.     Mayhap 
"  You  love  them ;  and  a  crown  of  poplar  leaves 
"  Twisted  witii  rajTtle-buds  and  tied  with  red ; 

Lady  Moon,  where  is  he  now  ?  so  soft,  so  gentle,  so  lickle  ! 

"  And  if  you  had  seemed  kind  I  should  have  spoke. 

"  I  was  not  hopeless,  for  I  won  the  prize 

"  At  running,  and  the  maidens  call  roe  ffur. 

"  The  one  prize  I  have  longed  for  since  the  feast 

"  Was  once  to  loucii  the  god  of  those  dear  lips  ; 

"Then  I  could  rest  —  not  else  !    But  had  you  ftxjwned, 

"  And  bade  me  go,  and  barred  your  door  on  me, 

"  Oh,  Sweet  I  I  think  I  should  have  come  with  lamps 

"  And  axes,  and  have  stolen  you  like  gold  I 

Lady  Moon,  where  is  he  now  ?  so  gentle,  so  earnest,  so 

winning! 


"  How  shall  I,"  he  went  on.  "  thank  llie  gods  first, 
"And  next  you  —  you  I  the  queen  and  life  of  mel 
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"  My  kindest  love  —  who  badst  me  hither  come 
"  When  I  did  bum  for  leave  —  yea !  for  I  think 
"  Hephaestus  hath  no  flame  like  Eros  lights  ! " 

Lady  Moon,  look  out  of  heaven,  and  find  him,  and  bring 
him  for  pity. 

So  he  spake,  low  and  fair,  and  I,  alas  ! 

What  could  I  do,  but  reach  my  hand  to  him. 

And  let  him  take  it,  and'take  me,  and  have 

The  kiss  he  sued  for,  and  another  such  ? 

My  cheeks  were  white  no  more,  nor  my  heart  sad. 

Nor  any  trouble  left ;  but  we  sat  close. 

And  the  soft  talk  bubbled  from  lip  to  lip 

Like  fountains  in  the  roses.     All  that  time, 

And  many  a  time  we  sat  so  :  never  once 

He  failed  to  keep  his  word,  and  never  once 

Left,  save  with  lingering  foot.     But  one  ill  day 

He  did  not  come,  and  then  it  was  I  heard 

Stories,  that  vexed  me,  of  another  love  : 

Melixa*s  mother,  and  the  harp-player 

Told  me  —  and  both  are  friends  —  he*d  come  no  more, 

And  that  his  house  was  loud  with  pipes  and  songs. 
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And  gay  with  crowns,  not  woven  now  for  me. 
Oh,  Thestylis  !  twelve  days  ago  this  was, 
And  never  have  I  seen  him  since  that  day, 
And  never  shall,  unless  my  magic  works  r 
Therefore  blow  up  ihe  flame,  and  whirl  the  wheel  ! 

Lady  Moon  I  speed  this  sfiell ;  and  fetch  me  my  f 
hearted  lover. 


Speed  this  spell !  if  it  brings  you, 
Delphis,  love  shall  live  anew  ; 
If  in  vain  I  watch  and  wait, 
Delphis,  love  will  turn  lo  hate  ! 
Subtle  dnigs  I  treasure  here, 
Dnigs  of  awful  force  and  fear : 
A  Syrian  witch  culled  diese  for  me 
In  lonely  cavenis  by  the  sea. 
Delphis,  if  I  brew  this  drink 
It  will  send  yon,  as  I  think, 
Down  lo  Hades'  gate,  to  seek 
A  sweeter  lip,  a  fairer  check. 
Oh,  Moon  !  spare  me  this  at  last ! 
Oh,  Moon  I  speed  it  —  if  I  must. 


i 
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And  now  farewell !  for  one  day  more 
I  wait,  and  love  him  as  before  ! 
Farewell,  pale  Moon,  and  planets  bright. 
Watchers  with  me  this  silent  night! 

From  THEocRrrus. 


LAMENT    OF    ADONIS. 

Woe  is  me  for  Adonis  !  gone  dead  is  the  comely  Adonis  ! 
Dead  is  the  god-like  Adonis  !  the  young  Loves  wail  for 

him,  ai !  ai ! 
Sleep  no  more,  wrapped  in  thy  mantles  of  Tyrian,  lady  of 

Cyprus ! 
Rise,  don  thy  raiment  of  azure,  pale  mourner,  and  beat  on 

thy  bosom ! 
Tell  out  thy  sorrow  to  all  —  he  is  dead,  thy  darling 

Adonis. 

Ai !   ai !  wail  for  Adonis  !  —  tlje  young   Loves  wail  for 
him,  ai !  ai !  'i\ 

Hurt  on  the  hill  lies  Adonis  the  beautiful ;  torn  with  the  " 
boar's  tusk. 
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Tom  on  the  ivoiy  thigh  widi  the  ivoiy  tnsk,  his  b^ 

gasping 
Anguishes  Cypris'  soul :  the  daik  biood  trickles  in  riven 
Down  from  his  snowy  side — his  eyes  are  dDeamily  dii 

ming 
Under  their  lids;  and  the  rose  leaves  his  lip^  and  A» 

kisses  upon  it 
Fade,  and  wax  fainter,  and  fiuntest^  and  die^  befisv^"'^*^ 

Cypris  can  snatch  them ; 
Dear  to  the  Goddess  his  kiss,  though  it  be  not  the  kni 

the  living ; 
Dear  —  but  Adonis  wists  nought  of  the  moaA  that  kia 

him  a-dying. 


Ai !  ai  1  wail  for  Adonis  I  — ai !  ai !  say  the  LCives 

Adonis. 
Cruel !  ah,  cruel  the  wound  on  the  thigh  of  the  hunter^  -^^r 

Adonis, 
Yet  in  her  innermost  heart  a  deeper  wears  Queen  Cy^ — ^'^'' 

thera^a. 
Round  the  fair  dead  boy  his  hounds  pace,  dismally  howl-- —  ™" 

ing; 
Round  him  the  hill-spirits  weep;   but   chiefest    of  all^^-^ 
Aphrodite, 


I 
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Letting  her  bright  hair  loose,  goes  wild  through  the  depths 

of  the  forest 
Passionate,  panting,   unkempt;    with    feet    unsandalled, 

whose  beauty 
Thorn-bushes  tear  as  she  passes,  and  drip  with  the  b1 

of  the  Goddess. 
Bitterly  bitterly  wailing,  down  all  the  long  hollows  she 

hurries, 
Calling  him  Husband  and  Love  —  her  Boy '—  her  Syrian 

Hunter. 
Meantime  dead  in  his  gore  lieth  he  —  from  groin  unto 

shoulder 
Bloody ;  from  breast  to  thigh ;   the  fair  young  flank  of 

Adonis, 
Heretofore  white  as  the  snow,  dull  now,  and  dabbled  with 

purple. 

Ai !    ai !    woe   for  Adonis !    the   Loves   say,   "  woe    for 

Adonis !  " 
That  which  hath  killed  her  sweet  lover  hath  killed  a  grace 

which  was  god-like  ! 
Perfect  the  grace  seemed  of  Cypris  so  long  as  Adonis 

was  living ; 
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Gone  is  her  beauty   now  —  ai !    ai !    gone   dead  with 

Adonis : 
All  the  hills  echo  it  —  all  the  oaks  wliisper  it,  **  Ah,  for 

Adonis ! " 
Even  the  river-waves  ripple  the  sorrows  of  sad  Aphrodite, 
Even  the  springs  on  the  hills  drop  tears  for  the  hunter 

Addhis ; 
Yea,  and  the  rose-leaves  are  redder  for  grief;  for  the  grief 

Cytheraea 
Tells  in  the  hollow  dells,  ahd  utters  to  townland  and 

woodland. 

Ai !  ai !  Lady  of  Cyprus,  "  Lo !  dead  is  my  darling 
Adonis ! " 

Echo  answers  thee  back,  "  Oh !  dead  is  thy  darling 
Adonis." 

Who,  good  sooth,  but  would  say,  Ai !  ai !  for  her  passion- 
ate story  ? 

When  that  she  saw  and  knew  the  wound  of  Adonis  —  the 
death-wound  — 

Saw  the  blood  come  red  from  the  gash,  and  the  white 
thigh  a-waning. 

Wide  outraught  she  her  arms,  and  cried,  "  Ah  !  stay,  my 
Adonis  ! 
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Stay  for  me,  ill-starred  love  !  —  stay  !  stay  !  till  I  take  thee 
the  last  time, 

Hold  thee  and  fold  thee,  and  lips  meet  lips,  and  mingle 
together. 

Rouse  thee  —  a  littie,  Adonis  1  kiss  back  for  the  last  time, 
beloved ! 

Kiss  me  —  kiss  me  —  only  so  long  as  the  life  of  a  kiss  is  ! 

So  I  may  suck  from  thy  soii  to  my  mouth,  to  my  inner- 
most heart-beat. 

All  the  breath  of  thy  life,  and  take  the  last  of  its  love  spell 

Unto  the  uttermost    end  —  one   kiss !    I  will  tenderly 
ke«p  it 

As  I  did  thee,  my  Adonis,  sith   thou  dost  leave  me, 
Adonis ! 

Far  thou  dost  go  and  for  long  —  thou  goest  to  the  region 
of  shadows. 

Unto  a  hateful  and  pitiless  Power,  and  I,  the  unhappy, 

lAve  !  and  alack  !  am  a  goddess,  and  cannot  die  and  go 
after; 

Take  thou  my  spouse,  dark  Queen,  have  here  my  hus- 
band, as  thou  art 

Stronger  by  far  than  I,  and  to  thee   goetn  an  that  is 
goodly. 
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Utterly  haplets  my.  late,  aoduUe^faiv^MBiqf  gocf  K 
Weeping  my  love  who  is  dead,  and  htfiag  the  fkte  dnt 

hath  slain  chilli. 
Fled  is  my  joy,  like  a  dream ;  thou  »t  deid*  tbrioB  loftfy 

and  longed  &>rl 
QuecD  Cythenea  is  widowed — die  Love*  im  nj  boweis 

are  idle  — 
Gone  my  charmed  girdle  with  tlneej  wi^,  iwh  oo^ 

went'st  thou  a-hunting? 
Had  wert  thou,  bdng  so  &ir,  to  tattdk  dwe  with  bevh 

of  the  forest." 

So  grieved  the  Lady  of  Cyprus  —  the  young  Loves  wept 

for  her  sorrow. 
Saying  "  Ai !  ai  1   Cythercea  !   gone  dead  is  her  darling 

Adonis." 
iJrop  by  drop  as  the  hunter  bleeds,  the  tears  of  the  God- 
Fall  and  blend  w-ith  the  blood,  and  both  on  the  ground 

become  flowers ; 
Rose-blossoms  grow  from  the  blood,  and  wind-hlies  out  of 

the  teir-drops. 

Ai !  ai !   comely  Adonis  —  gone  dead   is  the   god-like 

Adonis ; 
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Wander  no  longer  bewailing  in  glade  and  in  thicket,  sad 

lady! 
Fair  is  his  bed  of  leaves,  and  fragrant  the  couch  where 

thy  dead  lies, 
Dead,  but  as  lovely  as  life  —  yea,  dead  —  but  as  lovely  as 

sleep  is ; 
Lap  him  in  mantles  of  silk  —  such  robes  as  he  once  took 

delight  in 
When  by  thy  side  he  passed  in  caresses  the  stason  of 

starbeams. 
Lulled  on  a  couch  of  gold  —  though  dead,  the  raiments 

become  him ; 
Heap  on  him  garlands  and  blossoms  and  buds,  entomb 

them  together ; 
When  that  Adonis  died,  the  flowers  died  too,  and  were 

withered  ! 
Rain  on  him  perfumes  and  odors,  shed  myrtle  and  spices 

upon  him ; 
Let  all  delightful  things  die  and  go  with  him,  for  dead  is 

the  dearest. 
So  lies  he  lovely,  in  death-shroud  of  purple,  the  fair  young 

Adonis ; 

Round  about  his  couch  the  Loves  go  piteously  wailing, 

16 
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Tearing  tbeir  hair  for  Adunis ;  and  one  has  chstge  ttf  1^ 


One  of  his  polnhed  bow,  and  one  of  tut  i 
quiver; 

One  unclasps  his  sandal,  and  oae  la  a  mter-pot  golden 

Brings  bright  water  to  lave  hia  limba,  and  one  at  ttie  bier 
head 

Fans  with  her  pinions  the  focdiead  and  eya  of  die  deep- 
ing Adonis. 

Ah !  but  for  Cypris  herself  the  young  Loves  sottoit  the 

sorect ; 
Quenched  are  the  marriage-lamps  in  the  halls  of  the  God 

Hymeiueus, 
Scattered  his  marriage  crowns ;  no  more  he  sings,  "  Hy- 
men, oh  I  Hymen," 
"  Hymen ! "  no  more  is  the  song  he  goes  singii^,  but 

evermore  ai !  ai ! 
"  Ah,  for  Adonis,"  he  cries,  and  "  Ah  I "  say  the  Graces, 

"Adonis!" 
More  than  the  marriage-god  even,  they  weep  for  the 

Syrian  huntsman. 
One  to  the  other  still  saying,  "  Dead  —  dead  is  the  lovely 

Adonis ! " 
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All  the  nine  Muses  bewail  —  but  he  hears  no  more  music 

and  singing. 
Nay,  not  if  that  he  would ;  Fate  holds  him  fast  and  for 

ever. 

Cease,  Cythenea,  thy  sobs ;  a  little  while  rest  from  thine 
anguish, 
Soon  must  thy  tears  flow  again,  and  again  comes  the 
season  of  sorrow. 

From  Bion. 


PRAYER    TO    THE    MUSES. 

Glory  and  praise  to  those  sweet  lamps  of  earth. 
The  nine  fair  Daughters  of  Almighty  Jove, 

Who  all  the  passage  dark  to  death  from  birth 

Lead  wandering  souls  >vith  their  bright  beamSiOf  love. 

Through  cares  of  mortal  life,  through  pain  and' woe. 
The  tender  solace  of  their  counsel  saves ; 

The  healing  secrets  of  their  songs  forego 

Despair ;  and  when  we  tremble  at  the  waves 
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On  life's  wild  sea  of  mink  inocsidtiide. 
Their  gentle  touch  upcm  the  hehn  ii  prened. 

Their  hand  points  oat  die  beioon-fitv  of  good. 
Where  we  shall  make  our  haibor,  and  have  rest  — 

The  planet  of  our  home  wherefrom  we  ^1, 
Allured  by  this  poor  show  of  lower  thiqg% 

Tempted  among  earth's  dull  deceits  to  dwell : 
But  oh  !  great  Sisters,  hear  his  prayer  who  singSt 

And  calm  the  restless  flutter  of  his  breast, 

And  fill  him  with  the  thirst  for  wisdom's  stream  ; 

Nor  ever  suffer  earthly  sights  unblest 
To  turn  his  vision  from  the  eternal  beam. 

Ever  and  ever  higher,  from  the  throng 
lawless  and  witless,  lead  his  feet  aright 

Life's  perils  and  perplexities  among, 
To  the  white  centre  of  the  sacred  light. 

Feed  him  with  food  of  that  rich  fruit  which  grows 
On  stems  of  splendid  learning  —  dower  him  still 

With  gifts  of  eloquence  to  vanquish  those 

Who  err  : — let  soft  persuasion  change  their  will. 
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Hear,  heavenly  Sisters,  hear !  oh,  ye  who  know 
The  winds  of  wisdom's  sea,  the  course  to  steer ; 

Wlio  light  the  flame  that  lightens  all  below. 
And  bring  the  spirits  of  the  perfect  there 

Where  the  immortals  are,  when  this  life's  fever 
Is  left  behind  as  a  dread  gulf  o'erpassed  ; 

And  souls,  like  mariners,  escaped  for  ever. 
Throng  on  the  happy  foreland,  saved  at  last. 

So  bring,  high  Muses  !  open  me  the  scroll 
Where  Truth  is  writ  in  characters  of  fire ; 

Roll  from  my  eyes  the  mists  of  life  —  oh  !  roll. 
That  I  may  have  my  spirit's  deep  desire, 

Discerning  the  divine  in  undivine. 

The  god  in  man  —  the  life  of  me  in  death  ; 

Nor  let  dire  powers  pluck  this  soul  of  mine 

From  its  most  precious  hope  —  to  merge  beneath 

Deep  floods  of  black  oblivion,  far  from  bliss, 

From  light,  from  wisdom  —  never  let  their  doom 

Shut  my  lost  soul  in  such  despair  as  this, 
My  soul  that  is  so  weary  of  the  gloom  ! 
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But  hear  ami  help,  yc  wise  and  shining  Nine  I 
I  yeani  and  strive  towards  your  heavenly  side ; 

Teach  me  the  secret  of  the  mystic  sign, 

Give  me  the  lore  that  guards,  the  words  thit  giwilt. 
From  PnoiiJi 


THS 


.IGHT   OF    ASIA; 


OR, 


THE  GREAT  RENUNCIATION 


(MAHABHINISHKRAMANA). 


BEING 


Tm  LIFE  AND  TEACHING  OP  GAUTAMA, 


prince  of  InDii  anH  JonnHfr  of  K^uHliliUm 


(AS    TOLD    IN    VERSE    BY    AN    INDIAN    BUDDHIST). 


PREFACE. 


In  the  following  Poem  I  have  sought,  by  the  medium 
of  an  imaginary  Buddhist  votary,  to  depict  the  life  and 
character  and  indicate  the  philosophy  of  that  noble 
hero  and  reformer.  Prince  Gautama  of  India,  the 
founder  of  Buddhism. 

A  generation  ago  little  or  nothing  was  known  in 
Europe  of  this  great  faith  of  Asia,  which  had  never- 
theless existed  during  twenty-four  centuries,  and  at  this 
day  surpasses,  in  the  number  of  its  followers  and  the 
area  of  its  prevalence,  any  other  form  of  creed.  Four 
hundred  and  seventy  millions  of  our  race  live  and  die  in 
the  tenets  of  Gautama ;  and  the  spiritual  dominions  of 
this  ancient  teacher  extend,  at  the  present  time,  from 
Nepaul  and  Ceylon  over  the  whole  Eastern  Peninsula 
to  China,  Japan,  Thibet,  Central  Asia,  Siberia,  and 
even  Swedish  Lapland.  India  itself  might  fairly  be 
included  in  this  magnificent  empire  of  belief,  for 
though  the  profession  of  Buddhism  has  for  the  most 
part  passed  away  from  the  land  of  its  birth,  the  mark 
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of  Gautama's  sublime  teaching  is  stamped  ineSaceaUy 
upon  modern  Brahmanism,  and  the  most  characteristic 
habits  and  convictions  of  the  Hindus  are  clearly  doe 
to  the  benign  influence  of  Buddha's  precepts.    More 
than  a  third  of  mankind,  therefore,  owe  their  moral 
and   religious  ideas  to  this  illustrious  prince,  whose 
personality,  though  imperfectly  revealed  in  the  existing 
sources  of  information,  cannot  but  appear  the  highest, 
gentlest,  holiest,  and  most  beneficentf  with  one  txoep' 
tion,  in  the  history  of  Thought    Discordant  in  frequent 
particulars,  and  sorely  overlaid  by  comiptions»  inven- 
tions, and  misconceptions,  the  Buddhistiqal  books  yet 
agree  in  the  one  point  of  recording  nothing  —  no  single 
act  or  word — which  mars  the  perfect  purity  and  tender- 
ness of  this  Indian  teacher,  who  united  the  truest  prince- 
ly quahties  with  the  intellect  of  a  sage  and  the  pas- 
sionate devotion  of  a  martyr.     Even  M.  Barth^lemy  St. 
Hilaire,  totally  misjudging,  as  he  does,  many  points  of 
Buddhism,  is  well  cited  by  Professor  Max  Miiller  as 
saying  of  Prince  Siddartha,  "  Sa  vie  n*a  point  de  tache. 
Son  constant  h^roi'sme  ^gale  sa  conviction ;  et  si  la 
theorie  qu'il  prdconise  est  fausse,  les  exemples  person- 
nels qu'il  donne  sont  irr^prochables.     II  est  le  modele 
achev^  de  toutcs  les  vertu*  qu*il  preche ;  son  abnega- 
tion, sa  charity,  son  inalterable  douceur  ne  se  dtSmentent 
point  un  seul  instant.  ...  II  prepare  silencieusement 
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sa  doctrine  par  six  ann^es  de  retraite  et  de  meditation  ; 
il  la  propage  par  la  seule  puissance  de  la  parole  et  de 
la  persuasion  pendant  plus  d'un  demi-siecle,  et  quand 
il  meurt  entre  les  bras  de  ses  disciples,  c^est  avec  la 
s^r^nite  d'un  sage  qui  a  pratique  le  bien  toute  sa  vie, 
et  qui  est  assure  d*avoir  trouv^  le  vrai."  To  Gautama 
has  consequently  been  given  this  stupendous  conquest 
of  humanity ;  and  —  though  he  discountenanced  ritual, 
and  declared  himself,  even  when  on  the  threshold  of 
Nirvana,  to  be  only  what  all  other  men  might  become 
—  the  love  and  gratitude  of  Asia,  disobeying  his  man- 
date, have  given  him  fervent  worship.  Forests  of  flowers 
are  daily  laid  upon  his  stainless  shrines,  and  countless 
millions  of  lips  daily  rep)eat  the  formula,  "  I  take  refuge 
in  Buddha ! " 

The  Buddha  of  this  poem — if,  as  need  not  be  doubted, 
he  really  existed  —  was  bom  on  the  borders  of  Nepaul, 
about  620  B.C.,  and  died  about  543  b.c.  at  Kusinagara 
in  Oudh.  In  point  of  age,  therefore,  most  other  creeds 
are  youthful  compared  with  this  venerable  religion,  which 
has  in  it  the  eternity  of  a  universal  hope,  the  immortal- 
it^'  of  a  boundless  love,  an  indestructible  element  of  faith 
in  final  good,  and  the  proudest  assertion  ever  made  of 
human  freedom.  The  extravagances  which  disfigure 
the  record  and  practice  of  Buddhism  are  to  be  referred 
to  that  inevitable  degradation  which  priesthoods  always 


inflict  upon  great  ideas  committed  to  their  charge.  The 
power  and  sublimity  of  Gautama's  original  doctrines 
should  be  estimated  by  their  influence,  not  by  their  in- 
terpreters ;  nor  by  that  innocunt  but  lazy  and  cert 
monious  church  which  has  arisen  on  the  foundations ol 
(he  Buddhistic  Brotherhood  or  "Sangha." 

I  have  put  my  poem  into  a  Buddhist's  mouth,  becinKi 
to  appreciate  the  spirit  oi  Asiatic  thoughts,  they  ^ould 
be    regarded   from    the    Oriental    point   ot    view;  and 
neither  the  miracles  which  consecrate  this  record,  noi     J 
the  philosophy  which   it   embodies,  could  have  btt"    I 
otheiAvise    so    naturally  reproduced.     The    doctrine  of 
Transmigration,  for    instance  —  startling    to    modem 
minds — was  established  and  thoroughly  accepted  lij 
ihe  Hindus  of  Buddha's  time ;  that  pteriod  when  Jerusa- 
lem was  being  taken  by  Nebuchadnezzar;  when  Ninerth 
was  falling  to  the  Medes,  and  Marseilles  was  founded 
by  the  Phocieans.     The  exposition  here  offered  of  s* 
antique  a  system  is  of  necessity  incomplete,  and — *** 
obedience  lo  the  laws  of  poetic  art  —  passes  rapidly  ^^ 
many  matters  philosophically  most  important,  as  w^ 
as  over  the  long  ministry  of  Gautama.     &it  my  purpt^*^ 
has  been  obtained  if  any  just  conception  be  here  cc^  * 
veyed  of  the  lofty  character  of  this  noble  prince,  and     ^ 
the  general  purport  of  his  doctrines.     As  to  these  the:  *^ 
has  arisen  prodigious  controversy  among  the  erudi** 
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who  will  be  aware  that  I  have  taken  the  imperfect 
Buddhistic  citations  much  as  they  stand  in  Spence 
Hardy's  work,  and  have  also  modified  more  than  one 
passage  in  the  received  narratives.  The  views,  how- 
ever, here  indicated  of  "Nirvana,"  "Dharma,**  "Karma," 
and  the  other  chief  features  of  Buddhism,  are  at  least 
the  fruits  of  considerable  study,  and  also  of  a  firm  con- 
viction that  a  third  of  mankind  would  never  have  been 
brought  to  believe  in  blank  abstractions,  or  in  Nothing- 
ness as  the  issue  and  crown  of  Being. 

Finally,  in  reverence  to  the  illustrious  Promulgator 
of  this  "  Light  of  Asia,"  and  in  homage  to  the  many 
eminent  scholars  who  have  devoted  noble  labors  to  his 
memory,  for  which  both  repose  and  ability  are  wanting 
to  me,  I  beg  that  the  shortcomings  of  my  too-hurried 
study  may  be  forgiven.  It  has  been  composed  in  the 
brief  intervals  of  days  without  leisure,  but  is  inspired 
by  an  abiding  desire  to  aid  in  the  better  mutual  knowl- 
edge of  East  and  West.  The  time  may  come,  I  hope, 
when  this  book  and  my  "  Indian  Song  of  Songs  "  will 
preserve  the  memory  of  one  who  loved  India  and  the 
Indian  peoples. 

EDWIN   ARNOLD,    C.S.I. 

London,  JtUy^  1879. 
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Booit  ifie  jFirst 


The  Scripture  of  the  Saviour  of  the  Worlds 
Lord  Buddha  —  Prince  Sidddrtha  styled  on  earth 
In  Earth  and  Heavens  and  Hells  Incomparable^ 
All-honored^  Wisest^  Best^  most  Pitiful ; 
The  Teacher  of  Nirvdna  and  the  Law. 


Thus  came  he  to  be  born  again  for  men. 


telow  the  highest  sphere  four  Regents  sit 
VTio  rule  our  world,  and  under  them  are  zones 
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Nearer,  but  high,  where  saintliesl  spirits  dead 
Wail  thrice  ten  thousand  years,  then  live  again  ; 
And  on  Lord  Buddha,  waiting  in  that  sky, 
Came  for  oui  sakes  the  five  sure  signs  of  birth 
So  that  the  Devas  knew  the  signs,  and  said 
"  Buddha  will  go  again  to  help  the  World." 
"  Yea ! "  spake  He,  "  now  I  go  to  help  the  World  | 
Tliis  last  of  many  times ;  for  birth  and  death 
End  hence  for  me  and  those  who  learn  my  Lsw. 
I  will  go  down  among  the  Sakyas, 
Under  the  southward  snows  of  Hitnalay, 
Where  pious  people  tivc  and  a  just  King." 


That  night  the  wife  of  King  Suddh6dana, 
Maya  the  Queen,  asleep  beside  her  Lord, 
Dreamed  a  strange  dream ;    dreamed  that  a  i 

heaven  — 
Splendid,  six-rayed,  in  color  rosy-pearl. 
Whereof  the  token  was  an  Elephant 
Six-tusked  and  whiter  than  Vahuk^'s  milk  — 
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Shot  through  the  void  and,  shining  into  her, 
Entered  her  womb  upon  the  right.     Awaked, 
Bliss  beyond  mortal  mother's  filled  her  breast, 
And  over  half  the  earth  a  lovely  light 

Forewent  the  mom.    The  strong  hills  shook  ;  the  waves 

» 

Sank  lulled  ;  all  flowers  that  blow  by  day  came  forth 
As  'twere  high  noon  ;  down  to  the  farthest  hells 
Fussed  the  Queen's  joy,  as  when  warm  sunshine  thrills 
Wood-glooms  to  gold,  and  into  all  the  deeps 
A  tender  whisper  pierced.     "  Oh  ye,"  it  said, 
"  The  dead  that  are  to  live,  the  live  who  die. 
Uprise,  and  hear,  and  hope  !    Buddha  is  come  !  " 
Whereat  in  Limbos  numberless  much  peace 

Spread,  and  the  world's  heart  throbbed,  and  a  wind  blew 

With  unknown  freshness  over  lands  and  seas. 

And  when  the  morning  dawned,  and  this  was  told, 

The  grey  dream-readers  said  "  The  dreanj  is.  good  ! 

The  Crab  is  in  conjunction  with  the  Sun  ; 

The  Queen  shall  bear  a  boy,  a  holy  child 

Of  wondrous  wisdom,  profiting  all  flesh. 
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Wlio  shall  dfliver  men  from  ignorance. 
Or  rult  ilie  world,  if  he  will  dieign  to  rule." 

In  this  wise  was  the  huly  Buddha  bora. 


Queen  Maya  stood  at  noon,  her  days  fulfilled. 

Under  a  Palsa  in  the  Palace -grounds, 

A  stately  trunk,  straight  as  a  temple-shaft. 

With  crown  of  glossy  leaves  and  fragrant  blooms ;  i 

And,  knowing  the  time  come  —  for  all  things  Vaey 

The  conscious  tree  bent  down  its  boughs  to  make  4 

A  bower  about  Queen  Maya's  majesty. 

And  Elarth  put  forth  a  thousand  sudden  flowers 

To  spread  a  coui:h,  while,  ready  for  the  bath. 

The  rock  hard  by  gave  out  a  limpid  stream 

Of  crystal  flow.     So  brought  she  forth  her  child 

Pangless  —  he  having  on  his  |>erfecl  form 

Tlie  marks,  thirty  and  two,  of  blessed  birth ; 

Of  which  the  great  news  to  the  Palace  came. 

But  ivlien  they  brought  tlie  painted  palanqrun 
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To  fetch  him  home,  the  bearers  of  the  poles 
Were  the  four  Regents  of  the  Earth,  come  down 
From  Mount  Sumeru  —  they  who  write  men's  deeds 
On  brazen  plates  —  the  Angel  of  the  East, 
Whose  hosts  are  clad  in  silver  robes,  and  bear 
Targets  of  pearl :  the  Angel  of  the  South, 
Whose  horsemen,  the  Kumbhandas,  ride  blue  steeds, 
With  sapphire  shields :  the  Angel  of  the  West, 
By  Nagas  followed,  riding  steeds  blood-red. 
With  coral  shields :  the  Angel  of  the  North, 
Environed  by  his  Yakshas,  all  in  gold. 
On  yellow  horses,  bearing  shields  of  gold. 
These,  with  their  pomp  invisible,  came  down 
And  took  the  poles,  in  caste  and  outward  garb 
Like  bearers,  yet  most  mighty  gods ;  and  gods 
Walked  free  with  men  that  day,  though  men  knew  not : 
For  Heaven  was  filled  with  gladness  for  Earth's  sake. 
Knowing  Lord  Buddha  thus  was  come  again. 

But  King  Suddhddana  wist  not  of  this ; 
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The  porlents  troubled,  till  his  dream- raadcre 

Augured  a  Prince  of  earthly  domioance, 

A  Chakravartin.  such  as  rise  to  nile 

Once  in  each  thousand  years;  seven  gifts  he  h 

"ITie  Chakra-ratna,  disc  divine  ;  the  gem  ; 

The  horse,  the  Aswa-rataa,  that  proud  steed 

Which  tramps  the  clouds  ;  a  snow-white  elepha 

The  Hasti-ratna,  bom  to  bear  his  King ; 

The  crafty  Minister,  the  General 

L'nconq acred,  and  the  wife  of  pccritss  grace, 

'ITie  Istrl-ratna,  lovelier  than  the  Dawn. 

For  which  gifts  looking  with  this  wondrous  boy. 

The  King  gave  order  that  his  town  should  keep 

High  festival ;  therefore  the  ways  were  swept, 

Rose-odors  sprinkled  in  the  street,  the  trees 

Were  hung  with  lamps  and  flags,  while  merry  crowds 

Gaped  on  the  sword-players  and  postureis, 

The  jugglers,  channers,  swingers,  rope-walkers. 

The  nautch-girls  in  their  spangled  skirts  and  bells 

That  chime  light  laughter  round  theur  restless  feet ; 
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The  masquers  wrapped  in  skins  of  bear  and  deer. 
The  tiger-tamers,  wrestlers,  quail-fighters, 
Beaters  of  drum  and  twanglers  of  the  wire, 
Who  made  the  people  happy  by  command. 
Moreover  from  afar  came  merchant-men. 
Bringing,  on  tidings  of  this  birth,  rich  gifts 
In  golden  trays ;  goat-shawls,  and  nard  and  jade, 
Tarkises,  "  evening-sky  "  tint,  woven  webs  — 
So  fine  twelve  folds  hide  not  a  modest  face  — 
Waist-cloths  sewn  thick  with  pearls,  and  satidal-wood ; 
Homage  from  tribute  cities  ;  so  they  called 
Their  Prince  Savarthasiddh,  "  All-Prospering," 
Briefer,  Siddartha. 

'Mongst  the. strangers  came 
A  grey-haired  saint,  Asita,  one  whose  ears, 
Long  closed  to  earthly  things,  caught  heavenly  sounds, 
And  heard  at  prayer  beneath  his  peepul-tree 
The  Devas  singing  songs  at  Buddha's  birth. 
Wondrous  in  lore  he  was  by  age  and  fasts ; 
Him,  drawing  nigh,  seeming  so  reverend. 


llie  King  saluted,  and  Queen  Ma)-a  made 
To  lay  her  babe  before  such  holy  feet ; 
But  when  he  saw  the  Prince  the  old  man  cried 
"  Ah,  Queen,  not  so  I  "  and  thereupon  he  touchet 
Eight  times  the  dust,  laid  his  waste  visage  there, 
Saying,  "  O  Babe  !  I  worship  1    Thou  an  He  1 
I  see  the  roHy  light,  the  foot-sole  marks, 
The  soft  curled  tendril  of  the  Swastika, 
The  sacred  primal  signs  thirty  and  two, 
The  eighty  lesser  tokens.    Thou  art  Buddh, 
And  thou  wilt  preach  the  Law  and  save  all  fksli 
Who  learn  the  Law,  though  I  shall  never  hear, 
Dying  too  soon,  who  lately  longed  to  die ; 
Howbeit  I  have  seen  Thee.     Know,  O  King  I 
This  is  that  Blossom  on  our  human  tree 
Which  opens  once  In  many  myriad  years  — 
But  opened,  fills  the  world  with  Wisdom's  scent 
And  Love's  dropped  honey ;  from  thy  royal  root 
A  Heavenly  Lotus  springs :  Ah,  happy  House  1 
Yet  not  all-happy,  for  a  sword  must  pierce 


I 
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•Thy  bowels  for  this  boy  —  whilst  thou,  sweet  Queen  ! 
Dear  to  all  gods  and  men  for  this  great  birth, 
Henceforth  art  grown  too  sacred  for  more  woe, 
And  life  is  woe,  therefore  in  seven  days 
Painless  thou  shalt  attain  the  close  of  pain." 

Which  fell :  for  on  the  seventh  evening 
Queen  Maya  smiling  slept,  and  waked  no  more, 
Passing  content  to  Trayastrinshas-Heaven, 
Where  countless  Devas  worship  her  and  wait 
Attendant  on  that  radiant  Motherhead. 
But  for  the  Babe  they  found  a  foster-nurse, 
Princess  Mahaprajapati  —  her  breast 
Nourished  with  noble  milk  the  lips  of  Him 
Whose  lips  comfort  the  Worlds. 

When  th*  eighth  year  passed 
The  careful  King  bethought  to  teach  his  son 
All  that  a  Prince  should  learn,  for  still  he  shunned 
ITie  too  vast  presage  of  those  miracles, 
The  glories  and  the  sufferings  of  a  Buddh. 
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So,  in  full  council  of  his  Mimsters, 
"Who  is  the  wisest  man,  great  sirs,"  he  asked, 
"  To  teach  my  Prince  that  which  a  Prince  should  kno* 
Whereto  gave  answer  each  with  instant  voice 
■■  Kiug  !  ViSwamilra  is  the  wisest  one. 
The  fanhest-seeu  in  Scriptures,  and  the  best 
la  learoing,  and  the  manual  arts,  and  all." 
Thus  Viswamitra  came  and  heard  commands 
And,  on  a  day  found  fortunate,  the  JMoce 
Took  up  his  siate  of  ox-red  saiidal-wood, 
AU-beaiitihed  by  gems  around  the  rim, 
And  spriiilded  smooth  with  dust  of  emery, 
TJicse  took  he,  and  his  writing-stick,  and  stood 
With  eyes  bent  down  before  the  Sage,  who  said, 
"  Child,  write  tliis  Scripture,"  speaking  slow  the  vers- 
"  Giiyatri "  named,  which  only  High-bom  hear  :— 
O/n,  tatsaviturvarenyam 
0  devasya  dhtmaht 
\a  prachoday&t. 


I 
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''Acharya,  I  write,"  meekly  replied 

The  Prince,  and  quickly  on  the  dust  he  drew  — 

Not  in  one  script,  but  many  characters  — 

The  sacred  verse  ;  Nagri  and  Dakshin,  Nf, 

Mangal,  Parusha,  Yava,  Tirthi,  Uk, 

Darad,  Sikhyani,  Mana,  Madhyachar, 

ITie  pictured  writings  and  the  speech  of  signs. 

Tokens  of  cave-men  and  the  sea-peoples, 

Of  those  who  worship  snakes  beneath  the  earth, 

And  those  who  flame  adore  and  the  sun's  orb, 

'VhQ  Magians  and  the  dwellers  on  the  mounds ; 

Of  ail  the  nations  all  strange  scripts  he  traced 

One  after  other  with  his  writing-stick, 

Reading  the  master's  verse  in  every  tongue ; 

And  Viswamitra  said,  "  It  is  enough, 

Let  us  to  numbers. 

After  me  repeat 
Your  numeration  till  we  reach  the  Lakh, 
One,  two,  three,  four,  to  ten,  and  then  by  tens 
To  hundreds,  thousands."     After  him  the  child 
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Named  digits,  decads,  centuries ;  nor  paused. 

The  round  lakli  reached,  but  softly  murmured  mM 

"  Then  conies  the  kfiti,  naliut,  ninnahut, 

Kliamba,  viskhamba,  atiab,  atUla, 

To  kumuds,  gundhikas,  and  utpalas, 

By  pundartkas  unto  padumas, 

Wliich  last  is  how  you  count  the  utmost  grains 

Of  Hastagiri  ground  to  finest  dusi ; 

But  beyond  that  a  numeration  is, 

The  Katha,  used  to  count  the  stars  of  night ; 

Tlie  K6ti- Katha,  for  the  ocean  drops ; 

Ingga,  the  calculus  of  circulars  ; 

Sarvanikchei>a,  by  the  which  you  deal 

With  all  the  sands  of  Gunga,  till  we  come 

To  Antah-Kalpas,  where  the  unit  is 

The  sands  of  ten  crore  Gungas.     If  one  seeks 

hfore  comprehensive  scale,  th'  arithmic  mounts 

By  the  Asankya,  which  is  the  tale 

Of  all  the  drops  that  in  ten  thousand  years 

Would  fall  on  all  the  worlds  by  daily  rain  ; 
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Tlience  unto  Maha  Kalpas,  by  the  which 

The  Gods  compute  their  future  and  their  past." 


"  Tis  good,"  the  Sage  rejoined,  *'  Most  noble  Prince, 
If  these  thou  know'st,  needs  it  that  I  should  teach 
The  mensuration  of  the  lineal  ?  " 
Humbly  the  boy  replied,  "  Acharya  ! " 
*'  Be  pleased  to  hear  me.     Paramanus  ten 
A  parasukshma  make ;  ten  of  those  build 
The  trasarene,  and  seven  trasarenes 
One  mote's-length  floating  in  the  beam,  seven  motes 
The  whisker-point  of  mouse,  and  ten  of  these 
One  likhya ;  likhyas  ten  a  yuka,  ten 
Yukas  a  heart  of  barley,  which  is  held 
Seven  times  a  wasp-waist ;  so  unto  the  grain 
Of  mung  and  mustard  and  the  barley-corn, 
Whereof  ten  give  the  finger-joint,  twelve  joints 
The  span,  wherefrom  we  reach  the  cubit,  staff, 
Bow-length,    lance-length ;      while    twenty    lenglhs    of 

* 

lance 


Mete  what  is  named 
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'  brtalli,'  which  is  to  say 


Such  s[iauc  as  man  may  stride  with  lungs  gnce  fiU( 

Whercora  gow  is  forty,  four  times  that 

A  y0j;ma ;  and,  Master  !  if  it  please, 

I  sliall  recite  how  many  sun-moles  Uc 

From  end  to  end  within  a  ySjana." 

Thereat,  with  instant  skill,  the  little  Prince 

Pronounced  the  total  ot'  the  atoms  true. 

But  Viswaniitra  heard  it  on  his  face 

IVostrate  before  the  boy ;  "  For  thou,"  he  cried, 

"  .^rt  Teacher  of  thy  teachers  —  thou,  not  I, 

Art  Gfirfl.     Oh,  I  worship  thee,  swcei  IVince  ! 

That  comest  to  my  school  only  to  show 

Thou  knowest  all  without  the  books,  and  know'st 

Fair  reverence  l>esides." 

Which  reverence 
Lord  Buddha  kept  to  all  his  schooltoasters. 
Albeit  beyond  their  teaming  taught ;  in  speech 
Right  gentle,  yet  so  wise  ;  princely  of  micm, 
Yet  sofUy- mannered ;  modest,  deferent. 
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And  tender-hearted,  though  of  fearless  blood ; 
No  bolder  horseman  in  the  youthful  band 
E'er  rode  in  gay  chase  of  the  shy  gazeUes ; 
No  keener  driver  of  the  chariot 
In  mimic  contest  scoured  the  Palace-courts; 
Yet  in  mid-play  the  boy  would  ofltimes  pause, 
Letting  the  deer  pass  free  ;  would  ofttimes  yield 
His  half-won  race  because  the  laboring  steeds 
Fetched  painful  breath ;  or  if  his  princely  mates 
Saddened  to  lose,  or  if  some  wistful  dream 
Swept  o'er  his  thoughts.     And  ever  with  the  years 
Waxed  this  compassionateness  of  our  Lord, 
Even  as  a  great  tree  grows  from  two  soft  leaves 
To  spread  its  shade  afar ;  but  hardly  yet 
Knew  the  young  child  of  sorrow,  pain,  or  tears, 
Save  as  strange  names  for  things  not  felt  by  kings. 
Nor  ever  to  be  felt.     But  it  befell 
In  the  Royal  garden  on  a  day  of  spring, 
A  flock  of  wild  swans  passed,  voyaging  north 
To  their  nest-places  on  Himala's  breast. 
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Calling  in  love-notts  ilown  iheir  snowy  line 
The  bright  birtis  flew,  by  fond  love  piloted ; 
And  Devadaiu,  cousin  of  the  Prince, 
Pointed  hi^  bow,  and  loosed  a  wilful  shaA 
Which  found  the  wide  wing  of  the  foreraosi  swan 
Broad-spread  to  glide  upon  the  free  blue  road, 
So  that  it  fell,  the  bitter  arrow  fixed, 
Bright  scarlet  blood-gouts  staining  ihe  pure  plumes 
Which  seeing,  Prince  Siddarilia  took  the  bird 
Tenderly  up,  rested  it  in  his  lap  — 
Siting  with  knees  crossed,  as  Lord  Buddha  sils  — 
And,  soothing  with  a  touch  the  wild  thing's  fright. 
Composed  its  ruffled  vans,  calmed  its  quick  heart. 
Caressed  it  into  peace  with  light  kind  palms 
As  son  as  plan  tain -leaves  an  hour  unrolled  ; 
And  while  the  left  haJid  held,  the  right  hand  drew 
The  cruel  steel  forth  from  the  wound  and  laid 
Cool  leaves  and  healing  honey  on  ibe  smart. 
Yet  all  so  little  knew  the  boy  of  pain 
That  curiously  into  bis  wrist  ho  pressed 
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The  arrow's  barb,  and  winced  to  feel  it  siing, 
And  turned  with  tears  to  soothe  his  bird  again. 

Then  some  one  came  who  said,  "  My  Prince  hath  shut 
A  swan,  which  fell  among  the  roses  here. 
He  bids  me  pray  you  send  it     Will  you  send?" 
"  Nay,"  quoth  Siddartha,  "  if  the  bird  were  dead 
To  send  it  to  the  slayer  might  be  well. 
But  the  swan  lives ;  my  cousin  hath  but  killed 
The  god-like  speed  which  throbbed  in  this  white  wing.' 
And  Devadatta  answered,  "The  wild  thing. 
Living  or  dead,  is  his  who  fetched  it  down ; 
Twas  no  man's  in  the  clouds,  but  fall'n  'tis  mine, 
Give  me  my  prize,  fair  Cousin."     Then  our  Lord 
Laid  the  swan's  neck  beside  his  own  smooth  cheek 
And  gravely  spake,  "  Say  jio  !  the  bird  is  mine, 
The  first  of  myriad  things  which  shall  be  mine 
By  right  of  mercy  and  love's  lordliness. 
For  now  I  know,  by  what  within  me  stirs. 
That  I  shall  teach  compassion  unto  men 
And  be  a  speechless  world's  interpreter, 
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Abating  this  aeciiraett  flotid  of  woe, 

Not  man's  alone  ;  but,  if  the  Prince  disputes. 

Let  liim  submit  this  matter  to  the  wise 

Ami  wc  will  wail  their  word."     So  was  it  done  ; 

In  fuU  divan  the  business  had  debate. 

And  many  thought  this  thing  and  many  that. 

Till  there  arose  an  unknown  iiriest  who  said, 

"  If  life  be  aught,  the  savior  of  a  life 

Owns  more  the  living  thing  than  lie  can  own 

Who  sought  to  slay  —  the  slayer  spoils  and  wastes, 

'ihe  cherisher  sustains,  give  him  the  Li.xl  :  " 

Which  judgment  all  found  just ;  but  when  the  King 

Sought  out  the  sage  for  honor,  he  was  gone ; 

And  some  one  saw  a  hooded  snake  glide  forth,  — 

The  gods  come  ofttimes  thus !    So  our  Lord  Buddb 

licgan  liis  works  of  mercy. 

Yet  not  more 
Knew  he  as  yet  of  grief  than  that  one  bird's, 
Which,  being  heated,  went  joyous  to  its  kind. 
But  on  another  day  the  King  said,  "  Come, 
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Sweet  son  !  and  see  the  pleasaunce  of  the  spring, 

And  how  the  fruitful  earth  is  wooed  to  yield 

Its  riches  to  the  reaper ;  how  my  realm  — 

Which  shall  be  thine  when  the  pile  flames  for  me  — 

Feeds  all  its  mouths  and  keeps  the  King's  chest  filled. 

Fair  is  the  season  with  new  leaves,  bright  blooms, 

Green  grass,  and  cries  of  plough-time."     So  they  rode 

Into  a  land  of  wells  and  gardens,  where, 

All  up  and  down  the  rich  red  loam,  the  steers 

Strained  their  strong  shoulders  in  the  creaking  yoke 

Dragging  the  ploughs  ;  the  fat  soil  rose  and  rolled 

In  smooth  dark  waves  back  from  the  plough ;  who  drove 

Planted  both  feet  upon  the  leaping  share 

To  make  the  furrow  deep  ;  among  the  palms 

The  tinkle  of  the  rippling  water  rang, 

And  where  it  ran  the  glad  earth  'broidered  it 

With  balsams  and  the  spears  of  lemon-grass. 

Elsewhere  were  sowers  who  went  forth  to  sow ; 

And  all  the  jungle  laughed  with  nesting-songs. 

And  all  the  thickets  rustled  with  small  life 
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o-sprnv-s      ^^H 
I  Turge  ^^1 

hawked     ^^H 


Of  lizard,  bee,  beetle,  and  creeping  things 
Pleased  at  the  spriug-time.     In  the  iiiango-s| 
The  sun-birds  flashed  ;  alone  at  his  green  fi 
Toiled  [he  loud  coppersmith ;  bee-eaters  h 
Cliasing  the  purple  butterflies;  beneath. 
Striped  squirrels  raced,  the  mynas  peited  and  picked, 
TTie  nine  brown  sistere  chattered  in  the  thorn, 
'Hie  pied  fish-tiger  hung  above  the  pool. 
The  egrets  stalked  among  the  buftaloes,  ' 

The  kites  sailed  circles  in  the  golden  air ; 
About  the  painted  temple  peacocks  flew. 
The  blue  doves  cooed  from  every  well,  far  off 
The  village  drums  beat  for  some  marriage -feast ; 
All  things  spoke  peace  and  plenty,  and  the  Prince 
Saw  and  rejoiced.     But,  looking  deep,  he  saw 
Tlie  thorns  which  grow  upon  this  rose  of  life : 
How  the  swart  i>easant  sweated  for  his  wage. 
Toiling  for  leave  to  live ;  and  how  he  urged 
The  great-eyed  oxen  through  the  flaming  hours. 
Goading  their  velvet  flanks :  then  marked  he,  tooi 
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How  lizard  fed  on  ant,  and  snake  on  him. 

And  kite  on  both  ;  and  how  the  fish-hawk  robbed 

The  fish-tiger  of  that  which  it  had  seized  ; 

The  shrike  chasing  the  bulbul,  which  did  chase 

The  jewelled  butterflies  :  till  everywhere 

Each  slew  a  slayer  and  in  turn  was  slain, 

irife  living  upon  death.     So  the  fair  show 

Veiled  one  vast,  savage,  grim  conspiracy 

Of  mutual  murder,  from  the  worm  to  man, 

Who  himself  kills  his  fellow ;  seeing  which  — 

The  hungry  ploughman  and  his  laboring  kine, 

Their  dewlaps  blistered  with  the  bitter  yoke. 

The  rage  to  live  which  makes  aU  living  strife  — 

The  Prince  Siddartha  sighed.     "  Is  this,"  he  said, 

•*  That  happy  earth  they  brought  me  forth  to  see  ? 

How  salt  with  sweat  the  peasant's  bread  !  how  hard 

The  oxen's  service  !  in  the  brake  how  fierce 

The  war  of  weak  and  strong  !  i'  th*  air  what  plots  ! 

No  refuge  e*en  in  water.     Go  aside 

A  space,  and  let  me  muse  on  what  ye  show.*' 
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So  saying,  the  good  Lord  Buddha  seated  him 
Under  a  jambu-iree,  wiih  ankles  crossed  — 
As  lioly  statues  sit  —  and  first  began 
To  meditate  this  deep  disease  of  life, 
Wlial  its  far  source  and  wheucc  its  reoiedjr. 
So  vast  a  pity  filled  him,  such  wide  love 
For  living  things,  such  passion  to  heal  pain, 
That  by  their  stress  his  princely  spirit  passed 
To  ecstasy,  and,  purged  from  mortal  taim 
or  sense  and  self,  the  boy  attained  thereat 
Dhydna,  first  step  of "  the  path." 

There  flew 
High  overhead  that  hour  five  holy  ones, 
Whose  free  wings  faltered  as  they  passed  the  tree. 
"  What  power  superior  draws  us  from  our  flight?" 
They  asked,  for  spirits  feel  all  force  divine. 
And  know  the  sacred  presence  of  the  pure. 
Then,  looking  downward,  they  beheld  the  Buddh 
Crowned  with  a  rose-hued  aureole,  intent 
On  thoughts  to  save ;  while  from  the  grove  a  ^oice 
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Cried,  "  Rishis  !  this  is  He  shall  help  the  world, 
Descend  and  worship."     So  the  Bright  Ones  came 
And  sang  a  song  of  praise,  folding  their  wings, 
Then  journeyed  on,  taking  good  news  lo  Gods. 


But  certain  from  the  King  seeking  the  Prince 
Pound  him  still  musing,  though  the  noon  was  past, 
-And  the  sun  hastened  to  the  western  hills : 
^et,  while  all  shadows  moved,  the  jambu -tree's 
Stayed  in  one  quarter,  overspreading  him, 

Xest  the  sloped  rays  should  strike  that  sacred  head ; 

^nd  he  who  saw  this  sight  heard  a  voice  say, 

^Amid  the  blossoms  of  the  rose-apple, 

**  Let  be  the  King's  son  !  till  the  shadow  goes 
Forth  from  his  heart  my  shadow  will  not  shift." 


JSooft  ftie  Sccoirtr,  ^ 
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fJow,  when  our  Lord  was  come  to  eightem  yean, 
The  King  commanded  that  there  should  he  built 
Three  stately  houses,  one  of  hewn  square  beams 
Whh  cedar  lining,  warm  for  winter  days ; 
One  of  veined  marbles,  cool  for  summer  heat ; 
And  one  of  burned  bricks,  with  blue  tiles  bedecked, 
Pleasant  at  seed-time,  when  the  champaks  bud  — 
Subha,  Suramma,  Ramma,  were  their  names. 
Delicious  gardens  round  about  them  bloomed, 
Streajns  wandered  wild  and  musky  thickets  stretchetil 
With  many  a  bright  pavilion  and  fair  lawn 
In  midst  of  which  Siddartha  strayed  at  will, 
Some  new  delight  provided  every  hour ; 
And  happy  hours  he  knew,  for  life  was  rich, 
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With  youthful  blood  at  quickest ;  yet  still  came 

The  shadows  of  his  meditation  back, 

As  the  lake's  silver  dulls  with  driving  clouds. 

Which  the  King  marking,  caUed  his  Ministers : 
"  Bethink  ye,  sirs  !  how  the  old  Rishi  spake," 
He  said,  "  and  what  my  dream-readers  foretold. 
This  boy,  more  dear  to  me  than  mine  heart's  blood. 
Shall  be  of  universal  dominance. 
Trampling  the  neck  of  all  his  enemies, 
A  King  of  kings  —  and  this  is  in  my  heart ;  — 
Or  he  shall  tread  the  sad  and  lowly  path 
Of  self-denial  and  of  pious  pains. 
Gaining  who  knows  what  good,  when  all  is  lost 
Worth  keeping ;  and  to  this  his  wistful  eyes 
Do  still  incline  amid  my  palaces. 
But  ye  are  sage,  and  ye  will  counsel  me ; 
How  may  his  feet  be  turned  to  that  proud  road 
Where  they  should  walk,  And  all  fair  signs  come  true 
Which  gave  him  Earth  to  rule,  if  he  would  rule  ?  " 
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Tlie  eldest  answered,  "  Maharaja  !  love 
Will  cure  these  lliin  disiein])ers ;  weave  the 
Of  woman's  wiles  about  his  idle  heart. 
What  knows  this  noble  boy  of  beauty  yet, 
Eyes  that  make  heaven  forgot,  and  lips  of  balmf  ll 
Find  him  soft  wives  and  jiretty  playfellows  ;  i 

The  thoughts  ye  cannot  stay  with  brazen  chains 
A  girl's  hair  lightly  binds," 

And  all  thought  gooil. 
But  the  King  answered,  "  If  we  seek  him  wives. 
Love  chooseth  ofttimes  with  another  eye  ; 
And  if  we  bid  range  Beauty's  garden  round. 
To  pluck  what  blossom  pleases,  he  will  smite 
And  sweetly  shun  the  joy  he  knows  not  of." 
Then  said  another,  "  Roams  the  barasingh 
Until  the  fated  arrow  flies ;  for  him, 
As  for  less  lordly  spirits,  some  one  charms, 
Some  face  will  seem  a  Paradise,  some  form 
Fairer  than  pale  Etawn  when  she  wakes  the  world 
Tliis  do,  my  King  !    Command  a  festival 
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Where  the  realm's  maids  shall  be  competitors 

In  youth  and  grace,  and  sports  that  Sakyas  use. 

Let  the  Prince  give  the  prizes  to  the  fair, 

And,  when  the  lovely  victors  pass  his  seat, 

There  shall  be  those  who  mark  if  one  or  two 

Change  the  fixed  sadness  o(  his  tender  cheek ; 

So  we  may  choose  for  Love  with  Love's  own  eyes, 

And  cheat  his  Highness  into  happiness." 

This  thing  seemed  good  ;  wherefore  upon  a  day 

The  criers  bade  the  young  and  beautiful 

Pass  to  the  palace,  for  'twas  in  command 

To  hold  a  court  of  pleasure,  and  the  Prince 

Would  give  the  prizes,  something  rich  for  all. 

The  richest  for  the  fairest  judged.     So  flocked 

Kapilavastu's  maidens  to  the  gate. 

Each  with  her  dark  hair  newly  smoothed  and  bound. 

Eyelashes  lustred  with  the  soorma-stick, 

Fresh-bathed  and  scented ;  all  in  shawls  and  cloths 

Of  gayest ;  slender  hands  and  feet  new-stained 

With  crimson,  and  the  tilka-spots  stamped  bright. 
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Fair  show  it  was  of  all  those  Indian  girls 
SlffT-paciiig  past  the  throne  with  large  black  eyes 
Fixed  on  the  ground.  Tor  when  they  saw  the  Princf 
More  than  the  awe  of  Majesty  made  beat 
'ITieir  fluttering  hearts,  he  safe  so  passionless. 
Gentle,  but  so  beyond  them.     Each  maid  look 
With  down-dropped  lids  her  gift,  almid  to  gone ; 
And  it'  the  people  hailed  sotne  lovelier  one 
Beyond  her  rivals  worthy  royal  smiles, 
Slie  stood  hke  a  scared  antelope  to  touch 
TIk  gracious  hand,  then  fled  to  join  her  mates 
Trembling  at  favor,  so  divine  he  seemed, 
So  high  and  saint-like  and  above  her  world. 
Thus  filed  they,  one  bright  maid  after  another, 
The  city's  flowers,  and  all  this  beauteous  march 
Was  ending  and  the  prizes  spent,  when  last 
Came  young  Yasodhara,  and  they  that  stood 
Nearest  Siddartha  saw  the  princely  boy 
Start,  as  the  radiant  girl  approached.     A  form 
Of  heavenly  mould ;  a  gait  like  Parvati's  : 


I 
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Eyes  like  a  hind*s  in  love-time,  face  so  fair 
Words  cannot  paint  its  spell ;  and  she  alone 
Gazed  fiill  —  folding  her  palms  across  her  breasts  — 
On  the  boy's  gaze,  her  stately  neck  unbent. 

Is  there  a  gift  for  me  ?  '*  she  asked,  and  smiled. 

The  gifts  are  gone,"  the  Prince  replied,  "  yet  take 
This  for  amends,  dear  sister,  of  whose  grace 
Our  happy  city  boasts ;  "  therewith  he  loosed 
The  emerald  necklet  from  his  throat,  and  clasped 
Its  green  beads  round  her  dark  and  silk-soft  waist ; 
And  their  eyes  mixed,  and  from  the  look  sprang  love. 

Long  after — when  enlightenment  was  full  — 
Lord  Buddha  —  being  prayed  why  thus  his  heart 
Took  fire  at  first  glance  of  the  Sakya  girl, 
Answered,  "  We  were  not  strangers,  as  to  us 
And  all  it  seemed  ;  in  ages  long  gone  by 
A  hunter's  son,  playing  with  forest  girls 
By  Yamun's  springs,  where  Nandadevi  stands, 
Sate  umpire  while  they  raced  beneath  the  firs 
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like  hares  al  eve  tlut  r\in  their  playful  rings ; 

I  Ine  with  flower-stars  crowned  he,  one  with  long  plv 

[lucked  fram  eyed  pheasant  and  the  jungic-cock, 

(Jne  with  5r-applcs ;  but  who  ran  the  last 

Caine  first  for  him.  and  unto  her  the  Ixiy 

Cave  a  tame  fawn  and  his  heart's  lowc  beside. 

Ami  in  the  wood  tliey  lived  many  glad  >-ears. 

\Dd  in  the  wood  tliey  undivided  died. 

lo  !  as  hid  seal  shoots  after  rainless  years. 

So  good  and  evil,  pains  and  pleasures,  hates 

And  lovL-s,  and  all  dead  deeds,  come  fonh  again 

Bearing  briglu  leaves  or  darlc,  s^-eel  fruit  or  sour. 

Thus  I  was  he  and  she  Vasudhara ; 

And  while  the  wheel  of  birth  and  death  turns  round. 

That  which  hath  been  must  be  between  us  two." 


But  they  who  watched  the  I'riiice  at  prize-giving 
Saw  and  hearti  all,  and  lold  the  careful  King 
How  sale  Siddurtha  heedless,  till  there  passed 
Great  aipraburldha's  child,  Vasodhara; 
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And  how  —  at  sudden  sight  of  her  —  he  changed, 
And  how  she  gazed  on  him  and  he  on  her, 
And  of  the  jewel-gift,  and  what  beside 
Passed  in  their  speaking  glance. 

The  fond  King  smiled  : 
**  Look  !  we  have  found  a  lure ;  take  counsel  now 
To  fetch  therewith  our  falcon  from  the  clouds. 
Let  messengers  be  sent  to  ask  the  maid 
In  marriage  for  my  son."     But  it  was  law 
With  Sakyas,  when  any  asked  a  maid 
Of  noble  house,  fair  and  desirable. 
He  must  make  good  his  skill  in  martial  arts 
Against  all  suitors  who  should  challenge  it ; 
Nor  might  this  custom  break  itself  for  kings. 
Therefore  her  father  spake  :  "  Say  to  the  King, 
The  child  is  sought  by  princes  far  and  near ; 
If  thy  most  gentle  son  can  bend  the  bow, 
Sway  sword,  and  back  a  horse  better  than  they. 
Best  would  he  be  in  all  and  best  to  us : 
But  how  shall  this  be,  with  his  cloistered  ways  ? ' 
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TIken  the  King's  heart  was  sore,  for  now  the  Vnact 

Begged  sweet  Vas6clhara  for  wife  —  id  vain, 

U'iih  Dei-adatia  foremost  at  the  bow. 

Ardjun:!  master  of  all  fier^  steeds. 

And  Nanda  chief  in  sword-play ;  but  the  Prince 

Laughed  low  and  said,"These  things,  too,  I  haveteanii'di 

Make  proclamation  that  thy  son  will  meet 

AH  comers  at  their  chosen  gaines.    I  think 

I  shall  not  lose  my  \ove  for  such  as  these." 

So  'twas  given  forth  that  on  the  seventh  day 

The  Prince  Siddartha  summoned  whoso  would 

To  match  with  him  in  feats  of  manUness, 

The  victor's  crown  to  be  Yas6dhara, 

Therefore,  upon  the  seventh  day,  there  went 
Tlie  SJkya  lords  and  town  and  country  round 
Unto  the  inaidan ;  and  the  maid  went  too 
Amid  her  kinsfolk,  carried  as  a  bride, 
U'ith  music,  and  with  litters  gayly  dight. 
And  gold-horned  oxen,  flower-caparisoned. 
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Whom  Devadatta  claimed,  of  royal  line, 

And  Nanda  and  Ardjuna,  noble  both, 

The  flower  of  all  youths  there,  till  the  Prince  came 

Riding  his  white  horse  Kantaka,  which  neighed. 

Astonished  at  this  great  strange  world  without  : 

Also  Siddartha  gazed  with  wondering  eyes 

On  all  those  people  bom  beneath  the  throne. 

Otherwise  housed  than  kings,  otherwise  fed. 

And  yet  so  like  —  perchance  —  in  joys  and  griefs. 

But  when  the  Prince  saw  sweet  Yasodhara, 

Brightly  he  smiled,  and  drew  his  silken  rein, 

Leaped  to  the  earth  from  Kantaka's  broad  back. 

And  cried,  "  He  is  not  worthy  of  this  pearl 

Who  is  not  worthiest ;  let  my  rivals  prove 

If  I  have  dared  too  much  in  seeking  her." 

Then  Nanda  challenged  for  the  arrow-test 

And  set  a  brazen  drum  six  gows  away, 

Ardjuna  six  and  Devadatta  eight ; 

But  Prince  Siddartha  bade  them  set  his  drum 

Trn  gows  from  off  the  line,  until  it  seemed 
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A  cowry-shell  for  target.     Then  they  loowd. 
And  Naada  pierced  his  drum,  Ardjuna  his, 
.And  Devadalta  drove  a  well-aitned  shaft 
Through  both  sides  of  his  marii,  so  that  the  crowd 
Marvelled  and  cried ;  and  sweet  Yasfidhara 
Drrjpped  the  gold  sari  o'er  her  fearful  eyes. 
Lest  she  should  see  her  Prince's  arrow  fail. 
But  he,  taking  their  bow  of  lacquered  cane. 
With  sinews  bound,  and  sming  with  silver  « 
Which  none  but  stalwart  arms  could  draw  a  span, 
Thnimmc'd  it  —  low  laughing  —  drew  the  twisted  strinj 
Till  the  horns  kissed,  and  the  thick  belly  snapped : 
■■  That  is  for  play,  not  love,"  he  said ;  "  hath  none 
A  bow  more  fit  for  Sakya  lords  to  use?" 
And  one  said,  "There  is  Sinhahanu's  bow, 
Kept  in  the  temple  since  we  know  not  when, 
Which  none  can  string,  nor  draw  if  it  be  strung," 
■  Fetch  me,"  he  crie<I,  "  that  weapon  of  a  man  ! " 
They  brought  the  ancient  bow,  wrought  of  black  sieel, 
Laid  with  gokl  tendrils  on  its  branching  curves 


^ 
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Like  bison-horns ;  and  twice  Siddartha  tried 

Its  strength  across  his  knee,  then  spake  —  "  Shoot  now 

With  this,  my  cousins  ! "  but  they  could  not  bring 

The  stubborn  arms  a  hand's-breadth  nigher  use  ; 

Then  the  Prince,  lightly  leaning,  bent  the  bow, 

Slipped  home  the  eye  upon  the  notch,  and  twanged 

Sharply  the  cord,  which,  like  an  eagle's  wing 

Thrilling  the  air,  sang  forth  so  clear  and  loud 

That  feeble  folk  at  home  that  day  inquired 

•'  What  is  this  sound  ?  "  and  p>eople  answered  them, 

"  It  is  the  sound  of  Sinhahanu*s  bow. 

Which  the  King's  son  has  strung  and  goes  to  shoot ; " 

Then  fitting  fair  a  shaft,  he  drew  and  loosed, 

And  the  keen  arrow  clove  the  sky,  and  drave 

Right  through  that  farthest  drum,  nor  stayed  its  flight. 

But  skimmed  the  plain  beyond,  past  reach  of  eye. 


Then  Devadatta  challenged  with  the  sword, 
And  clove  a  Talas-tree  six  fingers  thick ; 
Ardjuna  seven ;  and  Nanda  cut  through  nine  ; 
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But  two  such  iteins  toffiBKf'psWf  Md  boA 
SidcUrOta's  Uade  shred  It  ODC  iMUDg  Mnike^ 
Keen,  bat  k>  amoatb  that  the  tfnj^  tnmks  qittDO^ 
And  NsmU  cried,  "  His  edge  ttanad  I "  aid  die  meid 
Trembled  anew  seeing  Ae  tnn  ffittt. 
Until  the  Devas  of  the  lir,  who  watched. 
Blew  light  breaths  from  the  aoadi,  end  both  gnai  aam 
Crashed  in  the  sand,  dean-Mkd. 

Then  fam^  dwrricek 
High -mettled,  nobly-bred,  and  three  times  scoured 
Around  the  maidan,  but  white  Kantaka 
Left  even  the  fleetest  far  behind  —  so  swift, 
That  ere  the  foam  fell  from  his  mouth  to  earth 
Twenty  si>ear- lengths  he  flew ;  but  Nanda  said, 
"  We  too  might  win  with  such  as  Kantaka ; 
Itring  an  unbroken  horse,  and  let  men  see 
Who  best  can  back  him."     So  the  ^ces  brought 
A  staUion  dark  as  night,  led  by  three  chains, 
Fierce-eyetl,  with  nostrils  wide  and  tossing  mane. 
Unshod,  unsaddled,  for  no  rider  yet 
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Had  crossed  him.     Three  times  each  young  Sakya 

Sprang  to  his  mighty  back,  but  the  hot  steed 

Furiously  reared,  and  flung  them  to  the  plain 

In  dust  and  shame ;  only  Ardjuna  held 

His  seat  awhile,  and,  bidding  loose  the  chains, 

Lashed  the  black  flank,  and  shook  the  bit,  and  held 

The  proud  jaws  fast  with  grasp  of  master-hand, 

So  that  in  storms  of  wrath  and  rage  and  fear 

The  savage  stallion  circled  once  the  plain 

Half-tamed  ;  but  sudden  turned  with  naked  teeth. 

Gripped  by  the  foot  Ardjuna,  tore  him  down. 

And  would  have  slain  him,  but  the  grooms  ran  in 

Fettering  the  maddened  beast.     Then  all  men  cried, 

"  I^t  not  Siddartha  meddle  with  this  Bh(it, 

\Vhose  liver  is  a  tempest,  and  his  blood 

Red  flame ; "  but  the  Prince  said,  "  Let  go  the  chains. 

Give  me  his  forelock  only,"  which  he  held 

With  quiet  grasp,  and,  speaking  some  low  word, 

I^aid  his  right  palm  across  the  stallion's  eyes. 

And  drew  it  gently  down  the  angry  face, 
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Ami  all  along  the  neck  and  panting  flanks, 
'1111  men  astonished  saw  the  night-bkck  horse 
Sink  his  fierce  crest  and  stand  subdued  and  meek, 
Aa  though  he  knew  our  Lord  and  worshipped  him. 
Nor  stirred  he  while  Sidd5nha  mounted,  then 
Went  soberly  to  touch  of  knee  and  rein 
Before  all  eyes,  so  that  the  peo|>lc  s.ii(l, 
"  Stris'e  no  more,  for  Sitldarllia  is  the  best." 


And  all  the  suitors  answered  "  He  is  best  I  " 
Aiv.\  Suprabuddha,  father  of  the  maid, 
Said,  "  U  was  in  our  hearts  to  find  thee  best. 
Being  dearest,  yet  what  magic  (aught  thee  more 
Of  manhood  'mid  thy  rose-bowers  and  thy  dreams 
Than  war  and  chase  and  world's  work  bring  to  these? 
but  wear,  fair  Prince,  the  treasure  thou  hast  won." 
'Hien  at  a  word  the  lovely  Indian  girl 
Rose  from  her  place  above  the  throng,  and  took 
A  crown  of  m6gra-flowers  and  lightly  drew 
The  veil  of  black  and  gold  across  her  brow, 
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Proud  pacing  past  the  youths,  until  she  canie 
To  where  Siddartha  stood  in  grace  divine, 
New  lighted  from  the  night-dark  steed,  which  bent 
Its  strong  neck  meekly  underneath  his  arm. 
Before  the  Prince  lowly  she  bowed,  and  bared 
Her  face  celestial  beaming  with  glad  love  ; 
Then  on  his  neck  she  hung  the  fragrant  wreath. 
And  on  his  breast  she  laid  her  perfect  head. 
And  stooped  to  touch  his  feet  with  proud  glad  eyes. 
Saying,  "  Dear  Prince,  behold  me,  who  am  thine  !  " 
And  all  the  throng  rejoiced,  seeing  them  pass 
Hand  fast  in  hand,  and  heart  beating  with  heart, 
The  veil  of  black  and  gold  drawn  close  again. 

Long  after  —  when  enlightenment  was  come  — 
They  prayed  Lord  Buddha  touching  all',  and  why 
She  wore  this  black  and  gold,  and  stepped  so  proud 
And  the  World-honored  answered,  "  Unto  me 
This  was  unknown,  albeit  it  seemed  half  known  ; 
For  while  the  wheel  of  birth  and  death  turns  round, 
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Past  things  and  thoughts,  and  buried  lives  come  t 

I  now  remember,  myriad  rains  ago, 

What  lime  I  roamed  Hiraiia's  hanging  woods, 

A  tiger,  with  my  striped  and  hungry  kind  ; 

I.  who  am  Buddh,  couched  in  the  kusa  grass 

Gazing  with  green  bhnked  eyes  upon  the  herds 

Which  pastured  near  and  nearer  lo  their  deaili 

Round  my  day-lair ;  or  undemeatli  the  stare 

I  roamed  for  prey,  savage,  insatiable, 

Snifling  ihe  pallis  for  track  of  man  and  deer. 

Amid  the  beasts  that  were  my  fellows  then, 

Met  in  deep  jungle  or  by  reedy  jhcel, 

A  tigress,  comtliest  of  the  forest,  set 

The  males  at  war  ;  her  hide  was  lit  with  gold. 

Black- broidcred  like  the  veil  Vasodhara 

Wore  for  me ;  hot  the  strife  waxeil  in  that  wood 

\Vtth  tooth  and  claw,  while  underneath  a  neem 

The  fair  beast  watched  us  bleed,  Uius  fiercely  n 

.\nd  I  remember,  at  the  end  she  came 

Snarling  past  this  and  thai  toni  forest-lord 
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Which  I  had  conquered,  and  with  fawning  jaws 
Licked  my  quick-heaving  flank,  and  with  me  went 
Into  the  wild  with  proud  steps,  amorously. 
Tlie  wheel  of  birth  and  death  turns  low  and  high." 


Therefore  the  maid  was  given  unto  the  Prince 
A  willing  spoil ;  and  when  the  stars  were  good  — 
Mesha,  the  Red  Ram,  being  Lord  of  heaven  — 
The  marriage  feast  was  kept,  as  Sakyas  use. 
The  golden  gadi  set,  the  carpet  spread. 
The  wedding  garlands  hung,  the  arm-threads  tied, 
The  sweet  cake  broke,  the  rice  and  attar  thrown. 
The  two  straws  floated  on  the  reddened  milk, 
Which,  coming  close,  betokened  "  love  till  death  ;  " 
The  seven  steps  taken  thrice  around  the  fire. 
The  gifts  bestowed  on  holy  men,  the  alms 
And  temple  offerings  made,  the  mantras  sung, 
The  garments  of  the  bride  and  bridegroom  tied. 
Then  the  grey  father  spake  :  "  Worshipful  Prince, 
She  that  was  ours  henceforth  is  only  thine ; 
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lit  good  to  her,  who  hath  her  life  in  thee." 
Wlierewith  they  brought  home  sweet  Ya!;6dhaia, 
WUh  songs  aod  trumpets,  to  the  Princc'H  arms. 
And  love  was  all  in  all. 

Yet  not  to  love 
Alone  tnisted  the  King ;  love's  prison-house 
StatL-ly  and  beautiful  he  bade  them  build, 
do  that  in  all  the  eanh  no  marvel  was 
IJke  Visliramvan,  the  Prince's  pleasure-place. 
Midway  in  those  wide  palace -grounds  there  rose 
A  verdant  hill  whose  base  Rohini  balhed. 
Murmuring  adown  from  Himalay's  broad  feet. 
To  bear  its  tribute  into  Gunga's  waves. 
Southward  a  growth  of  tamarind  trees  and  sAl, 
Thick  set  with  pale  sky-colored  gaothi  flowers. 
Shut  out  the  world,  save  if  the  city's  hum 
Came  on  the  wind  no  harsher  than  when  bees 
Hum  out  of  sight  in  thickets.     Northwards  soared 
The  stainless  ramps  of  huge  Himdia's  wall. 
Ranged  in  white  ranks  against  the  blue  —  untrod, 
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Infinite,  wonderful  —  whose  uplands  vast, 

And  lifted  universe  of  crest  and  crag, 

Shoulder  and  shelf,  green  slope  and  icy  horn, 

Riven  ravine,  and  splintered  precipice 

I^d  climbing  thought  higher  and  higher,  until 

It  seemed  to  stand  in  heaven  and  speak  with  gods. 

Beneath  the  snows  dark  forests  spread,  sharp  laced 
With  leaping  cataracts  and  veiled  with  clouds  : 

Lower  grew  rose -oaks  and  the  great  fir  groves 
Where  echoed  pheasant's  call  and  panther's  cry. 
Clatter  of  wild  sheep  on  the  stones,  and  scream 
Of  circhng  eagles  :  under  these  the  plain 
Gleamed  like  a  praying-carpet  at  the  foot 
Of  those  divinest  altars.     Fronting  this 
ITie  builders  set  the  bright  pavilion  up. 
Fair-planted  on  the  terraced  hill,  with  towers 
On  either  flank  and  pillared  cloisters  round. 
Its  beams  were  carved  with  stories  of  old  time  — 
Radha  and  Krishna  and  the  sylvan  girls  — 
Siia  and  Hanuman  and  Draupadi ; 
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And  on  ihc  middle  porch  God  Ganesha, 

Willi  disc  and  hook  —  to  bring  wisdom  and  weahh  — 

Propitious  sate,  wreathing  his  sidelong  trunk. 

By  winding  ways  of  garden  and  of  court 

'ITie  inner  gate  was  reached,  of  marble  wrought, 

White  with  pink  veins  ;  the  lintel  lamli. 

The  threshold  alabaster,  and  the  doors 

Sandal'WDod,  cut  in  pictured  panelling ; 

Whereby  to  lofiy  halls  and  shadowy  bowers 

Passed  the  delighted  foot,  on  stately  stairs. 

Through  latticed  galleries,  'neath  painted  roofs 

And  clustering  columns,  where  cool  fountains  —  fringed 

With  lotus  and  nelumbo  —  danced,  and  fish 

Gleamed  through  their  crystal,  scarlet,  gold,  and  blue. 

Great-eyed  gazelles  in  sunny  alcoves  browsed 

The  blown  red  roses ;  birds  of  rainbow  wing 

Fluttered  among  the  palms ;  doves,  green  and  grey, 

Buih  their  safe  nests  on  gilded  cornices ; 

Over  the  shining  pavements  peacocks  drew 

The  splendors  of  iheir  trains,  sedately  watched 
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By  milk-white  herons,  and  the  small  house-owls. 
The  plum-necked  parrots  swung  from  fruit  to  fruit ; 
The  yellow  sunbirds  whirred  from  bloom  to  bloom, 
The  timid  lizards  on  the  lattice  basked 
Fearless,  the  squirrels  ran  to  feed  from  hand, 
For  all  was  peace  :  the  shy  black  snake,  that  gives 
Fortune  to  households,  sunned  his  sleepy  coils 
Under  the  moon-flowers,  where  the  musk-deer  played, 
And  brown-eyed  monkeys  chattered  to  the  crows. 
And  all  this  house  of  love  was  peopled  fair 
With  sweet  attendance,  so  that  in  each  part 
With  lovely  sights  were  gentle  faces  found, 
Soft  speech  and  willing  service,  each  one  glad 
To  gladden,  pleased  at  pleasure,  proud  to  obey  ; 
Till  life  glided  beguiled,  like  a  smooth  stream 
Banked  by  perpetual  flow'rs,  Yasodhara 
Queen  of  the  enchanting  Court. 

But  innermost, 
Beyond  the  richness  of  those  hundred  halls, 
A  secret  chamber  lurked,  where  skill  had  spent 
All  lovely  fantasies  to  lull  the  mind. 
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The  entrance  of  it  ivas  a  cloistered  square  — 

Roofed  by  the  sky,  and  in  i]ie  niidst  a  tank — 

or  milky  marble  built,  and  kid  with  slab& 

Of  milk-white  marble  ;  bordered  round  the  tank 

And  on  the  steps,  and  all  along  the  fiicie 

With  tender  inlaid  work  of  agate-stones. 

Cool  as  to  tread  in  summer-time  on  snows 

It  was  to  toiler  there ;  the  sunbeams  dropped 

Their  gold,  and.  passing  into  porch  and  niche, 

Softened  to  shadows,  silvery,  pale,  and  dim, 

As  if  the  very  Day  paused  and  grew  Eve 

In  love  and  silence  at  that  bower's  gate ; 

For  there  beyond  the  gate  the  chamber  was. 

Beautiful,  sweet ;  a  wonder  of  the  world  ! 

Soft  light  from  perfumed  lamps  through  windows  fell 

Of  nakre  and  stained  stars  of  lucent  film 

On  golden  cloths  outspread,  and  silken  beds, 

And  heavy  splendor  of  the  purdah's  fringe, 

Lifted  to  take  only  the  loveliest  in. 

Here,  whether  it  was  night  or  day  none  knew, 

^or  always  stieamed  that  softened  light,  more  brigb' 
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Tlian  sunrise,  but  as  tender  as  the  eve's  ; 

And  always  breathed  sweet  airs,  more  joy-giving 

Than  morning's,  but  as  cool  as  midnight's  breath ; 

And  night  and  day  lutes  sighed,  and  night  and  day 

Delicious  foods  were  spread,  and  dewy  fruits, 

Sherbets  new  chilled  with  snows  of  Himalay, 

And  sweetmeats  made  of  subtle  daintiness, 

With  sweet  tree-milk  in  its  own  ivory  cup. 

And  night  and  day  served  there  a  chosen  band 

Of  nautch  girls,  cup-bearers,  and  cymballers, 

Delicate,  dark-browed  ministers  of  love, 

\Vho  fanned  the  sleeping  eyes  of  the  happy  Prince, 

And  when  he  waked,  led  back  his  thoughts  to  blis. 

With  music  whispering  through  the  blooms,  and  charm 

Of  amorous  songs  and  dreamy  dances,  linked 

By  chime  of  ankle-bells  and  wave  of  arms 

And  silver  vina-strings ;  while  essences 

Of  musk  and  champak  and  the  blue  haze  spread 

From  burning  spices  soothed  his  soul  again 

To  drowse  by  sweet  Yas6dhara ;  and  thus 

Sddartha  lived  forgetting. 


J 


^8  THE    LIGHT   OF    ASl.t. 

Furthfrmore, 
The  King  cominsnded  that  nithii}  those  wiUls 
No  mention  shnuUl  lie  iniuli;  of  dcalb  or  age. 
Sorrow,  or  pain,  or  sickness.     If  one  drooped 
In  ihc  lovely  Court  —  her  darlt  gluicc  dim,  her  fcei 
Faint  in  the  dance  —  the  guiltless  criminal 
Passed  forth  an  exile  from  that  Paradise, 
Lest  he  should  stx  and  suRer  at  her  woe. 
Bright-eyed  intendanis  watched  to  execute 
Sentence  on  such  as  spake  of  the  harsh  world 
Without,  where  aches  and  plagues  were,  tears  and  fean. 
.\nd  wail  of  mourners,  and  grim  fume  of  pyres, 
'Twaa  treason  if  a  thread  of  silver  strayed 
In  tress  of  singing-girl  or  nautch-dancer  ; 
And  every  dawn  the  dying  rose  was  plucked, 
Tlie  dead  leaves  hid,  all  evil  sights  removed : 
For  said  the  King,  "  If  he  shall  pass  his  youth 
Far  from  such  things  as  move  to  wistftilness. 
And  brooding  on  the  empty  eggs  of  thought. 
The  shadow  of  this  fate,  too  vast  for  man, 
May  fade,  belike,  and  I  shal]  see  him  grow 
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To  that  great  stature  of  fair  sovereignty 

When  he  shall  rule  all  lands  —  if  he  will  rule  — 

The  King  of  kings  and  glory  of  his  time." 

Wherefore,  around  that  pleasant  prison-house  — 
Where  love  was  gaoler  and  delights  its  bars, 
But  far  removed  from  sight  —  the  King  bade  build 
A  massive  wall,  and  in  the  wall  a  gate 
With  brazen  folding-doors,  which  but  to  roll 
Back  on  their  hinges  asked  a  hundred  arms  ; 
Also  the  noise  of  that  prodigious  gate 
Opening,  was  heard  full  half  a  yojana. 
And  inside  this  another  gate  he  made, 
And  yet  within  another  —  through  the  three 
Must  one  pass  if  he  quit  that  Pleasure-house. 
Three  mighty  gates  there  were,  bolted  and  barred, 
And  over  each  was  set  a  faithful  watch ; 
And  the  King's  order  said,  "  Suffer  no  man 
To  pass  the  gates,  though  he  should  be  the  Prince . 
This  on  your  lives  —  even  though  it  be  my  son." 


Booli  tfte  JTfjirt. 


In  which  calm  home  of  happy  life  and  love 

Ligged  oui  Lord  Buddha,  knowing  not  of  « 

Nor  want,  nor  pain,  nor  plague,  nor  age,  nor  death. 

Save  as  wl)en  sleepers  roam  dim  seas  in  dreams, 

And  land  awi;aried  on  the  shores  of  day, 

Bringing  strange  merchandise  from  that  black  voyage, 

Tlius  oftiinaes  when  he  lay  with  gentle  head 

Lulled  on  the  dark  breasts  of  Vasodhara, 

Her  fond  hands  fanning  slow  his  sleeping  lids. 

He  would  start  up  and  crj',  "  My  world  !     Oh,  world ! 

I  hear !  1  know  !  I  come  ! "    And  she  would  ask, 

"  What  ails  my  Lord  ?  "  with  lai^e  eyes  terror-struck ; 

For  at  such  times  the  pity  in  his  look 

Was  awful,  and  liis  visage  like  a  god's. 
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Then  would  he  smile  again  to  stay  her  tears, 
And  bid  the  vinas  sound  ;  but  once  they  set 
A  stringed  gourd  on  the  sill,  there  where  the  wind 
Could  linger  o*er  its  notes  and  play  at  will  — 
Wild  music  makes  the  wind  on  silver  strings  — 
And  those  who  lay  around  heard  only  that ; 
But  Prince  Siddartha  heard  the  Devas  play, 
And  to  his  ears  they  sang  such  words  as  these  :  — 

IVe  are  the  voices  of  the  wandering  wind, 
Which  moan  for  rest  and  rest  can  never  find; 

Lo  !  as  the  wind  is  so  is  mortal  life, 

A  moan,  a  sigh^  a  sob,  a  storm,  a  strife. 

Wherefore  and  whence  we  are  ye  cannot  know, 
Nor  where  life  springs  nor  whither  life  doth  go  ; 
We  are  as  ye  are,  ghosts  from  the  inane. 
What  pleasure  have  we  of  our  changeful  pain  ? 

What  pleasure  hast  thou  of  thy  changeless  bliss  f 
Nay,  if  love  lasted,  there  were  Joy  in  this  ; 
But  life's  way  is  the  wind's  way,  all  these  things 
Are  but  brief  voices  breathed  on  shifting  strings. 
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O  Mayas  son  !  bffttufr  wv  rmtm  thf  earth 
Montt  -we  upon  th^se  strings  ;  we  maJie  ho  mirli. 
So  matiy  woes  we  see  in  many  lands. 
So  mariji  streaming  eyes  anil  wringing  Aanifs. 

Yet  mofk  we  while  we  waif, /or,  eoulii  thry  knoss. 
This  life  they  eling  to  is  birt  empty  slum  : 
'  Tkvere  all  as  well  to  bid  a  ehud  to  stamit 
Or  hold  a  running  river  with  the  hand. 

Rut  thou  that  art  to  scn\',  thine  hour  is  ni 
The  sad  ttmrld  watteth  in  its  misery. 
The  blind  world  siumbleth  on  its  round  of  pain; 
Rise,  Ma  \a's  child !  wake  /  slumber  not  a^in  I 

We  are  the  voiees  of  the  wandering  wind: 
Wander  ilwit,  too,  O  Prince,  thy  rest  to  find; 
I^nve  lore  for  love  of  lovers,  for  woe's  sake 
Quit  stale  for  sorrow,  and  deliveranee  make. 

So  sigh  we,  passing  o'er  the  silver  strings. 

To  thee  who  know'st  not  yet  of  earthly  things  ; 

So  say  we  ;  mocking,  as  we  pass  away. 

These  lovely  shadows  wheravHh  thou  dost  play. 


I 
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Thereafter  it  befell  he  sate  at  eve 
Amid  his  beauteous  Court,  holding  the  hand 
Of  sweet  Yas6dhara,  and  some  maid  told  — 
With  breaks  of  music  when  her  rich  voice  dropped  — 
An  ancient  tale  to  speed  the  hour  of  dusk, 
Of  love,  and  of  a  magic  horse,  and  lands 
Wonderful,  distant,  where  pale  peoples  dwelled, 
And  where  the  sun  at  night  sank  into  seas. 
Then  spake  he,  sighing,  "  Chitra  brings  me  back 
The  wind's  song  in  the  strings  with  that  fair  tale. 
Give  her,  Yas6dhara,  thy  pearl  for  thanks. 
But  thou,  my  pearl !  is  there  so  wide  a  world  ? 
Is  there  a  land  which  sees  the  great  sun  roll 
Into  the  waves,  and  are  there  hearts  like  ours, 
Countless,  unknown,  not  happy  —  it  may  be  — 
\Vhom  we  might  succor  if  we  knew  of  them  ? 
Ofttimes  I  marvel,  as  the  Lord  of  day 
Treads  from  the  east  his  kingly  road  of  gold. 
Who  first  on  the  world's  edge  hath  hailed  his  beam. 
The  children  of  the  morning ;  oftentimes, 
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Even  in  thine  arms  and  on  thy  breasts,  bright 

Sore  have  I  panted,  at  the  sun's  decline. 

To  pass  wilii  him  into  that  crimson  west 

And  see  the  peoples  of  the  evening. 

There  must  be  many  we  should  love  —  huw  ebe? 

Now  have  I  in  this  hour  an  ache,  at  last. 

Thy  soft  lips  cannot  kiss  away  :  oh,  girl  ! 

O  Chitra  !  you  tliat  know  of  lairyiand  ! 

Where  tether  they  that  swift  steed  of  the  Ulc? 

My  palace  for  one  day  upon  his  back, 

To  ride  and  ride  and  see  the  spread  of  the  eanh  I 

Nay,  if  I  had  yon  callow  vulture's  plumes  — 

The  carrion  heir  of  wider  realms  than  mine  — 

How  would  I  stretch  for  topmost  HimaJay, 

Light  where  the  rose-gleam  lingers  on  those  snows, 

And  strain  my  gaze  with  searching  what  is  round  t 

Why  have  I  never  seen  and  never  sought  ? 

Tell  me  what  lies  beyond  our  brazen  gates." 

Then  one  replied,  "  The  city  first,  fair  Prince  1 


I 
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The  temples,  and  the  gardens,  and  the  groves, 
And  then  the  fields,  and  afterwards  fresh  fields, 
With  nullahs,  maidans,  jungle,  koss  on  koss  ; 
And  next  King  Bimbasara's  realm,  and  then 
ITie  vast  flat  world,  with  crores  on  crores  of  folk." 
"  Good,"  said  Siddirtha,  "  let  the  word  be  sent 
That  Channa  yoke  my  chariot  —  at  noon 
To-morrow  I  shall  ride  and  see  beyond." 


Whereof  they  told  the  King :  "  Our  Lord,  thy  son, 
Wills  that  his  chariot  be  yoked  at  noon. 
That  he  may  ride  abroad  and  see  mankind." 


"  Yea  ! "  spake  the  careful  King,  "  'tis  time  he  see  1 
But  let  the  criers  go  about  and  bid 
My  city  deck  itself,  so  there  be  met 
No  noisome  sight ;  and  let  none  blind  or  maimed, 
None  that  is  sick  or  stricken  deep  in  years, 
No  leper,  and  no  feeble  folk  come  forth." 
Therefore  the  stones  were  swept,  and  up  and  down 


sft  THE    LIGHT    Oi'    ASIA. 

The  water-carrieis  sprinkled  all  the  streets 

From  spirting  skins,  the  housewives  scattered  fi 

Red  powder  od  their  thresholds,  striing  new  wre 

And  trimmed  the  tiilsi-buah  before  their  doors. 

Tlie  paintings  on  the  walb  were  heightened  up 

With  liberal  brush,  the  trees  set  tliick  with  flags, 

The  idols  gilded  ;  in  the  four-went  wa>*s 

Suryadeva  and  the  grea.t  gods  shone 

'Mid  shrines  of  leaves  ;  so  that  the  city  seemed 

A  capital  of  some  enchanted  land. 

Also  the  criers  passed,  with  drum  and  gong, 

Proclaiming  loudly,  "  Ho  !  all  citizens. 

The  King  commands  that  there  be  seen  to-day 

No  evil  sight :  let  no  one  blind  or  maimed, 

None  that  is  sick  or  stricken  deep  in  yeais, 

No  leper,  and  no  feeble  folk  go  forth. 

Let  none,  too,  bum  his  dead  nor  bring  them  out 

Till  nightfall.    Thus  Suddhodana  commands." 

So  all  was  couiely  and  the  houses  trim 


BOOK  THE   THIRD.  57 

Throughout  Kapilavastu,  while  the  Prince 
Came  forth  in  painted  car,  which  two  steers  drew, 
Snow-white,  with  swinging  dewlaps  and  huge  humps 
Wrinkled  against  the  carved  and  lacquered  yoke. 
Goodly  it  was  to  mark  the  people's  joy 
Greeting  their  Prince  ;  and  glad  Sidddrtha  waxed 
At  sight  of  all  those  liege  and  friendly  folk 
Bright-clad  and  laughing  as  if  life  were  good. 
"  Fair  is  the  world,"  he  said,  "  it  likes  me  well ! 
And  light  and  kind  these  men  that  are  not  kings. 
And  sweei  my  sisters  here,  who  toil  and  tend ; 
What  have  I  done  for  these  to  make  them  thus  ? 
Why,  if  I  love  them,  should  those  children  know  ? 
I  pray  take  up  yon  pretty  S^ya  boy 
Who  flung  us  flowers,  and  let  him  ride  with  me. 
How  good  it  is  to  reign  in  realms  like  this  ! 
How  simple  pleasure  is,  if  these  be  pleased 
Because  I  come  abroad  I     How  many  things 
I  need  not  if  such  little  households  hold 
Enough  to  make  our  city  full  of  smiles  ! 
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Drive,  Channa  !  through  the  gates,  and  let  me  sec 
Mote  of  this  gracious  world  I  have  not  known." 

So  passed  ihey  through  the  gates,  a  joyous  crowd 
Thronging  about  the  wheels,  whereof  some  ran 
Before  the  oxen,  throwing  wrealhs,  some  stroked 
Their  silken  flsjiks,  some  brought  them  rice  and  caVa 
All  crying,  "  Jai !  jat !  for  our  noble  Princel; 
Thus  all  the  path  was  kept  with  gladsome  loofc^ 
.^d  filled  with  fair  sights  —  for  the  King's  word  was 
That  such  should  be  — when  midway  in  the  road. 
Slow  tottering  from  the  hovel  where  he  hid. 
Crept  forth  a  wTetch  in  rags,  haggard  and  foul. 
An  old,  old  man,  whose  shrivelled  skin,  sun-tanned. 
Clung  like  a  beast's  hide  to  his  fleshless  bones. 
Bent  was  his  back  with  load  of  many  days. 
His  eyepits  red  with  rust  of  ancient  tetus, 
His  dim  orbs  blear  with  rheum,  his  toothless  jaws 
Wagging  with  palsy  and  the  firight  to  see 
So  many  and  such  joy.     One  skinny  hand 
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Clutched  a  worn  staff  to  prop  his  quavering  limbs, 
And  one  was  pressed  upon  the  ridge  of  ribs 
Whence  came  in  gasps  the  heavy  painful  breath. 
**  Alms  !  "  moaned  he,  "  give,  good  people  !  for  I  die 
To-morrow  or  the  next  day  !  "  then  the  cough 
Choked   him,   but  still  he   stretched    his   palm,   and 

stood 
Blinking,  and  groaning  'mid  his  spasms,  "  Alms  ! " 
Then  those  around  had  wrenched  his  feeble  feet 
Aside,  and  thrust  him  from  the  road  again. 
Saying,  "  The  Prince  !  dost  see  ?  get  to  thy  lair  1 " 
But  that  Siddartha  cried,  "  Let  be  !  let  be  ! 
Channa  !  what  thing  is  this  who  seems  a  man. 
Yet  surely  only  seems,  being  so  bowed, 
So  miserable,  so  horrible,  so  sad  ? 
.\re  men  bom  sometimes  thus  ?    What  meaneth  he 
Moaning  *  to-morrow  or  next  day  I  die  ?  * 
Finds  he  no  food  that  so  his  bones  jut  forth  ? 
What  woe  hath  happened  to  this  piteous  one  ?  " 
Then  answer  made  the  charioteer,  "  Sweet  Prince  1 


So 
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This  is  no  other  ihan  an  agei!  man. 

Some  fourscore  years  ago  his  back  was  straight, 

His  eye  bright,  and  his  body  goodly :  now 

The  thievish  years  have  sucked  his  sap  away. 

Pillaged  his  strength  and  Tilched  his  will  and  wit ; 

His  lamp  has  lost  its  oil,  the  wick  humn  black  ; 

What  life  he  keeps  is  one  poor  lingering  spark 

ttTiich  flickers  far  the  finish :  such  is  t^je ; 

Why  should  your  Highness  heed?"     Then   spake  ilie 

Prince  — 
"  But  shall  this  come  to  others,  or  to  all, 
Or  is  It  rare  thnt  one  should  be  as  he?  " 
"  Most  noble,"  answered  Chaona,  "  8ven  As  he. 
Will  all  these  grow  if  they  shall  live  so  long." 
"  But,"  quoth  the  Prince,  "  if  I  shall  live  «s  long  I 
Shan  I  be  thus ;  and  if  Yasodhara 
Live  fourscore  yeare,  is  this  old  age  for  her, 
Jalini,  little  Hasta,  Gautami, 

And  Gunga,  and  the  others?  "     •'  Vea,  great  Sir  1^ 
The  charioteer  replied.     Then  spake  the  Prince  : 
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"  Turn  back,  and  drive  me  to  my  house  again  1 
I  have  seen  that  I  did  not  think  to  see." 


Which  pondering,  to  his  beauteons  Court  returned 
Wistful  Siddartha,  sad  of  mien  and  mood ; 
Nor  tasted  he  the  white  cakes  nor  the  fruits 
Spread  for  the  evening  feast,  nor  once  looked  up 
While  the  best  palace-dancers  strove  to  charm  : 
Nor  spake  —  save  one  sad  thing  —  when  wofuUy 
Yasodhara  sank  to  his  feet  and  wept. 
Sighing,  "  Hath  not  my  Lord  comfort  in  me  ?  " 
**  Ah,  Sweet !  "  he  said,  "  such  comfort  that  my  soul 
Aches,  thinking  it  must  end,  for  it  will  end. 
And  we  shall  both  grow  old,  Yas6dhara  ! 
Loveless,  unlovely,  weak,  and  old,  and  bowed. 
Nay,  though  we  locked  up  love  and  life  with  lips 
So  close  that  night  and  day  our  breaths  grew  one, 
Time  would  thrust  in  between  to  filch  away 
My  passion  and  thy  grace,  as  black  Night  steals 
The  rose-gleams  from  yon  peak,  whicJi  fade  to  grey 
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And  are  not  seen  to  fade.    This  have  I  found. 
And  all  my  heart  is  darkened  with  its  dread. 
And  all  my  heart  is  fixed  to  think  how  Love 
Might  save  its  sweetness  from  the  slayer.  Time, 
\Vha  makes  men  old."    So  through  that  nigtil  he"! 
Sleepless,  uinjomforled. 

And  all  ihat  night 
Tlie  King  Suddhodana  dreamed  [roublous  drear 
The  first  fear  of  his  vision  was  a  flag 
Broad,  glorious,  glistening  with  a  golden  stm, 
The  mark  of  Indra ;  but  a  strong  wind  blew, 
Kendii^  its  folds  divine,  and  dashing  it 
Into  the  dust  j  whereat  a  concourse  came 
Of  shadowy  Ones,  who  took  the  spoiled  silk  np 
And  bore  it  eastn-anl  from  the  city  gales. 
The  second  fear  ^vas  ten  huge  elephants. 
With  silver  tusks  imd  fet;t  that  shook  the  earth. 
Trampling  the  southern  road  in  mighty  march  [ 
And  he  who  sate  upon  the  foremost  beast 
Was  the  King's  son  —  the  others  followed  hitii. 
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The  third  fear  of  the  vision  was  a  car, 

Shining  with  blinding  light,  which  four  steeds  drew, 

Snorting  white  smoke  and  champing  fiery  foam  ; 

And  in  the  car  the  Prince  Siddartha  sate. 

The  fourth  fear  was  a  wheel  which  turned  and  turned, 

With  nave  of  burning  gold  and  jewelled  spokes, 

And  strange  things  written  on  the  binding  tire, 

Which  seemed  both  fire  and  musif :  as  it  whirled. 

The  fifth  fear  was  a  mighty  drum,  set  down 

Midway  between  the  city  and  the  hills, 

On  which  the  Prince  beat  with  an  iron  mace, 

So  that  the  sound  pealed  like  a  thunderstorm. 

Rolling  around  the  sky  and  far  away. 

The  sixth  fear  was  a  tower,  which  rose  and  rose 

High  o'er  the  city  till  its  stately  head 

Shone  crowned  with  clouds,  and  on  the  top  tne  Prince 

Stood,  scattering  fi-om  both  hands,  this  way  and  that, 

Gems  of  most  lovely  light,  as  if  it  rained 

Jacynths  and  rubies ;  and  the  whole  world  came. 

Striving  to  seize  those  treasures  as  they  fell 
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Towards  the  four  quarters.     But  the  seventti  fear  i 

A  noise  of  wailing,  and  bcholtl  six  rat 

Who  we[)t  and  gnashed  ilicir  leeth.  and  laid  their  | 

Upon  their  mouths,  walking  disconsolat 


These  seven  fears  made  (he  vision  of  his  sbq). 
But  none  of  all  his  wisest  dream-readers 
Could  tell  their  meaning.    Then  the  King  was  v, 
Saying,  "  There  coraetli  evil  to  mj  house. 
And  none  of  ye  hav^  wit  to  help  me  know 
^Vhat  the  great  gods  portend  sending  uie  this 
So  in  the  city  men  went  sorrowful 
Because  the  King  had  dreamed  seven  signs  of  fcai 
Which  none  could  read  ;  but  to  the  gate  there  c 
An  aged  man.  in  rolte  of  deer-skin  clad, 
By  guise  a  hennii,  known  to  none  ;  he  cried, 
'  firing  me  before  the  King,  for  I  can  read 
The  vision  of  his  sleep ;  "  who,  when  he  heard 
Tlie  seven^d  mysteries  of  the  midnight  dream. 
Bowed  reverent  and  said.  "  O  Maharaj  I 
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I  hail  this  favored  House,  whence  shall  arise 

A  wider-reaching  splendor  than  the  sun's  ! 

Lo  !  all  these  seven  fears  are  seven  joys, 

Whereof  the  first,  where  thou  didst  see  a  flag  — 

Broad,  glorious,  gilt  with  Indra*s  badge  —  cast  down 

And  carried  out,  did  signify  the  end 

Of  old  faiths  and  beginning  of  the  new, 

For  there  is  change  with  gods  not  less  than  men. 

And  as  the  da)rs  pass  kalpas  pass  at  length. 

The  ten  great  elephants  that  shook  the  earth 

The  ten  great  gifts  of  wisdom  signify. 

In  strength  whereof  the  Prince  shall  quit  his  state 

And  shake  the  world  with  passage  of  the  Truth. 

The  four  flame-breathing  horses  of  the  car 

Are  those  four  fearless  virtues  which  shall  bring 

Thy  son  from  doubt  and  gloom  to  gladsome  light ; 

The  wheel  that  turned  with  nave  of  burning  gold 

Was  that  most  precious  Wheel  of  perfect  Law 

Which  he  shall  turn  in  sight  of  all  the  world. 

The  mighty  drum  whereon  the  Prince  did  beat, 


Till  the  sound  filled  al!  lands,  doth  signiry 

The  thunder  of  the  preaching  of  the  Word 

Which  he  shall  preach ;  ihe  tower  that  grew  to  heaven 

The  growing  of  the  Gospe!  of  this  Buddh 

Sets  forth ;  and  those  rare  jewels  scattered  thence 

Tlie  untold  treasures  are  of  that  good  Law 

To  gods  and  men  dear  and  desirable. 

Such  is  the  interpretatioii  of  the  tower ; 

But  for  those  six  men  wee])in£!  with  shul  mouths, 

They  are  the  six  chief  teachers  whom  thy  son 

Shall,  with  bright  truth  and  speech  unanswerable. 

Convince  of  foolishness.    O  King !  rejoice ; 

The  forluiie  of  my  Lord  the  Prince  is  more 

'ITian  kingdoms,  and  his  hermit-rags  will  be 

Beyond  fine  cloths  of  gold.    This  was  thy  dream ! 

And  in  seven  nights  and  days  these  things  shall  fall," 

So  spake  the  holy  man,  and  lowly  made 

The  eight  prostrations,  touching  thrice  the  ground ; 

Then  turned  and  passed  ;  but  when  the  King  bade  KiiJ 

A  rich  gift  after  him,  the  messengers 
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Brought  word,  "  We  came  to  where  he  entered  in 
At  Chandra's  temple,  but  within  was  none 
Save  a  grey  owl  which  fluttered  from  the  shrine." 
Hie  gods  come  sometimes  thus. 

But  the  sad  King 
Marvelled,  and  gave  command  that  new  delights 
Be  compassed  to  enthrall  Siddartha's  heart 
Amid  those  dancers  of  his  pleasure-house, 
Also  he  set  at  all  the  brazen  doors 
A  doubled  guard. 

Yet  who  shall  shut  out  Fate  ? 

For  once  again  the  spirit  of  the  Prince 
Was  moved  to  see  this  world  beyond  his  gates, 
This  life  of  man,  so  pleasant  if  its  waves 
Ran  not  to  waste  and  woful  finishing 
In  Time's  dry  sands.     "  I  pray  you  let  me  view 
Our  city  as  it  is,"  such  was  his  prayer 
To  King  Suddh6dana.     "  Your  Majesty 
In  tender  heed  hath  warned  the  folk  before 
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To  put  away  ill  things  and  coinnioD  sights. 
And  make  thtir  faces  glad  to  ^odtleti  me. 
And  all  the  causeways  gay  ;  ytl  bavc  J  learned 
This  is  not  daily  life,  and  if  I  stand 
Nearest,  n»y  lather,  to  the  realm  and  thee, 
Kain  would  I  know  the  people  and  the  streets. 
Their  simple  usual  ways,  and  workday  deeds. 
And  lives  which  those  men  live  vhu  are  not  kin^ 
Give  me  good  bave,  dear  Lord  t  to  pas  unkoowQ 
Beyond  my  happy  gardens ;  1  shall  come 
The  more  coniemed  to  their  peace  again. 
Or  wiser,  father,  if  not  well  content. 
Therefore,  I  pray  ihee,  let  me  go  at  wiD 
To-morrow,  with  my  servants,  through  the  si 
And  the  King  said,  among  his  Ministers, 
"  Belike  this  second  Sight  may  mend  the  lint. 
Note  how  the  falcon  starts  at  every  sight 
New  from  his  hood,  but  what  a  quiet  eye 
Cometh  of  freedom  ;  lel  my  son  see  all. 
And  bid  them  bring  me  tidings  of  his  mind." 
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Thus  on  the  morrow,  when  the  noon  was  come^ 
The  Prince  and  Channa  passed  beyond  the  gates, 
Which  opened  to  the  signet  of  the  King ; 
Vet  knew  not  they  who  rolled  the  great  doors  back 

It  was  the  King's  son  in  that  merchant's  robe^ 

And  in  the  clerkly  dress  his  charioteer. 

Forth  fared  they  by  the  common  way  afoot, 

Mingling  with  aU  the  Sdkya  citizens, 

Seeing  the  glad  and  sad  things  of  the  town  : 

The  painted  streets  alive  with  hum  of  noon, 

The  traders  cross-legged  'mid  their  spice  and  grain. 

The  buyers  with  their  money  in  the  cloth. 

The  war  of  words  to  cheapen  this  or  that, 

The  shout  to  clear  the  road,  the  huge  stone  wheels, 

I1ie  strong  slow  oxen  and  their  rustling  loads. 

The  singing  bearers  with  the  palanquins. 

The  broad-necked  hamals  sweating  in  the  sun. 

The  housewives  bearing  water  from  the  well 

With  balanced  chatties,  and  athwart  their  hips 

The  black-eyed  babes ;  the  fly-swarmed  sweetmeat  shops, 
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The  weaver  at  his  loom,  the  cotton-bow 
Twanging,  the  millstones  grinding  meal,  the  dogs 
Prowling  for  ons,  the  skilful  armorer 
With  tong  and  hammer  linking  altirts  of  mail. 
The  blacksmith  with  a  mattock  and  a  spear 
Reddening  together  in  his  coals,  the  school 
Where  round  iheir  Gum,  in  a  grave  half-moon, 
The  Sakya  children  sang  the  mantras  through. 
And  learned  the  greater  and  the  lesser  gods ; 
The  dyers  stretching  waistclotlis  in  the  sun 
Wet  from  the  vats  —  orange,  and  rose,  and  green  ;  I 
The  soldiers  clanking  past  with  swords  and  shields,J 
The  camel-drivers  rocking  on  the  humps, 
The  Brahman  proud,  the  martial  Kshalriya, 
The  humble  toiling  Sudra  ;  here  a  throng 
Gathered  to  watch  some  chattering  snake-tamer 
Wind  round  his  wrist  the  living  jewellery 
Of  asp  and  n3g,  or  charm  the  hooded  death 
To  angry  dance  widi  drone  of  beaded  gourd  ; 
Therf  a  long  line  of  drums  and  horns,  which  went,  I 
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Willi  steeds  gay  painted  and  silk  canopies, 
To  bring  the  young  bride  home  ;  and  here  a  wife 
Stealing  with  cakes  and  garlands  to  the  god 
To  pray  her  husband's  safe  return  from  trade, 
Or  beg  a  boy  next  birth  ;  hard  by  the  booths 
Where  the  swart  potters  beat  the  noisy  brass 
For  lamps  and  lotas  ;  thence,  by  temple  walls 
And  gateways,  to  the  river  and  the  bridge 
Under  the  city  walls. 

These  had  they  passed 
When  fix)ra  the  roadside  moaned  a  mournful  voice, 
"  Help,  masters  !  lift  me  to  my  feet ;  oh,  help  ! 
Or  I  shall  die  before  I  reach  my  house  ! " 
A  stricken  wretch  it  was,  whose  quivering  frame, 
Caught  by  some  deadly  plague,  lay  in  the  dust 
Writhing,  with  fiery  purple  blotches  specked  ; 
The  chill  sweat  beaded  on  his  brow,  his  mouth 
Was  dragged  awry  with  twitchings  of  sore  pain, 
The  wild  eyes  swam  with  inward  agony. 
Gasping,  he  clutched  the  grass  to  rise,  and  rose 
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Hair-way,  then  sank,  with  'juaking  fcchle  limbs 
And  scream  of  lertor,  crying,  "  Ah,  the  pain  I 
Good  people,  help  I "  whereon  Siddartha  ran, 
Ufted  the  woful  man  with  lender  hands, 
Willi  sweet  looks  laid  the  sick  head  on  his  knee, 
.\nd  while  his  soft  touch  comforted  die  wTetch, 
.\sked,  ■'  Brother,  what  is  ill  with  thee?  what  h 
Hath  fallen?  wherefore  canst  lliou  not  arise? 
Why  is  it,  Channa,  that  he  pants  and  moans, 
And  gasps  to  s]»eak  and  siglis  so  pitiful  ?  " 
Then  spake  the  charioteer :  "  Great  Prince  !  this] 
Is  smitten  with  some  pest ;  his  elements 
.Are  all  confounded ;  in  his  veins  the  blood, 
Which  ran  a  wholesome  river,  leaps  and  boils 
A  fiery  flood  ;  his  heart,  which  kept  good  lime. 
Heals  like  an  ill-played  drum-skin,  quick  and  slo 
His  sinews  slacken  Ukc  a  bow-string  slipped  ; 
ITie  strength  is  gone  from  ham,  and  loin,  and  n 
jVnd  all  tlie  grace  and  joy  of  manhood  fled : 
1  Iiis  is  a  sick  man  with  the  fit  upon  him. 
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See  how  he  plucks  and  plucks  to  seize  his  grief, 

And  rolls  his  bloodshot  orbs,  and  grinds  his  teeth, 

And  draws  his  breath  as  if  *twere  choking  smoke. 

Lo  !  now  he  would  be  dead,  but  shall  not  die 

Until  the  plague  hath  had  its  work  in  him, 

Killing  the  nerves  which  die  before  the  life ; 

Then,  when  his  strings  have  cracked  with  agony 

And  all  his  bones  are  empty  of  the  sense 

To  ache,  the  plague  will  quit  and  light  elsewhere. 

Oh,  sir  !  it  is  not  good  to  hold  him  so  ! 

The  harm  may  pass,  and  strike  thee,  even  thee." 

But  spake  the  Prince,  still  comforting  the  man, 

"  And  are  there  others,  are  there  many  thus  ? 

Or  might  it  be  to  me  as  now  with  him  ?  " 

"  Great  Lord  ! "  answered  the  charioteer,  "  this  comes 

In  many  forms  to  all  men  ;  griefs  and  wounds. 

Sickness  and  tetters,  palsies,  leprosies, 

Hot  fevers,  watery  wastings,  issues,  blains 

Befall  all  flesh  and  enter  everywhere." 

"Come  such  ills  unobserved?"  the  Prince  inquired. 
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Aiid  Channa  saiii,  "  Like  the  sly  snake  they  c 
That  stiugs  unseen  ;  like  the  striped  Diurderet, 
Who  waits  to  spring  from  the  Kaninda  bush. 
Hiding  beside  the  jungle  path  j  or  like 

The  lightning,  striking  these  and  sparing  (hose, 
As  chance  may  send," 

■'Tlicn  all  men  live  in  fear?*; 

"  So  live  ihey,  Prince  !  " 

"  And  none  can  say, '  I  sleep 

Happy  and  whole  to-night,  and  so  shall  wake  ? ' " 

"  None  say  it." 

"  And  the  end  of  many  aches, 

Which  come  unseen,  and  will  come  when  they  come, 

h  this,  a  broken  body  and  sad  mind, 

And  so  old  age  ?  " 

"  Yea,  if  men  last  as  long." 


"  But  if  they  cannot  bear  their  agonies. 
Or  if  they  will  not  bear,  and  seek  a  term  ; 
Or  if  they  bear,  and  be,  as  this  man  is, 
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Too  weak  except  for  groans,  and  so  still  live, 
And  growing  old,  grow  older,  then  what  end  ?  " 

'ITiey  die,  Prmce." 

"  Die  ?  " 

"  Yea,  at  the  last  comes  death, 
la  whatsoever  way,  whatever  hour. 
Some  few  grow  old,  most  suffer  and  fall  sick, 
But  all  must  die  —  behold,  where  comes  the  Dead  ! ' 

Then  did  Siddartha  raise  his  eyes,  and  see 

Fast  pacing  towards  the  river  brink  a  band 
Of  wailing  people,  foremost  one  who  swung 
An  earthen  bowl  with  lighted  coals,  behind 
The  kinsmen  shorn,  with  mourning  marks,  ungirt. 
Crying  aloud,  "  O  Rama,  Rama,  hear  ! 

Call  upon  Rama,  brothers ;  *'  next  the  bier, 
Knit  of  four  poles  with  bamboos  interlaced, 
Whereon  lay,  stark  and  stiff,  feet  foremost,  lean, 
Chapfallen,  sightless,  hollow-flanked,  a-grin, 
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Sprinkled  witli  red  and  yellow  dust  —  the  Dead. 
Wlioni  at  the  ftmr-wciit  ways  they  turned  head  firsi. 
And  crying  "  Rama,  Ramo.  1 "  carried  on 
To  where  a  pile  was  reared  beside  the  stream ; 
Thereon  they  bid  him,  building  fuel  up  — 
Good  sleep  hath  one  that  slumbers  on  that  bed  I 
He  shall  not  wake  for  cold  albeit  he  lies 
Naked  to  all  the  airs — for  soon  they  set 
The  red  fiame  to  the  comers  four,  which  creplfl 
And  licked,  and  flickered,  finding  out  his  flesh 
And  feeding  on  it  with  swift  hissing  tongues. 
And  crackle  of  parched  skin,  and  snap  of  joint 
Till  the  fat  smoke  thinned  and  the  ashes  sank 
Scarlet  and  grey,  with  here  and  there  a  bone 
White  midst  the  grey  —  the  total  of  the  man. 

nien  spake  the  Prince  :  "  Is  this  the  end  which  com-"; 
Toall  who  live?" 

"  This  is  the  end  that  comes 
To  all,"  quoth  Channa ;  "  he  upon  the  pyre  — 
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Whose  remnants  are  so  petty  that  the  crows 

Caw  hungrily,  then  quit  the  fruitless  feast  — 

Ate,  drank,  laughed,  loved,  and  lived,  and  liked  life  well. 

Then  came — who  knows?  —  some  gust  of  jungle-wind, 

A  stumble  on  the  path,  a  taint  in  the  tank, 

A  snake's  nip,  half  a  span  of  angry  steel, 

A  chill,  a  fishbone,  or  a  falling  tile, 

And  life  was  over  and  the  man  is  dead ; 

No  appetites,  no  pleasures,  and  no  pains 

Hath  such ;  the  kiss  upon  his  lips  is  nought, 

The  fire-scorch  nought ;  he  smelleth  not  his  flesh 

A-roast,  nor  yet  the  sandal  and  the  spice 

They  bum  ;  the  taste  is  emptied  from  his  mouth, 

The  hearing  of  his  ears  is  clogged,  the  sight 

Is  blinded  in  his  eyes ;  those  whom  he  loved 

Wail  desolate,  for  even  that  must  go, 

Hie  body,  which  was  lamp  unto  the  life, 

Or  worms  will  have  a  horrid  feast  of  it. 

Here  is  the  common  destiny  of  flesh  : 

The  high  and  low,  the  good  and  bad,  must  die, 
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And  then,  'tis  tanghl,  b^n  anew  and  live 
Somewhere,  somehow,  —  who  knows? —  and  so  agaitt  I 
The  pangs,  the  [laiting,  and  tiie  lighted  pile :  — 
Such  is  man's  round." 

But  lo  !  Sidd.inha  turned 
Eyes  gleaming  with  divine  teais  to  the  sky. 
Eyes  lit  witli  heavenly  pity  to  the  cardi ; 
From  sky  to  earth  he  looked,  from  eanli  to  sky. 
As  if  his  spirit  sought  in  lonely  flight 
Same  far-off  vision,  linking  this  and  thai, 
Lost  —  past  —  but  searchable,  but  seen,  but  knovn. 
Then  cried  he,  while  his  lifted  countenance 
Glowed  with  the  burning  passion  of  a  love 
Unspeakable,  the  ardor  of  a  hope 
Boundless,  insatiate  :  "  Oh  !  suffering  worid. 
Oh  !  known  and  unknown  of  my  common  flesh. 
Caught  in  this  common  net  of  death  and  woe. 
And  life  which  binds  to  both  !  I  see,  I  feel 
The  vastness  of  the  agony  of  earth. 
The  vainness  of  its  joys,  the  mockery 
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Of  all  its  best,  the  anguish  of  its  worst ; 
Since  pleasures  end  in  pain,  and  youth  in  age, 
And  love  in  loss,  and  life  in  hateful  death, 
And  death  in  unknown  lives,  which  will  but  yoke 
Men  to  their  wheel  again  to  whirl  the  round 
Of  false  delights  and  woes  that  are  not  false. 
Me  too  this  lure  hath  cheated,  so  it  seemed 
Lovely  to  live,  and  life  a  sunlit  stream 
For  ever  flowing  in  a  changeless  peace ; 
Whereas  the  foolish  ripple  of  the  flood 
Dances  so  ligniiy  aown  by  bloom  and  lawn 
Only  to  pour  its  crystal  quicklier 
into  the  foul  salt  sea.     The  veil  is  rent 
Which  blinded  me  !     I  am  as  all  these  men 
Who  cry  upon  their  gods  and  are  not  heard 
Or  are  not  heeded  —  yet  there  must  be  aid  ! 
For  them  and  me  and  all  there  must  be  help  ! 
Perchance  the  gods  have  need  of  help  themselves 
Being  so  feeble  that  when  sad  lips  cry 
They  cannot  save  I     I  would  not  let  one  cry 
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Whom  I  could  save  !     How  can  it  be  thai  Bralin 

Would  make  a  worid  and  keep  it  misenble, 

Since,  if  all-powerful,  he  leaves  it  so. 

He  is  not  good,  and  if  not  powerrul. 

He  is  not  God? — Channa  !  k&d  home  again  ! 

It  is  enough  !  mine  eyes  have  seen  enough  !  " 


Which  when  the  King  heard,  at  the  gates  he  « 
A  triple  guard,  and  bade  no  man  should  pass 
By  day  or  night,  issuing  or  entering  in. 
Until  the  days  were  numbered  of  that  dream. 


Booit  t|)e  jfourtfi* 


BcT  when  the  days  were  numbered,  then  befeU 

The  parting  of  our  Lord  —  which  was  to  be  — 

Whereby  came  wailing  in  the  Golden  Home, 

Woe  to  the  King  and  sorrow  o*er  the  land, 

But  for  all  flesh  deliverance,  and  that  Law 

Which  —  whoso  hears  —  the  same  shall  make  him  free. 

Softly  the  Indian  night  sinks  on  the  plains 
At  full  moon  in  the  month  of  Chaitra  Shud, 
When  mangoes  redden  and  the  as6ka  buds 
Sweeten  the  breeze,  and  Rama*s  birthday  comes, 
And  all  the  fields  are  glad  and  all  the  towns. 
Softly  that  night  fell  over  Vishramvan, 
Fragrant  with  blooms  and  jewelled  thick  with  stars, 

And  cool  with  mountain  airs  sighing  adown 
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From  snow-flats  on  Himila  high-outspn^  ; 
For  the  moon  swung  above  the  ea&tcni  peaks, 
Climbing  the  spangled  vault,  and  lighting  clear 
Rohini's  ripples  and  the  hiUs  and  plains. 
And  all  the  sleeping  land,  and  near  at  hand 
Silvering  those  roof-lops  of  the  pleasure -house. 
Where  nothing  stiired  nor  sign  of  watching  was 
Save  at  the  outer  gales,  whose  warders  cried 
Mttdra,  the  watchword,  aiid  the  countersign 
Angima,  and  ihe  watch-drums  beat  a  round  : 
Whereat  the  earth  lay  still,  except  for  call 
Of  prowling  jackals,  and  the  ceaseless  trill 
Of  crickets  on  the  garden  grounds. 


Within  — 
\Vhere  the  moon  glittered  through  the  lace-worked  si 

Lighting  the  walls  of  pearl-shell  and  tne  floors 
Paved  with  veined  marble  —  softly  fell  her  beams 
On  such  rare  company  of  Indian  girls. 
It  seemed  some  chamber  sweet  in  Paradise 
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Where  Devjs  rested.     All  the  chosen  ones 
Of  Prince  Siddartlia's  pleasure-home  were  there, 
TTie  brightest  and  most  faithful  of  the  Court, 
Each  form  so  lovely  in  the  peace  of  sleep, 
That  you  had  said  "  This  is  the  pearl  of  all !  " 
Save  that  beside  her  or  beyond  her  lay 
Fairer  and  faber,  till  the  pleasured  gaze 
Roamed  o'er  that  feast  of  beauty  as  it  roams 
From  gem  to  gem  in  some  great  goldsmith-work. 
Caught  by  each  color  till  the  next  is  seen. 
With  careless  grace  they  lay,  their  soft  brown  limbs 
Part  hidden,  part  revealed  ;  their  glossy  hair 
Bound  back  with  gold  or  flowers,  or  flowing  loose 
In  black  waves  down  the  shapely  nape  and  neck. 
Lulled  into  pleasant  dreams  by  happy  toils. 
They  slept,  no  wearier  than  jewelled  birds 
Which  sing  and  love  aU  day,  then  under  wing 
Fold  head  till  mom  bids  sing  and  love  again. 
Lamps  of  chased  silver  swinging  from  the  roof 
In  silver  chains,  and  fed  with  perfumed  oils, 
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Made  with  the  moonbeams  tender  lights  and  shades, 
Whereby  were  seen  the  perfect  lines  of  grace, 
The  bosom's  placid  heave,  the  soft  stained  palais 
Drooping  or  clasped,  the  faces  fair  and  dark, 
The  great  arched  broivs,  the  paited  liiw,  ihe  leeih 
Like  pearls  a  mercliant  picks  to  make  a  string, 
The  satin-hdded  eyes,  with  lashes  dropped 
Sweeping  llie  delicate  checks,  the  rounded  wrists, 
The  smooth  small  feet  with  bells  and  bangles  decked, 
Tinkling  low  music  where  some  sleeper  moved. 
Breaking  her  smiling  dream  of  some  new  dance 
Praised  by  the  Prince,  some  magic  ring  to  find, 
Some  fairy  love-gift.     Here  one  lay  full-length, 
Her  vina  by  lier  cheek,  and  in  its  strings 
The  little  fingers  still  all  interlaced 
As  when  the  last  notes  of  her  light  song  played 
Those  radiant  eyes  to  sleep  and  seated  her  own. 
Another  slumbered  folding  in  her  arms 
A  desert- ante  lope,  its  slender  head 
Buried  with  back-sloped  horns  between  her  breasts 
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Soft  nestling ;  it  was  eating  —  when  both  drowsed  — 
Red  roses,  and  her  loosening  hand  still  held 
A  rose  half-mumbled,  while  a  rose-leaf  curled 
Between  the  deer's  lips.     Here  two  friends  had  dozed 
Together,  weaving  m6gra-buds,  which  bound 
Their  sister-sweetness  in  a  starry  chain, 
Unking  them  limb  to  limb  and  heart  to  heart. 
One  pillowed  on  the  blossoms,  one  on  her. 
Another,  ere  she  slept,  lyas  stringing  stones 
To  make  a  necklet  —  agate,  onyx,  sard. 
Coral,  and  moonstone  —  round  her  wrist  it  gleamed 
A  coil  of  splendid  color,  while  she  held, 
Unthreaded  yet,  the  bead  to  close  it  up 
Green  turkis,  carved  with  golden  gods  and  scripts. 
Lulled  by  the  cadence  of  the  garden  stream, 
TTius  lay  they  on  the  clustered  carpets,  each 
A  girlish  rose  with  shut  leaves,  waiting  dawn 
To  open  and  make  daylight  beautiful. 
This  Tvas  the  antechamber  of  the  Prince  ; 
But  at  the  purdah's  fringe  the  sweetest  slept  — 
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Ounga  and  Gotami  —  chief  minislere 
In  that  still  house  of  love. 

The  purdah  hung, 
Crirason  and  Ijlue,  with  brouieretl  threads  o!  goliJ, 
Across  a  portal  carved  in  sandal-trood. 
Whence  by  three  steps  the  way  was  to  the  bowor  J 

Of  inmost  splendor,  and  the  marriage-coucJi  n 

Set  on  a  dais  soft  with  ttilver  dgths,  J 

Where  the  foot  fell  as  thou^  it  trod  on  pifes  I 

Of  nee  m -blooms.     AU  the  walls  were  plates  of  peail, 
Cut  shapely  from  the  shells  of  Lanka's  wave ; 
And  o'er  the  alabaster  roof  there  ran 
Rich  inlayings  of  lotus  and  of  bird. 
Wrought  in  skilled  work  of  lazuliteand  jade, 
Jacynth  and  jasper ;  woven  round  the  dome. 
And  down  tlie  sides,  and  all  about  the  frames 
\Yherein  were  set  the  fretted  lattices, 
Through  which  there  breathed,  with  moonlight  and  aX>' 

airs, 
Scents  from  the  shell-tlowers  and  the  jasmine  ^>raysi 
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Not  bringing  thither  grace  or  tenderness 
Sweeter  than  shed  from  those  fair  presences 
Within  the  place  —  the  beauteous  Sakya  Prince, 
And  hers,  the  stately,  bright  Yasddhara. 

Half  risen  from  her  soft  nest  at  his  side, 
The  chuddah  fallen  to  her  waist,  her  brow 
Laid  in  both  palms,  the  lovely  Princess  leaned 
With  heaving  bosom  and  fast  falling  tears. 
Thrice  with  her  lips  she  touched  Siddartha's  hand. 
And  at  the  third  kiss  moaned,  "  Awake,  my  Lord  ! 
Give  me  the  comfort  of  thy  speech  !  "     Then  he  — 
"  What  is  it  with  thee,  O  my  life  ?  "  but  still 
She  moaned  anew  before  the  words  would  come  ; 
Then  spake,  "  Alas,  my  Prince  !  I  sank  to  sleep 
Most  happy,  for  the  babe  I  bear  of  thee 
Quickened  this  eve,  and  at  my  heart  there  beat 
That  double  pulse  of  life  and  joy  and  love 

Whose  happy  music  lulled  me,  but  —  aho  !  — 

In  slumber  I  beheld  three  sights  of  dread, 


With  thought  ftliereof  my  heart  is  throbbing  yet 

1  saw  a  white  bull  with  wide  branching  homs, 

A  lord  of  pastures,  pacing  through  the  streets. 

Bearing  upon  his  fVont  a  gem  which  shone 

As  if  some  star  had  dropped  to  glitter  there. 

Or  like  the  kantha-stoiie  the  great  Snake  keeps 

To  make  bright  daylight  underneath  the  earth. 

Slow  through  the  streets  towards  the  gates  he  paccil. 

And  none  could  stay  him,  though  there  came  a  voice 

From  Indra's  temple, '  If  ye  stay  him  not, 

The  glory  of  the  city  goeth  forth.' 

Yet  none  could  stay  him.     Then  I  wept  aloud, 

And  locked  my  arms  about  his  neck,  and  strove. 

And  bade  them  liar  the  gates ;  but  that  ox-king 

Bellowed,  and,  lightly  tossing  free  his  crest, 

Bi:oke  from  my  clasp,  and  bursting  through  the  bars. 

Trampled  the  warders  down  and  passed  away. 

The  next  strange  dream  was  this :  Four  Presences 

Splendid,  with  shining  eyes,  so  beautiful 

They  seemed  the  Regents  of  the  Earth  who  dwell 
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On  Mount  Sumeru,  lighting  from  the  sky 

With  retinue  of  countless  heavenly  ones. 

Swift  swept  unto  our  city,  where  I  saw 

The  golden  flag  of  Indra  on  the  gate 

Flutter  and  fall ;  and  lo  !  there  rose  instead 

A  glorious  banner,  all  the  folds  whereof 

Rippled  with  flashing  fire  of  rubies  sewn 

ITiick  on  the  silver  threads,  the  rays  wherefrom 

Set  forth  new  words  and  weighty  sentences 
^Vhose  message  made  all  living  creatures  glad  ; 
And  from  the  east  the  wind  of  sunrise  blew 
VVith  tender  waft,  opening  those  jewelled  scrolls 
So  that  all  flesh  might  read ;  and  wondrous  blooms  — 
Plucked  in  what  clime  I  know  not  —  fell  in  showers, 
Colored  as  none  are  colored  in  our  groves.** 

Then  spake  the  Prince  :  "  All  this,  my  Lotus- flower  ! 
Was  good  to  see." 

"  Ay,  Lord,"  the  Princess  said, 
"  Save  that  it  ended  With  a  voice  of  fear 
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Crj'ing,  '  The  time  is  nigh  1  the  time  is  nigh  ! ' 
Thereat  the  third  dream  came  ;  for  when  I  smight 
Thy  side,  sweet  Lord !  ah,  on  our  bed  there  lay 
An  unpressed  pillow  and  an  empty  robe  — 
Nothing  of  thee  but  those  I  —  nothing  of  thee. 
Who  art  my  life  and  light,  my  king,  my  world  I 
And  steeping  still  t  rose,  and  slopping  saw 
Thy  belt  of  pearls,  tied  here  below  my  bre^asBr 
Change  to  a  stinging  snake  ;  my  anlcle-rings 
Fall  off,  my  golden  bangles  part  and  fall ; 
The  jasmines  in  my  hair  wither  to  dust ; 
While  this  our  bridal-couch  sank  to  the  ground. 
And  something  rent  the  crimson  purdah  down ; 
Then  far  away  I  heard  the  white  bull  low. 
And  far  away  the  embroidered  banner  flap, 
And  once  again  that  cry, '  The  time  is  come  ! ' 
But  with  that  cry  —  which  shakes  my  spirit  still  — 
I  woke  !     O  Prince  !  what  may  such  visions  mean 
Except  I  die,  or — worse  than  any  death  — 
Tliou  shouldst  forsake  me  or  be  taken  ?  " 
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Sweet 
As  the  last  smile  of  sonset  was  the  look 
Siddartha  bent  upon  his  weeping  wife. 
"  Comfort  thee,  dear ! "  he  said,  "  if  comfort  lives 
Id  changeless  love ;  for  though  thy  dreams  may  be 
Shadows  of  things  to  come,  and  though  the  gods 
.\re  shaken  in  their  seats,  and  though  the  world 
Stands  nigh,  perchance,  to  know  some  way  of  help. 
Yet,  whatsoever  iall  to  thee  and  me. 
Be  sure  I  loved  and  love  Vas6dhara. 
Thou  knowest  how  I  muse  these  many  moons. 
Seeking  to  save  the  sad  earth  I  have  seen ; 
And  when  the  time  comes,  that  which  will  be  will. 
But  if  my  soul  yearns  sore  for  souls  unknown. 
And  if  I  grieve  for  griefe  which  are  not  mine. 
Judge  how  my  high-winged  thoughts  must  hover  here 
O'er  all  these  lives  that  share  and  sweeten  mine  — 
So  dear  !  and  thine  the  dearest,  gentlest,  best, 
And  nearest.    Ah,  thou  mother  of  my  babe  ! 
AVhose  body  mixed  with  mine  for  this  fair  hope. 
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When  most  my  spirit  wanders,  ranging  round 

The  lands  and  seas  —  as  full  of  ruih  for  men 

As  the  far-flying  dove  is  full  of  nilh 

I'or  lier  twin  nestlings  —  ever  it  has  come 

Home  with  glad  wing  and  passionate  plumes,  to  iliec. 

Who  art  the  sweetness  of  my  kind  best  seen, 

The  utmost  of  their  good,  the  temleresi 

Of  all  their  tenderness,  mine  most  of  all. 

Therefore,  whatever  after  this  betide, 

Uelhink  ihee  of  that  londly  bull  which  lowed. 

Thai  jewelled  lianner  in  thy  dream  which  waved 

Its  folds  departing,  and  of  this  be  sure. 

Always  1  loved  and  always  love  thee  well, 

And  what  I  sought  for  all  sought  most  for  thee. 

But  thou,  take  comfort ;  and,  if  sorrow  falls, 

Take  comfoit  still  in  deeming  there  may  be 

A  way  of  peace  on  earth  by  woes  of  ours  j 

And  have  with  this  embrace  what  faithful  love 

Can  think  of  thanks  or  frame  for  benison  — 

Too  little,  seeing  love's  strong  self  is  weak  — 
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Vet  kiss  roe  on  the  mouth,  and  drink  these  words 
From  heart  to  heart  therewith,  that  thou  mayst  know  — 
WTiat  otJiers  will  not  —  that  I  loved  thee  most 
Because  I  loved  so  well  all  living  souls. 
Now,  Princess  !  rest,  for  I  will  rise  and  watch." 


Then  in  her  tears  she  slept,  but  sleeping  sighed  — 
As  if  that  vision  passed  again  —  "  The  time  ! 
The  time  is  come  ! "     Whereat  Siddartha  turned. 
And,  lo  !  the  moon  shone  by  the  Crab  !  the  stars 
In  that  same  silver  order  long  foretold 
Stood  ranged  to  say,  "  This  is  the  night !  —  choose  thou 
The  way  of  greatness  or  the  way  of  good : 
To  reign  a  King  of  kings,  or  wander  lone. 
Crown  less  and  homeless,  that  the  world  be  helped.*' 
Moreover,  with  the  whispers  of  the  gloom 
Came  to  his  ears  again  that  warning  song. 
As  when  the  Devas  spoke  upon  the  wind : 
And  surely  Gods  were  round  about  the  place 
Watching  our  Lord,  who  watched  the  shining  stars 
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■■  I  will  depart,"  he  spake  ;  '■  the  hom  t 
Tliy  tender  lips,  dear  sleeper,  summoD  me 
To  ihat  which  saves  the  earth  but  simders  us; 
i^d  in  the  silence  of  yon  sky  I  read 
My  fated  message  flashing.     Unto  this 
Came  J,  and  unto  this  all  nights  and  days 
Have  led  mc  ;  for  I  will  aot  have  thai  crown 
Which  may  be  mine  :  1  lay  aside  those  realms 
Which  wait  the  gleaming  of  ray  naked  sword  : 
^[y  chariot  shall  not  roll  with  bloody  wheels 
Krom  victory  to  victory,  till  earth 
Wears  the  red  record  of  my  name.     I  choose 
lb  tread  its  paths  with  patient,  stainless  feet. 
Making  its  dust  my  bed,  its  loneliest  wastes 
My  dwelling,  and  its  meanest  things  my  mates : 
Clad  in  no  prouder  garb  than  outcasts  wear, 
Fed  with  no  meats  save  what  the  charitable 
(Jive  of  their  will,  sheltered  by  no  more  pomp 
Than  the  dim  cave  lends  or  the  j'ingle-bush. 
■Rii^  will  I  do  because  the  woful  cry 
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Of  life  and  all  flesh  living  cometh  up 

Into  my  ears,  and  all  my  soul  is  full 

Of  pity  for  the  sickness  of  this  world ; 

Which  I  will  heal,  if  healing  may  be  found 

By  uttermost  renouncing  and  strong  strife. 

For  which  of  all  the  great  and  lesser  Gods 

Have  power  or  pity  ?    Who  hath  seen  them  —  who  ? 

What  have  they  wrought  to  help  their  worshippers  ? 

How  hath  it  steaded  man  to  pray,  and  pay 

Tithes  of  the  com  and  oil,  to  chant  the  charms, 

To  slay  the  shrieking  sacrifice,  to  rear 

Tlie  stately  fane,  to  feed  the  priests,  and  call 

On  Vishnu,  Shiva,  Surya,  who  save 

None  —  not  the  worthiest  —  from  the  griefs  that  teach 

Those  litanies  of  flattery  and  fear 

Ascending  day  by  day,  like  wasted  smoke  ? 

Hath  any  of  my  brothers  *scaped  thereby 

The  aches  of  life,  the  stings  of  love  and  loss, 

The  fiery  fever  and  the  ague-shake, 

The  slow,  dull  sinking  into  withered  age. 
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Tlie  horriljle  dark  death  —  and  whai  beyond 

Waits  —  till  the  whirling  wheel  comes  up  again, 

Aiid  new  lives  bring  new  sorrows  to  be  borne. 

New  generations  for  the  new  dtsires 

Which  have  their  cad  in  the  old  mockeries? 

Hath  any  of  my  lender  sisters  found 

Fruit  of  the  fast  or  harvest  of  the  hymn. 

Or  bought  one  pang  the  less  ar  bearing-time 

For  white  curds  offered  and  trim  tulsi-leavcs? 

Nay  ;  it  may  be  some  of  the  Gods  are  good 

And  evil  some,  but  all  in  action  weak  ; 

Both  pitiful  and  pitiless,  and  both  — 

As  men  are  —  bound  upon  this  wheel  of  change, 

Knowing  the  former  and  the  after  lives. 

For  so  our  scriptures  truly  seem  to  teach. 

That  —  once,  and  wheresoe'er,  and  whence  beguni 

Life  nms  its  rounds  of  living,  climbing  up 

From  mote,  and  gnat,  and  worm,  rqitile,  and  fish,   | 

Bird  and  sh.'^ed  beast,  man,  demon,  deva,  God, 

To  clod  and  mote  again  ;  so  are  we  kin 
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To  all  that  is ;  and  thus,  if  one  might  save 

Man  from  his  curse,  the  whole  wide  world  should  share 

The  lightened  horror  of  this  ignorance 

Whose  shadow  is  chill  fear,  and  cruelty 

Its  bitter  pastime.     Yea,  if  one  might  save  ! 

And  means  must  be  !    There  must  be  refuge  !     Men 

Perished  in  winter-winds  till  one  smote  fire 

From  flint-stones  coldly  hiding  what  they  held, 

The  red  spark  treasured  from  the  kindling  sun. 

They  gorged  on  flesh  like  wolves,  till  one  sowed  com, 

\Vhich  grew  a  weed,  yet  makes  the  life  of  man ; 

They  mowed  and  babbled  till  some  tongue  struck  speech, 

And  patient  fingers  framed  the  lettered  sound. 

What  good  gift  have  my  brothers,  but  it  came 

From  search  and  strife  and  loving  sacrifice  ? 

If  one,  then,  being  great  and  fortunate, 

Rich,  dowered  with  health  and  ease,  from  birth  designed 

To  rule  —  if  he  would  rule  —  a  King  of  kings ; 

If  one,  not  tired  with  life's  long  day  but  glad 

r  the  freshness  of  its  morning,  one  not  cloyed 
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With  loN'e's  delicious  (tasls.  but  hungry  still ; 
If  one  not  wgrn  and  wrinkled,  sadly  sage. 
But  joyous  in  the  glory  and  tlie  grace 
ITiat  mix  with  evils  here,  and  free  to  choose 
Earth's  loveliest  at  his  will :  one  even  as  I, 
Who  ache  not,  lack  not,  grieve  not,  save  with  gr« 
Which  ate  not  mine,  except  as  I  am  man ;  — 
If  such  a  one,  having  so  much  to  give, 
Gave  all,  lairing  it  down  for  love  of  men, 
And  thenceforth  spent  himself  to  search  for  truth, 
Wringing  the  secret  of  deliverance  forth, 
Whether  it  lurk  in  hells  or  hide  in  heavens, 
Ur  hover,  unrevealed,  nigh  unto  all : 
Surely  at  last,  far  off,  sometime,  somewhere, 
The  \eil  would  lift  for  his  deep- searching  eyes, 
The  road  wou'd  open  for  his  painful  feet, 
riiat  should  be  won  for  which  he  lost  the  world, 
And  Death  might  "incl  him  conqueror  of  death. 
This  will  I  do,  who  have  a  realm  to  lose, 
Because  I  love  my  realm,  because  my  heart 
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Beats  with  each  throb  of  all  the  hearts  that  ache, 

Known  and  unknown,  these  that  are  mine  and  those 

Which  shall  be  mine,  a  thousand  million  more 

Sived  by  this  sacrifice  I  offer  now. 

Oh,  summoning  stars  1  I  come  !     Oh,  mournful  earth  1 

For  thee  and  thine  I  lay  aside  my  youth, 

My  throne,  my  joys,  my  golden  days,  my  nights, 

My  happy  palace  —  and  thine  arms,  sweet  Queen  ! 

Harder  to  put  aside  than  all  the  rest ! 

Yet  thee,  too,  I  shall  save,  saving  this  earth  ; 

And  that  which  stirs  within  thy  tender  womb. 

My  child,  the  hidden  blossom  of  our  loves, 

WTiom  if  I  wait  to  bless  my  mind  will  fail. 

Wife  !  child  !  father  !  and  people  !  ye  must  share 

\  little  while  tlie  anguish  of  this  hour 

That  light  may  break  and  all  flesh  learn  the  Law. 

Now  am  I  fixed,  and  now  I  will  depart. 

Never  to  come  again  till  what  I  seek 

Be  found  —  if  fervent  search  and  strife  avail." 
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So  with  his  brow  he  touched  her  feel,  and  betil 
ITie  farewell  of  fond  eyes,  unuttenbli;. 
Upon  her  sleeping  face,  still  wet  with  leare ; 
And  thrice  around  ihc  bed  in  reverence. 
As  though  it  were  an  altar,  sofUy  stepped 
W\\h  clasped  hands  laid  upon  his  beating  heart, 
"  For  never,"  spake  he,  "  lie  I  there  again  I  " 
And  thrice  he  made  to  go,  but  ihrice  came  back,  i 
So  strong  her  beauty  was,  so  large  his  love  : 
Then,  o'er  his  head  drawing  his  cloth,  he  turned    i 
And  raised  the  purdah's  edge  :  i 

There  drooped,  close-hush/ 
In  sucli  sealixl  sleep  as  water-lilies  know, 
The  lovely  garLlen  of  his  Indian  girla ; 
That  twin  darlcpetalled  lotus-buds  of  all  — 
Gunga  and  Gotami  — on  either  side. 
And  those,  their  silk-leaved  sisterhood,  beyond. 
"  Pleasant  ye  are  to  me,  sweet  friends  I  "  he  said, 
"  And  dear  to  leave ;  yet  if  I  leave  ye  not 
What  else  will  come  to  all  of  us  save  eld 
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Without  assuage  and  death  without  avail  ? 

Lo  !  as  ye  lie  asleep  so  must  ye  lie 

A-dead  ;  and  when  the  rose  dies  where  are  gone 

Its  scent  and  splendor?  when  the  lamp  is  drained 

Whither  is  fled  the  flame  ?    Press  heavy,  Night ! 

Upon  their  down-dropped  lids  and  seal  their  lips, 

That  no  tear  stay  me  and  no  faithful  voice. 

For  all  the  brighter  that  these  made  my  life, 

The.  bitterer  it  is  that  they  and  I, 

And  all,  should  live  as  trees  do  —  so  much  spring, 

Such  and  such  rains  and  frosts,  such  winter-times. 

And  then  dead  leaves,  with  maybe  spring  again. 

Or  axe-stroke  at  the  root.     This  will  not  I, 

Whose  life  here  was  a  God's  !  —  this  would  not  I, 

Though  all  my  days  were  godlike,  while  men  moan 

Under  their  darkness.     Therefore  farewell,  friends  ! 

While  life  is  good  to  give,  I  give,  and  go 

To  seek  deliverance  and  that  unknown  Light !  " 


Then,  lightly  treading  where  those  sleepers  lay. 
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Into  the  nigJil  Siddartha  passed  ;  its  eyes, 
The  watchful  stars,  looked  love  on  him :  its  breath. 
The  wandering  wind,  kissed  his  robe's  fluttered  fringe ; 
The  garden-blossoms,  folded  for  the  dawn. 
Opened  their  velvet  hearts  to  waft  him  scents 
From  pink  and  purple  censers :  o'er  the  land. 
From  Himalay  unto  the  Indian  Sea. 
A  tremor  spread,  as  if  earth's  soul  beneath 
Stirred  with  an  unknown  hope  ;  and  holy  books  — 
Which  tell  the  story  of  our  Lord  —  say.  too. 
That  rich  celestial  musics  thrilled  the  air 
From  hosts  on  hosts  of  shining  ones,  who  thronged 
Eastward  and  westward,  making  bright  the  night — 
Northward  and  southward,  making  glad  the  ground 
Also  those  four  dread  Regents  of  the  Earth, 
Descending  at  the  doorway,  two  by  two, — 
With  their  bright  legions  of  Invisibles 
In  aims  of  sapphire,  silver,  gold,  and  pearl  — 
Watched   with    joined    hands   the    Indian    Prince, 
stood. 
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His  tearful  eyes  raised  to  the  stars,  and  lips 
Close-set  with  purpose  of  prodigious  love. 

Then  strode  he  forth  into  the  gloom  and  cried, 
*'  Channa,  awake  !  and  bring  out  Kantaka  !  '* 

"  What  would  my  Lord  ?  "  the  charioteer  replied  — 
Slow-rising  from  his  place  beside  the  gate  — 
"  To  ride  at  night  when  all  the  ways  are  dark  ^  " 

"  Speak  low,"  Siddartha  said,  "  and  bring  my  horse, 
For  now  the  hour  is  come  when  I  should  quit 
This  golden  prison  where  my  heart  lives  caged 
To  find  the  truth ;  which  henceforth  I  will  seek. 
For  all  men's  sake,  until  the  truth  be  found." 


"  Alas  !  dear  Prince,"  answered  the  charioteer, 
"  Spake  then  for  nought  those  wise  and  holy  men 
VVho  cast  the  stars  and  bade  us  wait  the  time 
When  King  Suddhodana's  great  son  should  rule 
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Rciilins  upon  realms,  and  be  a  Lord  of  lords? 
Wilt  thou  ride  hence  and  let  the  rich  world  slip 
Out  of  thy  grasp,  to  hold  a  beggar's  bowl? 
Wilt  thou  go  forth  into  the  friendless  waste 
That  hast  tliis  Paradise  of  ]>lcaBures  here? " 

The  Prince  made  answer,  "  Unto  this  I  came, 
And  not  for  thrones :  the  kingdom  that  I  crave 
Is  more  than  many  realms  — and  all  things  pass 
To  change  and  death.     Bring  me  fortli  Kantaka  ! " 

"  Most  honored,"  spake  again  the  charioteer, 
"  Bethink  thee  of  my  Lord  thy  father's  grief ! 
Bethink  thee  of  their  woe  whose  bliss  thou  art  — 
How  shah  thou  help  tJiem,  first  undoing  them?" 

Siddartlu  answered,  "  Friend,  that  love  is  false 
Which  clings  to  love  for  selfish  sweets  of  love ; 
But  I,  who  love  these  more  than  joys  of  mine  — 
Yea,  more  than  joy  of  theirs  —  depart  to  save 
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Them  and  all  flesh,  if  utmost  love  avaiL 
Go,  bring  me  Kantaka  ! " 


Then  Channa  said, 
"  Master,  I  go  !  "  and  forthwith,  mournfully. 
Unto  the  stall  he  passed,  and  from  the  rack 
Took  down  the  silver  bit  and  bridle-chains. 
Breast-cord  and  curb,  and  knitted  fast  the  straps, 
And  linked  the  hooks,  and  led  out  Kantaka : 
Whom  tethering  to  the  ring,  he  combed  and  dressed, 
Stroking  the  snowy  coat  to  silken  gloss ; 
Next  on  the  steed  he  laid  the  numdah  square. 
Fitted  the  saddle-cloth  across,  and  set 
The  saddle  fair,  drew  tight  the  jewelled  girths. 
Buckled  the  breech-bands  and  the  martingale. 
And  made  fall  both  the  stirrups  of  worked  gold. 
Then  over  all  he  cast  a  golden  net. 
With  tassels  of  seed-pearl  and  silken  strings. 
And  led  the  great  horse  to  the  palace  door. 
Where  stood  the  Prince ;  but  when  he  saw  his  Lord. 
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Right  glad  he  waxed  and  joyously  he  neif^ed, 
Spreading  liis  scarlet  no&thls ;  and  the  books 
Write,  "  Surely  all  had  heard  Kaiiuka's  neigh. 
And  (hat  strong  trampling  of  his  iron  heels. 
Save  that  the  Devas  laid  their  iinneen  mngs 
Over  their  ears  and  kept  the  sleepers  deaf." 


Fondly  Siddaitha  drew  the  proud  head  down, 
Patted  the  shining  neck,  and  said,  "  Be  still. 
White  Kantaka  !  be  still,  and  bear  me  now 
The  tuthest  journey  ever  rider  rode ; 
For  this  night  take  I  liofse  to  find  the  truth, 
;\jid  where  my  quest  will  end  yet  know  1  not. 
Save  that  it  shall  not  end  until  I  lind. 
TherefcT-  to  night,  good  steed,  be  fierce  and  bold  I  ^ 
Lei  nodiing  stay  thee,  tiiough  a  thousand  blades 
Deny  the  road  !  let  neither  wall  nor  moat 
Forbid  our  flight !     Look  !  if  I  touch  thy  flank 
And  cry, '  On,  Kantaka  ! '  let  whirlwinds  lag 
Behind  thy  couree  I     Be  fire  and  air,  my  horse  ! 
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To  Stead  thy  Lord,  so  shalt  thou  share  with  him 
The  greatness  of  this  deed  which  helps  the  world  ; 
For  therefore  ride  I,  not  for  men  alone, 
But  for  all  things  which,  speechless,  share  our  pain 
And  have  no  hope,  nor  wit  to  ask  for  hope. 
Now,  therefore,  bear  thy  master  valorously  ! " 

Then  to  the  saddle  lightly  leaping,  he 
Touched  the  arched  crest,  and  Kantaka  sprang  forth 
With  armed  hoofs  sparkling  on  the  stones  and  ring 
Of  champing  bit ;  but  none  did  hear  that  sound, 
For  that  the  Suddha  Devas,  gathering  near. 
Plucked  the  red  mohra-flowers  and  strewed  them  thick 
Under  his  tread,  while  hands  invisible 
Muffled  the  ringing  bit  and  bridle  chains. 
Moreover,  it  is  written  when  they  came 
Upon  the  pavement  near  the  inner  gates, 
The  Yakshas  of  the  air  laid  magic  cloths 
Under  the  stallion's  feet,  so  that  he  went 
Softly  and  still. 
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But  when  ihey  reached  the  3 
Of  tripled  brass  —  which  hardly  fivescore  men 
Served  to  unbar  and  open  —  lo  !   the  doors 
Rolled  back  all  silently,  though  one  might  hear 
In  daytime  two  koss  ofTlhe  thunderous  roar 
Of  those  grim  hinges  and  unwieldy  plates. 

Also  the  middle  and  the  outer  gates 
Unfolded  each  tlieir  monstrous  portals  thus 
In  silence  as  Siddartha  and  his  steed 
Drew  near ;  while  underneath  Iheir  shadow  lay, 
Silent  as  dead  men,  all  those  chosen  guards  — 
The  lance  and  sword  let  fall,  the  shields  unbraced 
Captains  and  soldiers  —  For  there  came  a  «ind. 
Drowsier  than  blows  o'er  Malwa's  fields  of  sleep. 
Before  the  Prince's  path,  which,  being  breathed. 
Lulled  every  sense  aswoon :  and  so  lie  passed 
Free  from  the  palace. 

^V■hen  the  morning  star 
Stood  half  a  spear's  length  from  the  eastern  rim,  ' 
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And  o*er  the  earth  the  breath  of  morning  sighed 
Rippling  Anoma's  wave,  the  border-stream, 
Then  drew  he  rein,  and  leaped  to  earth  and  kissed 
White  Kantaka  bitwixt  the  ears,  and  spake 
Full  sweet  to  Channa :  "  This  which  thou  hast  done 
Shall  bring  thee  good  and  bring  all  creatures  good. 
Be  sure  I  love  thee  always  for  thy  love. 
Lead  back  my  horse  and  take  my  crest-pearl  here, 
My  princely  robes,  which  henceforth  stead  me  not. 
My  jewelled  sword-belt  and  my  sword,  and  these 
The  long  locks  by  its  bright  edge  severed  thus 
From  off  my  brows.     Give  the  King  all,  and  say 
Siddartha  prays  forget  him  till  he  come 
Ten  times  a  Prince,  with  royal  wisdom  won 
From  lonely  searchings  and  the  strife  for  light ; 
Where,  if  I  conquer,  lo  !  all  earth  is  mine  — 
Mine  by  chief  service  !  —  tell  him  —  mine  by  love  ! 
Since  there  is  hope  for  man  only  in  man. 
And  none  hath  sought  for  this  as  I  will  seek, 
Who  cast  away  my  world  to  save  my  world." 


Booit  rt)c  JTiftli. 


RotiND  Rajagriha  five  fair  hills  arose. 

Giiarcling  King  Bimbasara's  sylvan  town  : 

Uaihliara,  griieii  with  lemon-grass  and  palius  ; 

Bipulla,  at  whose  foot  thin  Sarsuli 

Steals  with  warm  ripple  ;  shadowy  Tapovan, 

Wjiosc  steaming  pools  mirror  black  rocks,  which  a 

Sovereign  earth-butter  from  their  rugged  roofe ; 

South-east  the  vultiire-peak  Sailagiri ; 

And  eastward  Ratnagiri,  hill  of  gems. 

A  winding  track,  paven  with  footworn  slabs, 

Ix'ads  tliee  by  safllower  fields  and  bamboo  tufts 

Under  dark  mangoes  and  the  jujuba-trees. 

Past  milk-white  veins  of  rock  and  jasper  crags, 

Ix)w  cliff  and  flats  of  jungle -flowers,  to  where 
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The  shoulder  of  that  mountain,  sloping  west, 
Overhangs  a  cave  with  wild  figs  canopied. 
Lo  !  thou  who  comest  thither,  bare  thy  feet 
And  bow  tliy  head  !  for  all  this  spacious  earth 
Hath  not  a  spot  more  dear  and  haUowed.     Here 
Lord  Buddha  sate  the  scorching  summers  through. 
The  driving  rains,  the  chilly  dawns  and  eves ; 
Wearing  for  all  men's  sakes  the  yellow  robe, 
Eating  in  beggar's  guise  the  scanty  meal 
Chance-gathered  from  the  charitable  ;  at  night 
Couched  on  the  grass,  homeless,  alone  ;  while  yelped 
The  sleepless  jackals  round  his  c^ve,  or  coughs 
Of  famished  tiger  from  the  thicket  broke. 
By  day  and  night  here  dwelt  the  World-honored, 
Subduing  that  fair  body  bom  for  bliss 
With  fast  and  frequent  watch  and  search  intense 
Of  silent  meditation,  so  prolonged 
That  ofttimes  while  he  mused  —  as  motionless 
As  the  fixed  rock  his  seat  —  the  squirrel  leaped 
L'pon  his  knee,  the  timid  quail  led  forth 
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Hit  brood  between  his  feci,  and  blue  (lows  peckeil 

The  rice-grains  from  ihe  bow!  Ittsidi-  his  hand. 


ihehod     ■ 
tnced        I 


Thus  would  he  muse  froni  noontide  —  when  ihe  knd 
Siiminered  with  heat,  and  walls  and  temples  d&nced 
In  the  reeking  air  —  till  suiiHet,  noting  not 
The  blazing  globe  roll  down,  nor  evening  glid 
Purple  and  swift,  across  the  softened  fields ; 
Nor  the  still  comiiif;  of  the  stars,  nor  throb 
or  drum-skins  in  the  busy  town,  nor  screech 
Of  owl  and  night -jar ;  wholly  wrapt  from  self 
In  keen  imravelling  of  the  threads  of  thought 
And  steadfast  pacing  of  life's  labyrinths. 
Thus  would  he  sit  till  midnight  hushed  the  world, 
Save  where  the  beasts  of  darkness  in  the  brake 
Crept  and  cried  out,  as  fear  and  hatred  cry, 
As  lust  and  avarice  and  anger  creep 
In  the  black  jungles  of  man's  ignorance. 
Then  slept  he  for  what  space  the  fleet  moon  asks 
To  swim  a  tenth  part  of  her  cloudy  sea ; 
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But  rose  ere  the  False-dawn^  and  stood  again 
Wistful  on  some  dark  platform  of  his  hill. 
Watching  the  sleeping  earth  with  ardent  eyes 
And  thoughts  embracing  all  its  living  things, 
While  o'er  the  waving  fields  that  murmur  moved 
Which  is  the  kiss  of  Mom  waking  the  lands. 
And  in  the  east  that  miracle  of  Day 
Gathered  and  grew.     At  first  a  dusk  so  dim 
Night  seems  still  unaware  of  whispered  dawn, 
But  soon  —  before  the  jungle-cock  crows  twice  — 
A  white  verge  clear,  a  widening,  brightening  white. 
High  as  the  herald-star,  which  fades  in  floods 
Of  silver,  warming  into  pale  gold,  caught 
By  topmost  clouds,  and  flaming  on  their  rims 
To  fervent  golden  glow,  flushed  from  the  brink 
With  saffron,  scarlet,  crimson,  amethyst ; 
Whereat  the  sky  bums  splendid  to  the  blue. 
And,  robed  in  raiment  of  glad  light,  the  King 
Of  Life  and  Glory  cometh  ! 
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Then  our  Lord, 
Alter  the  manner  of  a  Rishi,  hailed 
The  rising  orb,  and  went  —  ablutions  made  — 
Down  by  the  winding  path  unto  Ac  town  ; 
And  in  the  fasliion  of  a  Rishi  passed 
From  street  to  street,  with  begging-bowl  in  hand, 
Gathering  the  little  pittance  of  his  needs. 
Soon  was  it  filled,  for  all  the  townsmen  cried. 
"  Take  of  our  store,  great  sir  !  "  and  "  Take  of  Oi 
Marking  Ills  godlike  face  and  eyes  enwrapl ; 
And  mothers,  when  they  saw  our  Lord  go  by, 
Would  bid  their  children  fall  to  kiss  his  feet. 
And  lift  his  robe's  hem  to  their  brows,  or  run 
To  fill  his  jar,  and  fetch  him  milk  and  cakes. 
.\iid  ofttimcs  as  he  paced,  gentle  and  slow. 
Radiant  with  heavenly  pity,  lost  in  care 
For  those  he  knew  not,  save  as  fellow-lives. 
The  dark  surprised  eyes  of  some  Indian  maid 
Would  dwell  in  sudden  love  and  worship  deep 
On  tliat  majestic  form,  as  if  she  saw 
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Her  dreams  of  tenderest  thought  made  true,  and  grace 

Fairer  than  mortal  fire  her  breast.     But  he 

Passed  onward  with  the  bowl  and  yeUow  robe, 

By  mild  speech  paying  all  those  gifts  of  hearts, 

Wending  his  way  back  to  the  soUtudes 

To  sit  upon  his  hiU  with  holy  men, 

And  hear  and  ask  of  wisdom  and  its  roads. 


Midway  on  Ratnagiri's  groves  of  calm, 
Beyond  the  city,  but  below  the  caves, 
Lodged  such  as  hold  the  body  foe  to  soul. 
And  flesh  a  beast  which  men  must  chain  and  tame 
With  bitter  pains,  tiU  sense  of  pain  is  killed. 
And  tortured  nerves  vex  torturer  no  more  — 
Yogis  and  Brahmachahs,  Bhikshus,  all 
A  gaunt  and  mournful  band,  dwelling  apart. 
Some  day  and  night  had  stood  with  lifted  arms, 
Till  —  drained  of  blood  and  withered  by  disease  — 
Their  slowly-wasting  joints  and  stiffened  limbs 
Jutted  from  sapless  shoulders  like  dead  forks 


1-iih  lire 


I  |6  THE    LIGHT   OF   ASIA. 

From  forest  trunks.    Others  hajil  clenched  their  hands 
So  long  and  with  so  fierce  a  fortitude, 
llie  claw-like  nails  grew  through  tlie  festered  polot 
Some  walked  on  sandals  spiked ;  some  with  sharp  flinis 
Gashed  breast  and  brow  and  thigh,  scarred  tliese  with  lire- 
Threaded  their  fle^  with  jungle  thorns  and  ^its. 
Besmeared  with  mad  and  ashes,  crouching  foul 
In  rags  of  dead  men  wrapped  about  their  loins. 
Certain  there  were  inhabited  the  spots 
Where  death-pjTCS  smouldered,  cowering  defiled 
Witli  corpses  for  their  comi>any,  and  kites 
Screaming  around  them  o'er  tlie  funeral -^>oils : 
Certain  who  cried  five  hundred  times  a  day 
llie  names  of  Shiva,  wound  with  darting  snakes 
About  their  sun-tanned  necks  and  hoBow  flanks 
One  palsied  foot  drawn  up  against  the  ham. 
So  gathered  they,  a  grievous  company  ; 
Crowns  blistered  by  tl»e  blazing  heat,  eyes  bleared, 
Sinews  and  muscles  shrivelled,  visages 
Haggard  and  wan  as  slain  men's,  five  days  dead ; 
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Here  crouched  one  in  the  dust  who  noon  by  noon 

Meted  a  thousand  grains  of  millet  out. 

Ate  it  with  famished  patience,  seed  by  seed^ 

And  so  starved  on ;  there  one  who  bruised  his  pulse 

With  bitter  leaves  lest  palate  should  be  pleased ; 

And  next,  a  miserable  saint  self-maimed, 

Eyeless  and  tongueless,  sexless,  crippled,  deaf; 

The  body  by  the  mind  being  thus  stripped 

For  glory  of  much  suffering,  and  the  bliss 

Which  they  shall  win  —  say  holy  books  —  whose  woe 

Shames  gods  that  send  us  woe,  and  makes  men  gods 

Stronger  to  suffer  than  Hell  is  to  harm. 

Whom  sadly  eying  spake  our  Lord  to  one. 
Chief  of  the  woe-begones  :  *'  Much-suffering  sir  I 
These  many  moons  I  dwell  upon  the  hill  — 
Who  am  a  seeker  of  the  Truth  —  and  see 
My  brothers  here,  and  thee,  so  piteously 
Self-angtiished ;  wherefore  add  ye  ills  to  life 
Which  is  so  evil  ?  " 
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Answer  made  the  sage : 

"  'Tis  written  if  a  man  shall  mortify 

His  flesh,  till  pain  be  grown  the  life  he  lives 

And  death  voluptuous  rest,  such  woes  shall  purge 

Sin's  dross  away,  and  the  soul,  purified, 

Soar  from  the  furnace  of  its  sorrow,  winged 

For  glorious  spheres  and  splendor  past  all  thought" 


■'  Von    cloud    which    floats    in    heaven,"    the  PrilC 
replied, 
"  Wreathed  like  gold  clotH  around  your  Indra's  throne, 
Rose  thither  from  ihe  tempest-driven  sea ; 
But  it  must  fall  again  in  tearful  drops, 
Tritkliiig  through  rough  and  painful  water-ways 
By  cleft  and  nullah  and  the  muddy  flood. 
To  Gunga  and  the  sea,  wherefrom  it  sprang. 
Know'st  thou,  my  brother,  if  it  be  not  thus, 
After  their  many  jMins,  with  saints  in  bliss? 
Since  tliat  which  rises  falls,  and  that  which  buys 
Is  spent ;  and  if  ye  buy  heav'n  with  your  blood 
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In  hell's  hard  market,  when  the  bargain's  through 
The  toil  begins  again  ! " 


"  It  may  begin," 
The  hermit  moaned.     "  Alas  !  we  know  not  this, 
Nor  surely  anything ;  yet  after  night 
Day  comes,  and  after  turmoil  peace,  and  we 
Hate  this  accursed  flesh  which  clogs  the  soul 
That  fain  would  rise  ;  so,  for  the  sake  of  soul. 
We  stake  brief  agonies  in  game  with  Gods 
To  gain  the  larger  joys." 


"  Yet  if  they  last 
A  myriad  years,"  he  said,  "  they  fade  at  length. 
Those  joys  ;  or  if  not,  is  there  then  some  life 
Below,  above,  beyond,  so  unlike  life 
It  will  not  change?    Speak  !  do  your  Gods  endure 
For  ever,  brothers?" 

"  Nay,"  the  Yogis  said, 
"  Only  great  Brahm  endures  :  the  Gods  but  live." 
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Tlien  spake  Lord  Buddha :  "  Will  ye,  b«ring  wac^ 
As  ye  seem  holy  and  strong -hearted  ones. 
Throw  ihese  sore  dice,  which  are  your  groans  and  tn 
For  gaitts  which  may  be  dtcajns,  and  must  have  end 
Will  yc,  for  love  of  soul,  so  loathe  yoiir  flesh, 
So  scourge  and  maira  it,  that  it  sliall  not  serve 
To  bear  the  spirit  on,  ^e^uching  for  home. 
But  founder  on  the  ttaclt  before  nighifal). 
Like  willing  steed  o'er-spurred  ?    Will  yc,  sad  sirs, 
Dismantle  and  dismember  this  fair  house. 
Where  we  have  come  to  dwell  by  painful  ptasts  ^ 
Whose  windows  give  us  light  —  the  little  light  — 
Whereby  we  gaze  abroad  to  know  if  dawn 
Will  break,  and  whither  winds  the  belter  road?" 

Then  cried  ihey,  "  We  have  chosen  this  for  road 
And  tread  it,  Rajapulra,  till  the  dose  — 
Though  all  its  stones  were  fire  —  in  trust  of  death. . 
Speak,  if  thou  know'st  a  way  more  excellent ; 

If  not,  peace  go  with  thee  I " 


t 
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Onward  he  passed, 

Exceeding  sorrowful,  seeing  how  men 

Fear  so  to  die  they  are  afraid  to  fear, 

Lust  so  to  live  they  dare  not  love  their  life, 

But  plague  it  with  fierce  penances,  belike 

To  please  the  Gods  who  grudge  pleasure  to  man ; 

Belike  to  balk  hell  by  self-kindled  hells ; 

Belike  in  holy  madness,  hoping  soul 

May  break  the  better  through  their  wasted  flesh. 
V  Oh,  flowerets  of  the  field  !  "  Siddartha  said, 
"  Who  turn  your  tender  faces  to  the  sun  — 
Glad  of  the  light,  and  grateful  with  sweet  breath 
Of  fragrance  and  these  robes  of  reverence  donned 
Silver  and  gold  and  purple  —  none  of  ye 
Miss  perfect  living,  none  of  ye  despoil 
Your  happy  beauty.     Oh,  ye  palms  !  which  rise 
E^er  to  pitrce  the  sky  and  drink  the  wind 
Blown  fi'om  Malaya  and  the  cool  blue  seas, 
What  secret  know  ye  that  ye  grow  content, 
From  time  of  tender  shoot  to  time  of  fruit, 


Murmuring  such  sun-songs  from  yotu  feathered  crowns? 
Ve,  too,  who  dweD  so  merry  in  the  trees  — 
Quick-daitiog  parrots,  bee-birds,  bulbuls,  doves  — 
None  of  ye  hate  your  life,  none  of  ye  deem 
To  strain  to  better  by  foregoing  needs  ! 
But  man,  who  slays  ye  —  being  lord  —  is  wise. 
And  wisdom,  nursed  on  blood,  comcth  thus  foiih 
In  self-tormcn  lings !" 

While  the  Master  ^m** 
Blew  down  the  mount  the  dust  of  pattering  feet, 
White  goals  and  black  sheep  winding  slow  their  way, 
With  many  a  lingering  nibble  at  the  tufts. 
And  wanderings  from  the  path,  where  water  gleamsd 
Or  wild  figs  hung.     But  always  as  they  strayed 
The  herdsman  cried,  or  slung  his  sling,  and  kept 
The  silly  crowd  still  moving  to  the  plain. 
A  ewe  with  couplets  in  the  flock  there  was, 
Some  hurt  had  lamed  one  lamb,  which  toiled  behind 
Bleeding,  while  in  the  front  its  fellow  skipped, 
And  the  vexed  dam  hither  and  thither  ran. 
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Fearful  to  lose  this  little  one  or  that ; 
Which  when  our  Lord  did  mark,  full  tenderly 
He  took  the  limping  lamb  upon  his  neck, 
Saying,  "  Poor  woolly  mother,  be  at  peace  ! 
Whither  thou  goest  I  will  bear  thy  care ; 
Twere  all  as  good  to  ease  one  beast  of  grief 
As  sit  and  watch  the  sorrows  of  the  world 
In  yonder  caverns  with  the  priests  who  pray." 


"  But,"  spake  he  to  the  herdsmen,  "  wherefore,  friends  ! 
Drive  ye  the  flocks  adown  under  high  noon, 
Since  'tis  at  evening  that  men  fold  their  sheep  ?  " 


And  answer  gave  the  peasants :  "  We  are  sent 
To  fetch  a  sacrifice  of  goats  five  score, 
And  five  score  sheep,  the  which  our  Lord  the  King 
Slayeth  this  night  in  worship  of  his  gods." 


Then  said  the  Master  :  "  I  will  al^o  go  I " 
So  paced  he  patiently,  bearing  the  lamb 
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Beside  the  herdsmen  tn  the  dust  and  snn, 
The  wistful  ewe  low-bleating  at  his  feet. 

Whom,  when  they  came  onto  the  river-side, 
A  woman  —  dove-eyei!,  young,  with  tearful  face 
And  lifted  hands  —  saluted,  bending  low  : 
"  Lord  !  thou  art  he,"  ^hs  s:ud,  "  who  yesterday 
Had  pity  on  me  in  the  fig-grove  here, 
Where  I  live  lone  and  reared  my  child  ;  but  he 
Strajing  amid  the  blossoms  found  a  snake, 
Which  twined  about  his  wrist,  whilst  he  did  laugh 
And  tease  the  quick  forked  tongue  and  opened  roouih 
Of  that  cold  playmate.     But,  alas  !  ere  long 
He  turned  so  pale  and  still,  I  could  not  think 
Why  he  should  cease  to  play,  and  let  my  breast 
Fall  from  his  lips.     And  one  said,  '  He  is  sick 
Of  poison  ; '  and  another,  '  He  will  die.' 
But  I,  who  could  not  lose  my  precious  boy. 
Prayed  of  them  physic,  which  might  bring  the  lighi 
Back  to  his  eyes  ;  it  was  so  wrv  small 
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That  kiss-mark  of  the  serpent,  and  I  think 
It  could  not  hate  him,  gracious  as  he  was. 
Nor  hurt  him  in  his  sport.     And  some  one  said, 

*  There  is  a  holy  man  upon  the  hill  — 

Lo  !  now  he  passeth  in  the  yellow  robe  — 
Ask  of  the  Rishi  if  there  be  a  cure 
For  that  which  ails  thy  son.'     Whereon  I  came 
Trembling  to  thee,  whose  brow  is  like  a  god's. 
And  wept  and  drew  the  (ace  cloth  from  my  babe, 
Prajring  thee  tell  what  simples  might  be  good. 
And  thou,  great  sir  !  didst  spurn  me  not,  but  gaze 
With  gentle  eyes  and  touch  with  patient  hand ; 
Then  draw  the  face-cloth  back,  saying  to  me, 

*  Yea  !  litde  sister,  there  is  that  might  heal 

Thee  first,  and  him,  if  thou  couldst  fetch  the  thing ; 
For  they  who  seek  physicians  bring  to  them 
What  is  ordained.    Therefore,  I  pray  thee,  find 
Black  mustard-seed,  a  tola ;  only  mark 
Thou  take  it  not  from  any  hand  or  house 
Where  father,  mother,  child,  or  slave  hath  died  ; 
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ll  sKalt  be  well  if  tbcMi  canst  And  sxtcii  seed.' 
Tlius  didst  thou  sjieak,  my  Lord  1 " 

n»e  Master  naihl 
Hxceeding  tenderly.     '*  Yea  1  I  spake  ihus, 
Dear  Kisagotaiiii !    But  didst  thoii  find 
niL-seed?" 

'■  I  went.  Lord,  clasping  lo  my  liruaS. 
The  babe,  grown*  ojder,  a^dng  at  each  hut  — 
Here  in  tlie  jimjik:  aiid  towards  llie  town  — 
"  I  pray  you,  give  me  mustard,  of  your  grace, 
A  tola  —  black ; '  and  each  who  had  it  gave. 
For  all  the  ])oor  are  piteous  to  the  poor ; 
Rut  when  I  ask«I,  '  In  my  friend's  household  here 
Hath  any  [jeradveiiture  ever  died  — 
Husband  or  wife,  or  child,  or  slave  ? '  they  said  ; 

■  O  Sister !  what  is  this  you  ask?  the  dead 
.\re  very  many,  and  the  living  few  ! ' 

Sj  with  sad  thanks  I  gave  the  mustard  back. 
And  prayed  of  others ;  but  the  others  said, 

■  Here  is  (lie  seed,  but  we  have  lost  our  slave  ! ' 
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'  Here  is  the  seed,  but  our  good  man  is  dead  I  * 
*  Here  is  some  seed,  but  he  that  sowed  it  died 
Between  the  rain-time  and  the  harvesting  !  * 
Ah,  sir  !  I  could  not  find  a  single  house 
Where  there  was  mustard-seed  and  none  had  died  ! 
Therefore  I  left  my  child  —  who  would  not  suck 
Nor  smile  —  beneath  the  wild-vines  by  the  stream, 
To  seek  thy  face  and  kiss  thy  feet,  and  pray 
Where  I  might  find  this  seed  and  find  no  death, 
If  now,  indeed,  my  baby  be  not  dead. 
As  I  do  fear,  and  as  they  said  to  me." 


"  My  sister  1  thou  hast  found,"  the  Master  said, 
"  Searching  for  what  none  finds  —  that  bitter  balm 
I  had  to  give  thee.     He  thou  lovedst  slept 
Dead  on  thy  bosom  yesterday :  to-day 
Thou  know'st  the  whole  wide  world  weeps  with  thy  woe  : 

The  grief  which  all  hearts  share  grows  less  for  one. 

Lx>  !  I  would  pour  my  blood  if  it  could  stay 

Thy  tears  and  win  the  secret  of  that  curse 
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Wiiich  makes  sweet  love  our  anguwh,  anti  wtiich  dnvti 
O'er  floMrers  and  pastures  lo  ilie  sacritlct  — 
M  iticse  Jumb  btasts  arc  driven  —  men  tlieir  lords. 
1  st-ck  thai  secret :  bury  thou  (liy  chilJ  !  *' 

So  entered  they  the  city  side  by  side. 
The  herdsmen  and  the  Prince,  what  lime  the  sun 
Gilded  stow  Sana's  distant  stream,  and  threw 

Long  shadows  down  the  street  and  through  tlic  gale 

Where  the  King's  men  kept  watch.     But  when  these  sa* 

Our  Lortl  bearing  the  lamb,  the  guards  stood  back, 

The  market-people  drew  their  wains  aside. 

In  the  bazaar  buyers  and  sellers  stayed 

Thi;  W3r  of  tongues  to  gaze  on  that  mild  face ; 

The  luiiih,  with  lifted  hammer  in  his  hand, 

Kor^ot  to  strike  ;  the  weaver  left  his  web, 

The  scrilie  his  scroll,  the  money-changer  lost 

His  count  of  cowries  ;  from  the  unwatched  rice 

Shiva's  white  bull  fed  free ;  the  wasted  milk 

Ran  o'er  the  lota  while  the  milkers  watched 
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The  passage  of  our  Lord  moving  so  meek, 

With  yet  so  beautiful  a  majesty. 

But  most  the  women  gathering  in  the  doors 

Asked,  "  Who  is  this  that  brings  the  sacrifice 

So  graceful  and  peace-giving  as  he  goes  ? 

What  is  his  caste  ?  whence  hath  he  eyes  so  sweet  ? 

Can  he  be  Sakra  or  the  Devaraj  ?  " 

And  others  said,  "  It  is  the  holy  man 

Who  dwelleth  with  the  Rishis  on  the  hill." 

But  the  Lord  paced,  in  meditation  lost, 

Thinking,  "  Alas  !  for  all  my  sheep  which  have 

No  shepherd  ;  wandering  in  the  night  with  none 

To  guide  them  ;  bleating  blindly  towards  the  knife 

Of  Death,  as  these  dumb  beasts  which  are  their  kin." 

Then  some  one  told  the  King,  "  There  cometh  here 
A  holy  hermit,  bringing  down  the  flock 
Which  thou  didst  bid  to  crown  the  sacrifice." 


The  King  stood  in  his  hall  of  offering. 
On  either  hand  the  white-robed  Brahmans  ranged 
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Muttered  their  mantras,  feeding  still  the  fire 

U'liich  roared  upon  tiie  midmost  altar.    TTiere 

From  scented  woods  flicltcted  bright  tongues  of  SuK 

Hissing  and  curling  as  Ihcy  licked  the  gifts 

0(  ghcc  and  spices  and  the  Sunu  juice. 

The  juy  of  Indra.    Roimtl  alxiut  tlic  pile 

A  slow,  thick,  scarlet  streamlet  smoked  imd  mn. 

Sucked  \iy  the  sand,  but  ever  r^ln^  down. 

The  Mood  of  Uc.iting  victims.     One  such  l,w. 

A  spotted  goat,  long-homed,  its  head  bound  Ijack 

With  munja  grass ;  at  its  stretched  throat  the  knife 

Pressed  by  a  priest,  who  murmured,  "  This,  dread  goiii, 

Of  many  yajnas  cometh  as  the  crown 

From  Bimbasdra :  take  ye  joy  to  see 

The  spirted  blood,  and  pleasure  in  the  scent 

Of  rich  flesh  roasting  'mid  the  fragrant  flames  ; 

Let  the  King's  sins  be  laid  upon  this  goat, 

And  let  the  fire  consume  them  burning  it. 

For  now  I  strike." 

But  Buddha  softly  said, 
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"  Let    him    not    strike,    great    Ring ! "    and    therewith 

loosed 
The  victim's  bonds,  none  staying  him,  so  great 

His  presence  was.    Then,  craving  leave,  he  spake 

Of  life,  which  all  can  take  but  none  can  give, 

Life,  which  all  creatures  love  and  strive  to  keep, 

Wonderful,  dear  and  pleasant  unto  each, 

Even  to  the  meanest ;  yea,  a  boon  to  all 

Where  pity  is,  for  pity  makes  the  world 

Soft  to  the  weak  and  noDle  for  the  strong. 

Unto  the  dumb  lips  of  his  flock  he  lent 

Sad  pleading  words,  showing  how  man,  who  prays 

For  mercy  to  the  gods,  is  merciless. 

Being  as  god  to  those ;  albeit  all  life 

Is  linked  and  kin,  and  what  we  slay  have  given 

Meek  tribute  of  the  milk  and  wool,  artd  set 

Fast  trust  upon  the  hands  which  murder  them. 

Also  he  spake  of  what  the  holy  books 

Do  surely  teach,  how  that  at  death  some  sink 

To  bird  and  beast,  and  these  rise  up  to  man 
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Ill  ivanderiiigs  of  the  snark  wiiich  grows  purged  Hunc. 

So  were  the  sacrifice  new  sin,  if  so 

The  fated  passage  of  a  soul  be  stayed. 

Nor,  spake  he,  sliaJI  one  vtaiii  his  spirit  clean 

By  blood  ;  nor  gladden  gods,  being  good,  with  blocvt ; 

Nor  bribe  them,  being  evil ;  nay,  nor  lay 

Upon  the  brow  of  innocent  bound  beasts 

One  hair's  weight  of  tliat  answer  all  inusl  gire 

For  all  things  done  amiss  or  wrongfullv, 

Alone,  each  for  himself,  reckonini;  with  thai 

The  fixed  arithmic  of  the  universe. 

Which  metelh  good  ior  good  and  ill  for  ill. 

Measure  for  measure,  unto  deeds,  words,  thoughts ; 

Watchful,  aware,  implacable,  unmoved  ; 

Making  all  futures  fruits  of  all  the  jiasts. 

Thus  spake  he,  breathing  words  so  piteous 

With  such  high  lordliness  of  ruth  and  right. 

The  priests  drew  back  their  i?annents  o'er  the  hands 

Urimsoned  with  slaitghter,  and  the  King  came  near. 

Standing  with  clasjx^d  palms  reverencing  Buddh ; 
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While  still  our  Lord  went  oil;  teaching  how  fair 

This  earth  were  if  all  living  things  be  linked 

In  friendliness  and  common  use  of  foods, 

Bloodless  and  pure  ;  the  golden  grain,  bright  fruits, 

Sweet  herbs  which  grow  for  all,  the  waters  wan, 

Sufficient  drinks  and  meats.     Which  when  these  heard, 

The  might  of  gentleness  so  conquered  them, 

The  priests  themselves  scattered  their  altar-flames 

And  flung  away  the  steel  of  sacrifice  ; 

And  through  the  land  next  day  passed  a  decree 

Proclaimed  by  criers,  and  in  this  wise  graved 

On  rock  and  column  :  "  Thus  the  King's  will  is  :  — 

There  hath  been  slaughter  for  the  sacrifice 

And  slaying  for  the  meat,  but  henceforth  none 

Shall  spill  the  blood  of  life  nor  taste  of  flesh, 

Ss^eing  that  knowledge  grows,  and  life  is  one. 

And  mercy  cometh  to  the  merciful." 

So  ran  the  edict,  and  from  those  days  forth 

Sweet  peace  hath  spread  between  all  living  kind, 

Man  and  the  beasts  which  serve  him,  and  the  birds, 
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On  al)  those  banks  of  Gunga  where  our  Lonl 
Taught  with  his  saintly  pity  and  soft  speech. 

For  aye  so  piteous  was  ihc  Master's  heafl 
To  all  that  breathe  this  breath  of  fleeting  life. 
Yoked  in  one  fellowship  of  joys  and  pains, 
Thut  it  is  written  in  the  holy  books 
How,  in  an  ancient  age —  when  Buddha  wow 
A  Brahman's  fonn,  dwelling  upon  the  rock 
Named  Munda,  by  the  village  of  DSlidd  — 
Drought  withered  all  the  land :  the  young  rice  died 
Ere  it  could  hide  a  quail ;  in  forest  glades 
A  fiurce  sun  sucked  the  pools ;  grasses  and  herbs 
Sickened,  and  all  the  woodland  creatures  tied 
Scattering  for  sustenance.     At  such  a  time, 
Between  the  hot  walls  of  a  nullah,  stretched 
On  naked  stones,  our  Lord  spied,  as  he  passed, 
A  starving  tigress.     Hunger  in  her  orbs 
Glared  with    green    flame ;    her    dry    tongue    lolled  ; 
span 
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Beyond  the  gasping  jaws  and  shrivelled  jowl ; 

Her  painted  hide  hung  wrinkled  on  her  ribs, 

As  when  between  the  rafters  sinks  a  thatch 

Rotten  with  rains  ;  and  at  the  poor  lean  dugs 

Two  cubs,  whining  with  famine,  tugged  and  sucked, 

Mumbling  those  milkless  teats  which  rendered  nought. 

While  she,  their  gaunt  dam,  licked  full  motherly 

The  clamorous  twins,  yielding  her  flank  to  them 

With  moaning  throat,  and  love  stronger  than  want, 

Softening  the  first  of  that  wild  cry  wherewith 

She  laid  her  famished  muzzle  to  the  sand 

And  roared  a  savage  thunder-peal  of  woe. 

Seeing  which  bitter  strait,  and  heeding  nought 

Save  the  immense  compassion  of  a  Buddh, 

Our  Lord  bethought,  "  There  is  no  other  way 

To  help  this  murderess  of  the  woods  but  one. 

By  sunset  these  will  die,  having  no  meat : 

There  is  no  living  heart  will  pity  her. 

Bloody  with  ravin,  lean  for  lack  of  blood. 

I^  !  if  I  feed  her,  who  shall  lose  but  I, 
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Ami  how  can  love  lose  doing  of  iu  kind 
Even  to  the  uttermost?"     So  saying.  Buddh 
SJenlly  laid  aside  sandals  and  staff. 
His  sacred  thread,  turban,  and  doth,  and  came 
Forth  from  behind  the  milk-bush  on  the  sand. 
Saying,  "  Ho  t  mother,  here  is  meal  for  thee  !  " 
Whereat  the  perishing  beast  yelped  hoarse  and 

shrill. 
Sprang  from  her  cubs,  and,  hurling  to  the  earth 
Tliat  willing  victim,  had  her  feast  of  him 
Witli  all  the  crooked  daggers  of  her  claws 
Rending  his  flesh,  and  all  her  yellow  fangs 
Bathed  in  his  blood  :  the  great  cat's  burning  breath 
Mixed  with  the  last  sigh  of  such  fearless  love. 

Thus  large  the  Master's  heart  was  long  ago, 
Not  only  now,  when  with  his  gracious  nilh 
He  bade  cease  cruel  worsliip  of  the  Gods. 
And  much  King  Bimbasara  prayed  our  Lord  — 
Learning  his  royal  birth  and  holy  search  — 
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To  tarry  in  that  city,  saying  oft, 
"  Thy  princely  state  may  not  abide  such  fasts ; 
Thy  liands  were  made  for  sceptres,  not  for  alms. 
Sojourn  with  me,  who  have  no  son  to  rule, 
And  teach  my  kingdom  wisdom,  till  I  die. 
Lodged  in  my  palace  with  a  beauteous  bride." 
But  ever  spake  Siddartha,  of  set  mind, 
*'  These  things  I  had,  most  noble  King,  and  left, 
Seeking  the  Truth  ;  which  still  I  seek,  and  shall ; 
Not  to  be  stayed  though  Sakra's  palace  ope*d 
Its  doors  of  pearl  and  Devis  wooed  me  in. 
1  go  to  build  the  Kingdom  of  the  Law, 
Journeying  to  Gaya  and  the  forest  shades. 
Where,  as  I  think,  the  light  will  come  to  me ; 
For  nowise  here  among  the  Rishis  conies 
That  light,  nor  from  the  Shasters,  nor  from  fasts 
Borne  till  the  body  faints,  starved  by  the  soul. 
Vet  there  is  light  to  reach  and  truth  to  win ; 
And  surely,  O  true  Friend,  if  I  attain 
I  will  return  and  quit  thy  love." 
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Tliereat 
llirice  round  the  Prince  King  Bimbasfira  i>aced. 
Reverently  bending  to  the  Master's  feet, 
And  bade  him  speed.  So  passed  our  Lord  away 
Towards  Uravilva,  not  yet  comforted. 
And  wan  of  face,  and  weak  with  six  years'  quest. 
But  they  upon  the  hill  and  in  the  grove  — 
A13ra,  Udra,  and  the  ascetics  five  — 
Had  stayed  him,  saying  all  was  written  clear 
In  holy  Sbasters,  and  that  none  might  win 
Higher  than  Sru/i  and  than  Smriti  —  nay. 
Not  the  chief  saints  !  —  for  how  should  mortal  man 
Be  wiser  than  the  Jnana-Kand,  which  tells 
How  Brahm  is  bodiless  and  actionless, 
Passionless,  calm,  unqualified,  unchanged. 
Pure    life,    pure   thought,    pure   joy?      Or   how  shouU 

Be  better  than  the  Karmma-KSnd,  which  shows 
How  he  may  strip  passion  and  action  off. 
Break  from  the  bond  of  self,  and  so,  unsphered, 
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Be  God,  and  melt  into  the  vast  divine, 
Flying  from  false  to  true,  from  wars  of  sense 
To  peace  eternal,  where  the  silence  lives? 
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But  the  Prince  neard  them,  not  yet  comforted. 


Booft  t\)t  Siitft. 


Thou  who  wouldsl  see  where  dawned  llie  light  al  Ib^  J 

North-westwards  from  the  "  Thousand  Gardens  "  gam 

l!y  CJunga's  valley  till  thy  steps  be  set 

On  the  green  hills  where  those  twin  streamlets  spring 

Nilajan  and  Mohana;  follow  them, 

Winding  beneath  broad-leaved  mahila-trees, 

'Mid  thickets  of  the  sansAr  and  the  bir. 

Till  on  the  plain  the  shining  sisters  meet 

In  Phalgu's  bed,  flowing  by  rocky  banks 

To  Gaya  and  the  red  Barabar  hills. 

Hard  by  that  river  spreads  a  thorny  waste, 

Uruwelaya  named  in  ancient  days, 

With  sandhills  broken ;  on  its  verge  a  wood 

Waves  sea-green  plumes  and  tassels  'thwart  the  sky, 
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With  undergrowth  wherethrough  a  still  flood  steals, 
Dappled  with  lotus-blossoms,  blue  and  white. 
And  peopled  with  quick  fish  and  tortoises. 
Near  it  the  village  of  Sendni  reared 
Its  roofs  of  grass,  nestled  amid  the  palms, 
Peaceful  with  simple  folk  and  pastoral  toils. 


There  in  the  sylvan  solitudes  once  more 
Lord  Buddha  lived,  musing  the  woes  of  men, 
The  ways  of  fate,  the  doctrines  of  the -books. 
The  lessons  of  the  creatures  of  the  brake, 
The  secrets  of  the  silence  whence  all  come. 
The  secrets  of  the  gloom  whereto  all  go. 
The  life  which  lies  between,  like  that  arch  flung 
From  cloud  to  cloud  across  the  sky,  which  hath 

Mists  for  its  masonry  and  vapory  piers. 
Melting  to  void  again  which  was  so  fair 
With  sapphire  hues,  garnet,  and  chrysoprase. 
Moon  after  moon  our  Lord  sate  in  the  wood. 
So  meditating  these  that  he  forgot 
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Ofttimea  the  hour  of  food,  rising  firom  lhou|^ls 
Prolonged  beyond  llie  sunrise  and  the  noon 
To  see  his  liowl  unfilled,  and  eat  poforce 
Of  wild  fruit  fallen  from  the  boughs  o'crhead. 
Shaken  to  earth  by  thattering  ape  or  plucked 
By  purple  parokcct.    Therefore  his  grace 
Faded ;  his  body,  worn  by  stress  of  soul. 
Lost  day  by  day  the  marks,  thirty  and  two, 
Which  testify  the  Buddha.     Scarce  that  leaf. 
Fluttering  so  dry  and  withered  to  his  feet 
From  off  the  sal-branch,  bore  less  likellness 
Of  spring's  soft  greenery  than  he  of  him 
Who  was  the  princely  flower  of  all  his  land. 

And  once  at  such  a  time  the  o'erwrought  Prince 
Fell  to  the  earth  in  deadly  swoon,  all  spent. 
Even  as  one  slain,  who  hath  no  longer  breath 
Nor  any  stir  of  blood  ;  so  wan  he  was. 
So  motionless.     But  there  came  by  that  way 
A  shepherd -boy,  who  saw  Siddirtha  lie 
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With  lids  fast-closed,  and  lines  of  nameless  pain 

Fixed  on-  his  lips  —  the  fiery  noonday  sun 

Beating  upon  his  head  —  who,  plucking  boughs 

From  wild  rose-apple  trees,  knitted  them  thick 

Into  a  bower  to  shade  the  sacred  face. 

Also  he  poured  upon  the  Master's  lips 

Drops  of  warm  milk,  pressed  from  his  she-goat^  bag, 

Lest,  being  of  low  caste,  he  do  wrong  to  one 

So  high  and  holy  seeming.     But  the  books 

Tell  how  the  jambu-branches,  planted  thus, 

Shot  with  quick  life  in  wealth  of  leaf  and  flower  * 

And  glowing  fruitage  interlaced  and  close, 

So  that  the  bower  grew  like  a  tent  of  silk 

Pitched  for  a  king  at  hunting,  decked  with  studs 

Of  silver-work  and  bosses  of  red  gold. 

And  the  boy  worshipped,  deeming  him  some  God ; 

But  our  Lord  gaining  breath,  arose  and  asked 

Milk  in  the  shepherd's  lota.     "  Ah,  my  Lord, 

I  cannot  give  thee,"  quoth  the  lad ;  "  thou  seest 

I  am  a  Sudra,  and  my  touch  defiles  I " 


Then  llif  World-honorfrl  spake  :  "  Pity  and  ni-cil 
Make  all  fie&h  kin.     lliere  is  no  casle  in  blood,  - 
Which  ninneih  of  one  hue,  nor  caste  in  tears. 
Which  trickle  salt  with  all ;  neither  comes  man 
To  birth  with  till;a-m:itk  stamped  on  the  tirow, 
Nor  sacred  thread  on  neck.    Who  doth  right  deed* 
Is  twicc-bom,  and  who  doeth  iU  deeds  vile. 
Give  me  to  drink,  my  brother ;  when  1  come    ^^^h 
Unto  my  c|iie.st  it  shall  be  good  for  thee."  ^^^^H 

Thereat  the  peasant's  lieart  was  glad,  and  gave. 

And  on  another  day  there  passed  that  road 
A  band  of  tinselled  girls,  the  nautch-dancera 
Of  Indr.a's  temple  in  the  town,  with  those 
Who  made  their  music  —  one  that  Ijeat  a  dram 
S;t  round  with  peacock -feat  here,  one  that  blew 
Tlie  piping  bdnsnii,  and  one  that  twitched 
A  three-string  silar.     Lightly  tripped  they  down 
From  ledge  to  ledge  and  through  the  chequered  paths 
To  some  gay  festival,  the  silver  bells 
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Chiming  soft  peals  about  the  small  brown  feet, 
Armlets  and  wrist-rings  tattling  answer  shrill ; 
While  he  that  bore  the  sitar  thrummed  and  twanged 
His  threads  of  brass,  and  she  beside  him  sang  — 

*'  Fair  goes  the  dancing  when  the  sitar* s  tuned; 
Tune  us  the  sitar  neither  low  nor  high^ 
And  we  7vill  dance  away  the  hearts  of  men. 

The  string  overstretched  breaks,  and  the  music  flies  ; 
The  string  o'erslack  is  dumb,  and  music  dies ; 
Tune  us  t/ie  sitar  neither  low  nor  high^ 

So  sang  the  nautch-girl  to  the  pipe  and  wires. 
Fluttering  like  some  vain,  painted  butterfly 
From  glade  to  glade  along  the  forest  path. 
Nor  dreamed  her  light  words  echoed  on  the  ear 
Of  him,  that  holy  man,  who  sate  so  rapt 
Under  the  fig-tree  by  the  path.     But  Buddh 
Lifted  his  great  brow  as  the  wantons  passed, 
And  spake  :  "  The  foolish  ofttimes  teach  the  wise  ; 
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I  Strain  too  niiicli  iliis  string  of  life,  Iwlike, 
Meaning  to  make  xuch  music  as  shall  save. 
Mine  eyes  are  tiira  now  that  ihcy  see  ihc  irutli, 
My  strength  is  waned  now  that  my  need  is  most ;  i 
\^'ollld  ihat  I  liati  such  help  as  man  must  liave. 
For  I  shall  die,  whose  life  was  al!  men's  hope." 


Now,  by  that  river  dwelt  a  landholder 
Pious  and  rich,  master  of  many  htTds, 
A  goodly  chief,  the  friend  of  all  the  poor ; 
And  from  his  house  the  village  drew  its  name  — 
'■  SenAni."     Pleasant  and  in  peace  he  lived. 
Having  for  wife  Sujata,  loveliest 
Of  all  the  dark-eyed  daughters  of  the  plain ; 
Gentle  and  true,  siiiiple  and  kind  was  she, 
Noble  of  mien,  with  gracious  speech  to  al] 
And  gladsome  looks  —  a  pearl  of  womanhood  — 
Passing  calm  years  of  household  happiness 
Iteside  her  lord  in  that  still  Indian  home. 
Save  that  no  male  chiM  blessed  ihelr  wedded  loveJ 
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Wherefore  with  many  prayers  she  had  besought 
Lukshmi ;  and  many  nights  at  full-moon  gone 
Round  the  great  Lingam,  nine  times  nine,  with  gifts 
Of  rice  and  jasmine  wreaths  and  sandal  oil, 
Praying  a  boy ;  also  Sujata  vowed  — 
If  this  should  be  —  an  offering  of  food 
Unto  the  Wood-God,  plenteous,  delicate. 
Set  in  a  bowl  of  gold  under  his  tree, 
Such  as  the  lips  of  Devs  may  taste  and  take. 
And  this  had  been  :  for  there  was  born  to  her 
A  beauteous  boy,  now  three  months  old,  who  lay 
Between  Sujata's  breasts,  while  she  did  pace 
With  grateful  foot-steps  to  the  Wood-God's  shrine, 
One  arm  clasping  her  crimson  sari  close 
To  wrap  the  babe,  that  jewel  of  her  joys. 
The  other  lifted  high  in  comely  curve 
To  steady  on  her  head  the  bowl  and  dish 
Which  held  the  dainty  victuals  for  the  God. 


But  Radha,  sent  before  to  sweep  ihe  ground 
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Anrl  lie  tlie  scarlel  threads  around  itic  tree. 
Came  eager,  crying,  "  Ah,  dear  Mistress !  look  \ 
There  is  ihe  Wood-God  sitting  in  his  place. 
Revealed,  willi  folded  hands  upon  his  Imccs. 
See  how  the  light  sliines  round  aboat  his  brow ! 
How  mild  and  great  he  seems,  with  heavenly  eyes  I 
Good  fortune  is  it  thus  to  meet  the  gods." 

So,  —  tliinking  luni  divine.  —  Sujata  drew 
Tremblingly  nigh,  ami  kissed  the  earth  and  said. 
With  sweet  face  bent,  "  Would  that  the  Holy  One 
Inhabiting  thb  grove.  Giver  of  good. 
Merciful  unto  me  his  handmaiden. 
Vouchsafing  now  his  |>rcsence,  might  accept 
These  our  poor  gifts  of  snowy  cunls.  fresli-madc, 
Willi  milk  as  white  as  new-tan-ed  ivory  !  " 

Tlierewith  into  the  golden  bowl  she  poured 
nie  curds  and  milk,  and  on  the  hands  of  Buddh 

Dropped  attar  from  a  crystal  flask  —  distilled 
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Out  of  the  hearts  of  roses :  and  he  ate, 
Speaking  no  word,  while  the  glad  mother  stood 
In  reverence  apart.     But  of  that  meal 
So  wondrous  was  the  virtue  that  our  Lord 
Felt  strength  and  life  return  as  though  the  nights 
Of  watching  and  the  days  of  fast  had  passed 
In  dream,  as  though  the  spirit  with  the  flesh   ^ 
Shared  that  fine  meat  and  plumed  its  wings  anew. 
Like  some  delighted  bird  at  sudden  streams 
Weary  with  flight  o*er  endless  wastes  of  sand, 
WTiich  laves  the  desert  dust  from  neck  and  crest. 
And  more  Sujata  worshipped,  seeing  our  Lord 
Grow  fairer  and  his  countenance  more  bright : 
"  Art  thou  indeed  the  God  ?  "  she  lowly  asked, 
"  And  hath  my  gift  found  favor?  " 


But  Buddh  said, 
•  What  is  it  thou  dost  bring  me? " 

"  Holy  one  ! " 
Answered  Sujata,  "  from  our  droves  I  took 
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Milk  of  a  hundred  mothers,  newly-calved. 
And  with  that  milk  I  fed  fifty  white  cows. 
And  with  their  milk  twenty-aiid-five,  and  ihcn 
With  theirs  twelve  more,  and  yet  again  with  thein 
The  six  noblest  and  best  of  all  our  herds. 
'Iliat  yield  I  boiled  with  sandal  anil  tine  spice 
In  silver  lolas,  adding  rice,  well  grown 
From  chosen  seed,  set  in  new-broken  ground. 
So  picked  that  every  grain  was  like  a  pearl. 
This  did  I  of  true  heart,  because  I  vowed 
Under  thy  tree,  if  I  should  bear  a  boy 
I  would  make  offering  for  my  joy,  and  now 
I  have  my  son  and  all  my  life  is  bliss  1 " 


Softly  our  Lord  drew  down  the  crimson  fold. 
And,  laying  on  the  little  head  those  hands 
Which  help  the  worlds,  he  said,  "  Long  be  thy  b 
.\nd  lightly  fall  on  him  the  load  of  life  t 
For  thou  hast  holpen  me  who  am  no  God, 
But  one,  thy  Brother ;  heretofore  a  Prince 
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And  now  a  wanderer,  seeking  night  and  day 

These  six  hard  years  that  light  which  somewhere  shines 

To  lighten  all  men's  darkness,  if  they  knew  ! 

And  I  shall  find  the  light ;  yea,  now  it  dawned 

Glorious  and  helpful,  when  my  weak  flesh  failed 

Which  this  pure  food,  fair  Sister,  hath  restored, 

Drawn  manifold  through  lives  to  quicken  life 

As  life  itself  passes  by  many  births 

To  happier  heights  and  purging  off*  of  sins. 

Yet  dost  thou  truly  find  it  sweet  enough 

Only  to  live  ?    Can  life  and  love  suffice  ?  " 


Answered  Sujata,  "  Worshipful !  my  heart 
Is  litde,  and  a  little  rain  will  fill 
Tlie  lily's  cup  which  hardly  moists  the  field. 
It  is  enough  for  me  to  feel  life's  sun 
Shine  in  my  Lord's  grace  and  my  baby's  smile. 
Making  the  loving  summer  of  our  home. 
Pleasant  my  days  pass  filled  with  household  cares 
From  sunrise  when  I  wake  to  praise  the  gods, 
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.\nd  give  forth  grain,  and  trim  the  lulsi-plant. 

And  set  my  iiaudmaids  to  thtir  tasks,  till  noon. 

When  my  Lord  lays  his  head  upon  my  lap 

Lulled  by  soft  songs  and  wnvings  of  the  im ; 

Atid  so  to  supper-time  at  quiet  eve, 

When  by  his  side  1  stand  and  serve  the  cakes.                          ■ 

Then  the  stars  hghi  llieir  silver  lamps  for  sleep,                        ■ 

After  the  temple  and  the  talk  w-ith  friends.                                      t 

How  should  I  not  be  happy,  blest  so  much,                                 , 

Asd  bearing  him  this  boy  whose  tiny  hand                  ^^^^1 

Shall  lead  his  soul  to  Swerga,  if  it  need?                      ^^^| 

For  holy  books  teach  when  a  man  shall  plant                  ^^^1 

Trees  for  the  travellers'  shade,  and  dig  a  well 

For  the  folks'  comfort,  and  beget  a  son,                         ^^^H 

U  shall  be  good  for  such  after  dieir  death  ;                     ^^^H 

And  what  the  books  say  that  I  humbly  take,                    ^^^1 

[icing  not  wiser  than  those  great  of  old                                       J 

Who  spake  with  gods,  and  knew  the  hymns  and  channa.           ■ 

And  all  the  ways  of  virtue  and  of  peace.                                  1 

Also  I  think  that  good  must  come  of  good                                  M 

t 
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And  ill  of  evil  —  surely  —  unto  all  — 
In  every  place  and  time  —  seeing  sweet  fruit 
Groweth  from  wholesome  roots,  and  bitter  things 
i^>om  poison-stocks  ;  yea,  seeing,  too,  how  spite 
Breeds  hate,  and  kindness  friends,  and  patience  peace 
Even  while  we  live  ;  and  when  *tis  willed  we  die 
Shall  there  not  be  as  good  a  '  Then  '  as  '  Now  *  ? 
Haply  much  better  !  since  one  grain  of  rice 
Shoots  a  green  feather  gemmed  with  fifty  pearls, 
And  all  the  starry  champak's  white  and  gold 
Lurks  in  those  little,  naked,  grey  spring-buds. 
Ah,  Sir  !  I  know  there  might  be  woes  to  bear 
Would  lay  fond  Patience  with  her  face  in  dust ; 
If  this  my  babe  pass  first  I  think  my  heart 
Would  break  —  almost  I  hope  my  heart  would  break  ! 
That  I  might  clasp  him  dead  and  wait  my  Lord  — 
I.i  whatsoever  world  holds  faithful  wives  — 
Duteous,  attending  till  his  hour  should  come. 
But  if  Death  called  Sendni,  I  should  mount 
The  pile  and  lay  that  dear  head  in  my  lap, 
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My  daily  way.  rejoicing  when  the  torch 

lit  the  quick  flame  and  rolled  the  choking  smoke. 

For  it  IS  written  if  an  Indian  wife 

Die  so,  her  love  shall  give  her  husband's  soul 

For  every  hair  upon  her  head  a  crore 

Of  years  in  Swerga.     Therefore  fear  I  not 

And  therefore,  Holy  Sir !  my  life  is  glad. 

Nowise  forgetting  yet  those  other  Uvea 

Painful  and  poor,  wicked  and  miserable,  ^ 

Whereon  the  gods  grant  pity  !  but  for  me. 

What  good  I  see  humbly  I  seek  to  do. 

And  live  obedient  to  the  law,  in  trust 

That  what  will  come,  and  must  come,  shall  come  well." 

Then  spake  our  Lord.  "  Thou  teachest  them  who  teach. 
Wiser  than  wis<ioiTi  in  thy  simple  lore. 
Be  thou  content  to  know  not,  knowing  thus 
Thy  way  of  right  and  duty  ;  grow,  thou  flower  I 
With  thy  sweet  kind  in  peaceful  shade  —  the  light 
Of  Truth's  high  noon  is  not  for  tender  leaves 
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Which  must  spread  broad  in  other  suns  and  lift 

In  later  lives  a  crowned  head  to  the  sky. 

Thou  who  hast  worshipped  me,  I  worship  thee  ! 

Excellent  heart !  learned  unknowingly. 

As  the  dove  is  which  flieth  home  by  love. 

In  thee  is  seen  why  there  is  hope  for  man 

And  where  we  hold  the  wheel  of  life  at  will. 

Peace  go  with  thee,  and  comfort  all  thy  days  ! 

As  thou  accomplishest,  may  I  achieve  ! 

He  whom  thou  thoughtest  God  bids  thee  wish  this." 

"  May*st  thou  achieve,"  she  said,  with  earnest  eyes 
Bent  on  her  babe,  who  reached  its  tender  hands 
To  Buddh  —  knowing,  belike,  as  children  know, 
More  than  we  deem,  and  reverencing  our  Lord ; 
But  he  arose  —  made  strong  with  that  pure  meat  — 
And  bent  his  footsteps  where  a  great  Tree  grew, 
The  Bodhi-tree  (thenceforward  in  all  years 
Never  to  fade,  and  ever  to  be  kept 
In  homage  of  the  world),  beneath  whose  leaves 
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Il  was  ordained  that  Truth  should  come  10  Buddh: 
VVhich  now  the  Master  knew ;  wherefore  he  went 
With  measured  pace,  steadfast,  majeetical, 
Unto  the  Tree  of  Wisdom.     Oil,  ye  \Vorlds  1 
RL-joice  !  our  Lord  wenilet!  unto  the  Tree  ! 


f 
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Wliora  — as  he  passed  into  its  ample  sh.ide. 
Cloistered  with  columned  dropping  stems,  and  roofed 
With  vaulK  of  glistening  green  —  the  conscious  earth 
Worshi[jped  with  waving  grass  and  sudden  flush 
Of  flowers  about  his  feet.    The  foresi-boughs 
Bent  down  to  shade  him ;  from  the  river  sighed 
Cool  wafts  of  wind  laden  with  lotus-scents 
Breathed  by  the  water-gods.     Large  wondering  eyes 
Of  woodland  creatures  —  panther,  boar,  and  deer — 
At  peace  that  eve,  gazed  on  his  (ace  benign 
From  cave  and  thicket.     From  its  cold  cleft  wound 
Tlie  mottled  deadly  snake,  dancing  its  hood 
In  honor  of  our  Lord  ;  bright  butterflies 
Fluttered  their  vans,  azure  and  green  and  gold, 
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To  be  his  fan-bearers ;  the  fierce  kite  dropped 
Its  prey  and  screamed  ;  the  striped  palm -squirrel  raced 
From  stem  to  stem  to  see ;  the  weaver-bird 
Chirj^ed  from  her  swinging  nest  3  the  lizard  ran  ; 
The  koil  sang  her  hymn  ;  the  doves  flocked  round ; 
Even  the  creeping  things  were  'ware  and  glad. 
Voices  of  earth  and  air  joined  in  one  song, 
Which  unto  ears  that  hear  said,  "  Lord  and  Friend  ! 
Lover  and  Saviour  !    Thou  who  hast  subdued 
Angers  and  prides,  desires  and  fears  and  doubts, 
Thou  that  for  each  and  all  hast  given  thyself, 
Pass  to  the  Tree  !    The  sad  world  blesseth  thee 
Who  art  the  Buddh  that  shall  assuage  her  woes. 
Pass,  Hailed  and  Honored  !  strive  thy  last  for  us, 
King  and  high  Conqueror  !  thine  hour  is  come ; 
This  is  the  Night  the  ages  waited  for  ! " 


Then  fell  the  night  even  as  our  Master  sate 
Under  that  Tree.     But  he  who  is  the  Prince 

Of  Darkness,  Mara  —  knowing  this  was  Buddh 
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VVlio  should  deliver  men,  and  now  the  hour 

When  he  should  find  the  "nuih  and  save  ihe  worlds-^ 

Ouve  un[o  all  his  cvii  powers  command. 

Wlierefore  there  trooped  from  every  ilee|iest  pit 

The  fiends  who  war  with  Wisdom  and  the  Light, 

Arati,  Trishna,  Raga,  and  their  crew 

(if  passions,  horrors,  ignorances,  liists, 

"ITie  brood  of  gloom  and  dread ;  all  hating  Buddh,  I 

Seeking  to  shake  his  mind  ;  nor  knoweth  one, 

Not  even  the  wisest,  how  those  fiends  of  Hell 

Battled  tiiai  night  to  keep  the  Truth  from  Btiddh : 

Sometimes  with  terrors  of  the  tempest,  blasts 

()f  demon-armies  clouding  all  ihe  wind. 

Witit  thunder,  and  with  blinding  lightning  tlung 

111  ja^ed  javclias  of  pnrpJe  wrath 

From  splitting  skies ;  sometimes  with  wiles  and  word 

Fair-sounding,  'nild  htisheil  leaves  and  softened  aii&fl 

From  shapes  of  witching  beauty  ;  wanton  songs. 

Whispers  of  love  ;  sometimes  with  royal  allures 

Of  proffered  rule;  sonietJiiies  with  moi-king  doubts. I 
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Making  truth  vain.     But  whether  these  befell 
Without  and  visible,  or  whether  Buddh 
Strove  with  fell  spirits  in  his  inmost  heart, 
Judge  ye  :  —  I  write  what  ancient  books  have  writ. 

The  ten  chief  Sins  came  —  Mara's  mighty  ones. 
Angels  of  evil  —  Attavada  first, 
The  Sin  of  Self,  who  in  the  Universe 
As  in  a  mirror  sees  her  fond  face  shown. 
And  crying  "  I "  would  have  the  world  say  "  I," 
And  all  things  perish  so  if  she  endure. 
"  If  thou  be'st  Buddh,"  she  said,  "  let  others  grope 
Lightless ;  it  is  enough  that  thou  art  Thou 
Changelessly  ;  rise  and  take  the  bliss  of  gods 
WTio  change  not,  heed  not,  strive  not."    But  Buddh  spake, 
"  The  right  in  thee  is  base,  the  wrong  a  curse  ; 
Cheat  such  as  love  themselves."     Then  came  wan  Doubt, 
He  that  denies  —  the  mocking  Sin  —  and  this 
Hissed  in  the  Master's  ear,  "  All  t/.ings  are  shows, 
And  vain  the  knowledge  of  their  vanity ; 
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Thoii  dost  but  chase  ihe  shadow  of  thyself; 

Rise  and  go  hence,  there  is  no  better  way 

Than  patient  scorn,  nor  any  help  for  man. 

Nor  any  staying  of  his  whirling  wheel." 

But  (iiioth  our  Lord,  "Thou  hast  no  part  with 

False  Visikiti^lia,  subtlest  of  man's  foes." 

And  third  came  she  who  gives  dart  creeds  their  [ 

Silabbat-paramasa,  sorceress. 

Draped  fair  iu  many  lands  as  lowly  Faith, 

But  ever  juggling  souls  with  rites  and  prayers ; 

The  keeper  of  those  keys  which  lock  up  Hells 

And  open  Heavens.    "  Wilt  thou  dare,"  she  said, 

"  Put  by  our  sacred  books,  dethrone  our  gods, 

Unpeople  all  the  temples,  shaking  down 

That  law  which  feeds  the  priests  and  props  the  real 

But  Budtlha  answered,  '*  What  thou  bidd'st  me  kccf 

Is  form  which  passes,  but  tlie  free  Tnith  stands ; 

Get  thee  unto  thy  darkness."     Next  there  drew 

Gallantly  nigh  a  braver  Tempter,  he. 

Kama,  the  King  of  passions,  who  hath  sway 
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Over  the  gods  themselves,  Lord  of  all  loves, 

Ruler  of  Pleasure's  realm.     Laugliing  he  came 

Unto  the  Tree,  bearing  his  bow  of  gold 

Wreathed  with  red  blooms,  and  arrows  of  desire 

Pointed  with  five-tongued  delicate  flame  which  stings 

The  heart  it  smites  sharper  than  poisoned  barb : 

And  round  him  came  into  that  lonely  place 

Bands  of  bright  shapes  with  heavenly  eyes  and  lips 

Singing  in  lovely  words  the  praise  of  Love 

To  music  of  invisible  sweet  chords, 

So  witching,  that  it  seemed  the  night  stood  still 

To  hear  them,  and  the  listening  stars  and  moon 

Paused  in  their  orbits  while  these  hymned  to  Buddh 

Of  lost  delights,  and  how  a  mortal  man 

Findeth  nought  dearer  in  the  three  wide  worlds 

Than  are  the  jrielded  loving  fragrant  breasts 

Of  Beauty  and  the  rosy  breast-blossoms. 

Love's  rubies ;  nay,  and  toucheth  nought  more  high 

Than  is  that  dulcet  harmony  of  form 

Seen  in  the  lines  and  charms  of  loveliness 

II 
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Unspeakable,  yet  speakiog,  soul  to  soul, 

Owned  by  the  bounding  blood,  worshipped  by  will  ] 

Which  leaps  lo  seize  it,  knowing  this  is  best, 

*riiis  the  true  heaven  where  mortals  are  like  gods, 

Makeis  and  Masters,  this  the  gift  of  gifts 

EvLT  renewed  and  worth  a  thousand  woes. 

For  who  halh  grieved  when  soft  arms  shut  him  safe. 

And  all  life  melted  to  a  hnppy  sigh, 

And  all  the  world  was  given  in  one  warm  kiss  ? 

So  sang  they  with  soft  float  of  beckoning  hands, 

Byes  lighted  M-ith  love-flames,  alluring  smiles  ; 

In  dainty  dance  their  supple  sides  and  Utnbs 

Revealing  and  concealing  like  burst  buds 

Which  tell  their  color,  but  hide  yet  their  hearts, 

Never  so  matchless  grace  delighted  eye 

As  troop  by  troop  these  midnight-dancers  swept 

Nearer  the  Tree,  each  daintier  tlian  the  last. 

Murmuring  "  O  great  Siddartha  !  I  am  thine. 

Taste  of  my  mouth  and  see  if  youth  is  sweet  1 " 

Also,  when  nothing  moved  our  Masier's  mind. 
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Lo  !  Kama  waved  his  magic  bow,  and  lo  ! 
The  band  of  dancers  opened,  and  a  shape 
Fairest  and  stateliest  of  the  throng  came  forth 
Wearing  the  guise  of  sweet  Yasodhara. 
Tender  the  passion  of  those  dark  eyes  seemed 
Brimming  with  tears ;  yearning  those  outspread  arms 
Opened  towards  him  ;  musical  that  moan 
Wherewith  the  beauteous  shadow  named  his  name, 
Sighing  "  My  Prince  !  I  die  for  lack  of  thee  ! 
What  heaven  hast  thou  found  like  that  we  knew 
By  bright  Rohini  in  the  Pleasure-house, 
Where  all  these  weary  years  I  weep  for  thee  ? 
Return,  Siddartha  !  ah  !  return.     But  touch 
My  lips  again,  but  let  me  to  thy  breast 
Once,  and  these  fruitless  dreams  will  end  !     Ah,  look  ! 
Am  I  not  she  thou  lovedst  ?  "     But  Buddh  said, 
"  For  that  sweet  sake  of  her  thou  playest  thus 
Fair  and  false  Shadow  !  is  thy  playing  vain  ; 
I  curse  thee  not  who  wear'st  a  form  so  dear, 
Yet  as  thou  art  so  are  all  earthly  shows. 
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Mi;ll  to  thy  void  again  ! "     Thereal  a  cry 
'Iliriiled  Llirough  the  grove,  and  all  that  coniely  tout 
l-'aded  with  flickering  wafts  of  flame,  and  Itaii 
Of  vaijorous  robts. 

Next  under  darkening  skies 
And  noise  ol  rising  storm  caine  fiercer  Sins, 
The  rearmosl  of  the  Ten  j  Patigha  —  Hate  — 
With  serpents  coiled  a[>out  her  wajst,  which  &uck 
I'oisonous  milk  from  both  her  banging  ilitgs. 
And  witli  her  curses  mix  dieir  angry  hiss. 
Uttle  wrought  she  uix>n  that  Holy  One 
Who  with  his  calm  eyes  dumbed  her  bitter  lips 
And  nuide  her  bhck  snakes  writhe  to  hide  their  fangs. 
Then  folloivcd  Ruparaga  —  Lust  of  days  — 
That  sensual  Sin  which  out  of  greed  for  life 
Forgets  to  live  ;  and  next  him  Lust  of  Fame, 
Nobler  Aruparaga,  she  whose  speU 
Beguiles  the  wise,  mother  of  daring  deeds. 
Battles  and  toils.     And  haugjity  Mano  came. 
The  Fiend  of  Pride;  and  smooth  Self- Righteousness, 
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Uddhachcha ;  and  —  with  many  a  hideous  band 
0(  vile  and  formless  things,  which  crept  and  flapped 

Toad-like  and  bat-like  —  Ignorance,  the  Dam 

Of  Fear  and  Wrong,  Avidya,  hideous  hag, 

Whose  footsteps  left  the  midnight  darker,  while 

ITie  rooted  mountains  shook,  the  wild  winds  howled, 

The  broken  clouds  shed  from  their  caverns  streams 

Of  levin-lighted  rain  ;  stars  shot  from  heaven, 

'ITie  solid  earth  shuddered  as  if  one  laid 

Flame  to  her  gaping  wounds ;  the  torn  black  air 

Was  full  of  whistling  wings,  of  screams  and  yells. 

Of  evil  faces  jjeering,  of  vast  fronts 

Terrible  and  majestic,  Lords  of  Hell 

Who  from  a  thousand  limbos  led  their  troops 

To  tempt  die  Master. 

But  Buddh  heeded  not. 

Sitting  serene,  with  perfect  virtue  walled 

As  is  a  stronghold  by  its  gates  and  ramps ; 

Also  the  Sacred  Tree  —  the  Bodhi-tree  — 

Amid  that  tumult  stirred  not,  but  each  leaf 
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Glistened  as  still  as  when  on  moonlit  «*fa 
No  zephyr  spills  the  gliitering  gems  of  dew ; 
For  all  this  clamor  raged  outside  the  shade 
Spread  by  those  cloistered  stems  ; 

In  thelhinlu' 
The  earth  being  still,  the  hellish  legions  tied, 
A  soft  air  breathing  from  the  sinking  moon, 
Our  Lord  attained  Sammd-saitibiuidh  ,  he  s 
By  light  which  shines  beyond  our  mortal  ken  ' 
The  line  of  all  his  lives  in  all  the  worlds. 
Far  back  ami  farther  back  and  farthest  yet. 
Five  hundred  lives  and  fifty.     Even  as  one, 
At  rest  upon  a  mountain-summit,  marks 
His  path  wind  up  by  precipice  and  crag, 
Past  thick-set  woods  shrunk  to  a  patch ;  through  bogs 
Glittering  false-green ;  down  hollows  where  he  toiled 
Breathless ;  on  dizzy  ridges  where  his  feet 
Had  well-nigh  slip]>ed  ;  beyond  the  sunny  lawns, 
'I'he  cataract  and  the  cavern  and  the  pool. 
Backward  to  tliose  dim  flats  wherefrom  he  sprang 
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To  reach  the  blue ;  thus  Buddha  did  behold 

Life's  upward  steps  long-linked,  from  levels  low 

Where  breath  is  base,  to  higher  slopes  and  higher 

Whereon  the  ten  great  Virtues  wait  to  lead 

Tlie  climber  skyward.     Also,  Buddha  saw 

How  new  life  reaps  what  the  old  life  did  sow  ; 

How  where  its  march  breaks  off  its  march  begins ; 

Holding  the  gain  and  answering  for  the  loss ; 

And  how  in  each  life  good  begets  more  good. 

Evil  fresh  evil ;  Death  but  casting  up 

Debit  or  credit,  whereupon  th'  account 

In  merits  or  demerits  stamps  itself 

By  sure  arithmic  —  where  no  tittle  drops  — 

Certain  and  just,  on  some  new-springing  life  : 

Wherein  are  packed  and  scored  past  thoughts  and  deeds. 

Strivings  and  triumphs,  memories  and  marks 

Of  lives  foregone : 


And  in  the  middle  watch 
Our  Lord  attained  Abhidjna  —  insight  vast 
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Ranging  beyond  this  sphere  lo  spheres  unnamed, 

System  on  system,  countless  worlds  and  suns 

Moving  in  splendid  measnres,  band  by  band 

Linked  in  division,  one  yet  separate. 

The  siher  islands  of  a  sapphire  sea 

Shoreless  uufalhomed,  undiminished,  stirred 

\Vith  waves  which  roll  in  restless  tides  of  change. 

He  saw  those  Lords  ot  Light  who  hold  their  worlds 

By  bonds  invisible,  how  they  themselves 

Circle  obedient  roimd  mightier  orbs 

Which  serx'e  profounder  splendors,  star  to  star 

Flashing  the  ceasekss  radiance  of  life 

From  centres  ever  shifting  unto  cirques 

Knowing  no  uttermost.    These  he  beheld 

With  unsealed  vision,  and  of  all  those  worlds. 

Cycle  on  epicycle,  ai!  their  tale 

Of  Kalpas,  Mahakalpas  —  terms  of  time 

Whicli  no  man  grasps,  yea,  though  be  knew  to  count 

Tlie  drops  in  Gunga  from  her  springs  to  the  sea. 

Measureless  unto  speech  —  whereby  these  wax 
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And  wane ;  whereby  each  of  this  heavenly  host  • 

Fulfils  its  shining  life  and  darkling  dies. 

Sakwal  by  Sakwal,  depths  and  heights  he  passed 

Transported  through  the  blue  infinitudes, 

Marking  —  behind  all  modes,  above  all  spheres, 

Eeyond  the  burning  impulse  of  each  orb  — 

That  fixed  decree  at  silent  work  which  wills 

Evolve  the  dark  to  light,  the  dead  to  life, 

To  fulness  void,  to  form  the  yet  unformed, 

Good  unto  better,  better  unto  best, 

By  wordless  edict ;  having  none  to  bid, 

None  to  forbid  ;  for  this  is  past  all  gods 

Immutable,  unspeakable,  supreme, 

A  Power  which  builds,  unbuilds,  and  builds  again. 

Ruling  all  things  accordant  to  the  rule 

Of  virtue,  which  is  beauty,  truth,  and  use. 

So  that  all  things  do  well  which  serve  the  Power, 

And  ill  which  hinder ;  nay,  the  worm  does  well 

Obedient  to  its  kind ;  the  hawk  does  well 

Which  carries  bleeding  quarries  to  its  young ; 
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The  cSewdrop  and  the  star  sliine  sisterly, 
Cjbbing  together  in  ihe  common  work  ; 
Anil  iTuin  who  hves  to  (!!«,  dk-s  to  live  well 
So  if  he  fiuide  his  ways  by  blamclcssnc^ 
And  earnest  will  to  liiiider  not  but  help 
.Ul  things  both  great  and  snull  which  suffer  life. 
These  did  our  Lord  see  in  the  middle  watch. 


Rut  when  the  fourth  watch  came  tlic  secret  came 
t>f  Sorrow,  which  with  evil  mars  the  law. 
As  damp  and  dross  hold  back  the  goldsmith's  fire. 
Then  was  the  Dtikha-satya  opened  him 
First  of  the  "  Noble  Truths ;  "  how  Sorrow  is 
Shadow  to  life,  moving  where  life  doth  move ; 
Not  to  be  laid  aside  until  one  lays 
Living  aside,  with  all  its  changing  states. 
Birth,  growth,  decay,  love,  hatred,  pleasure,  pain. 
Being  and  i.loing.     How  that  none  strips  off 
These  sad  delights  and  pleasant  griefs  who  lacks 
Knoivledge  to  know  them  snares  ;  but  he  who  know 
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Avidya  —  Delusion  —  sets  those  snares, 
Loves  life  no  longer  but  ensues  escape. 
The  eyes  of  such  a  one  are  wide,  he  sees 
Delusion  breeds  Sankhara,  Tendency 
Perverse  :  Tendency  Energy  —  Vidnnan  — 
Whereby  comes  NamarCipa,  local  form 
And  name  and  bodiment,  bringing  the  man 
AVith  senses  naked  to  the  sensible, 
A  helpless  mirror  of  all  shows  which  pass 
Across  his  heart ;  and  so  Vedana  grows  — 
'  Sense-life  '  —  false  in  its  gladness,  fell  in  sadness, 
But  sad  or  glad,  the  Mother  of  Desire, 
Trishna,  that  thirst  which  makes  the  living  drink 
Deeper  and  deeper  of  the  false  salt  waves 
UTiereon  they  float,  pleasures,  ambitions,  wealth, 
Praise,  fame,  or  domination,  conquest,  love ; 
Rich  meats  and  robes,  and  fair  abodes,  and  pride 
Of  ancient  lines,  and  lust  of  days,  and  strife 
To  live,  and  sins  that  flow  from  strife,  some  sweet. 
Some  bitter.     Thus  Life's  thirst  quenches  itself 
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With  draughts  which  double  thirst,  biil  who  is  «n*e 
Tears  from  his  soul  this  Trishna,  feeds  his  ■sense 
No  longer  on  false  shows,  files  his  firm  mind 
To  seek  not,  strive  not,  wrong  not ;  bearing  m«lc 
All  ills  which  flow  from  foregone  wrongfulness. 
And  so  constraining  passions  that  they  die 
Famished  ;  till  all  the  sura  of  ended  life  — 
The  Karma  —  all  that  total  of  a  soul 
Which  is  the  things  it  did,  the  thoughts  it  had, 
The  'Self  it  wove  —  with  woof  of  viewless  time, 
Crossed  on  the  warp  invisible  of  acts  — 
The  outcome  of  him  on  the  Universe, 
Grows  pure  and  sinless  ;  either  never  more 
Needing  to  find  a  body  and  a  place. 
Or  so  informing  what  fresh  frame  it  takes 
In  new  existence  that  the  new  toils  prove 
lighter  and  lighter  not  to  be  at  all. 
Thus  "  finishing  the  Path  ;  "  free  from  Earth's  cheats 
Released  from  all  the  skandhas  of  the  flesh  ; 
Broken  from  ties  —  from  Upidanas  —  saved 
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From  whirling  on  the  wheel ;  aroused  and  sane 

As  is  a  man  wakened  from  hateful  dreams. 

Until  —  greater  than  Kings,  than  Gods  more  glad  !  — 

The  aching  craze  to  live  ends,  and  life  glides  — 

Lifeless  —  to  nameless  quiet,  nameless  joy. 

Blessed  Nirvana  —  sinless,  stirless  rest  — 

That  change  which  never  changes  1 

Lo  !  the  Dawn 
Sprang  with  Buddh*s  Victory  !  lo  !  in  the  East 
Flamed  the  first  fires  of  beauteous  day,  poured  forth 
Through  fleeting  folds  of  Night's  black  drapery. 
High  in  the  widening  blue  the  herald-star 
Faded  to  paler  silver  as  there  shot 
Brighter  and  brightest  bars  of  rosy  gleam 
Across  the  grey.     Far  off  the  shadowy  hills 
Saw  the  great  Sun,  before  the  world  was  'ware, 
And   donned  their  crowns  of   crimson;    flower  by 

flower 
Felt  the  warm  breath  of  Morn  and  'gan  unfold 
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Their  tender  lids.     Over  the  spangled  grass 

Swept  tlie  swift  footsteps  of  the  lovely  Light, 

Turning  the  tears  of  Night  lo  joyous  gems. 

Decking  the  earth  with  radiance,  "hroidering 

The  sinking  storm-clouds  with  a  golden  fringe, 

Gilding  the  feathers  of  the  palms,  which  waved 

Glad  salutation  ^  darting  beams  of  gold 

Into  the  glades ;  touching  with  magic  wand 

llie  stream  to  rippled  ruby  ;  in  the  brake 

Finding  the  mild  eyes  of  the  antelopes 

And  saying  "  it  is  day ;  "  in  nested  sleep 

Touching  the  smaSl  heads  under  many  a  wing 

And  whispering,  "  Children,  praise  the  light  of  day ! " 

Whereat  there  piped  anthems  of  all  the  birds. 

The  Koil's  fluted  song,  the  Bulbul's  hymn, 

Tlie  "morning,  morning"  of  the  painted  thrush, 

Tlie  twitter  of  the  sunbirds  starting  forth 

To  find  the  honey  ere  the  bees  be  out. 

The  grey  crow's  caw,  the  parrot's  scream,  the  strokes 

Of  the  green  hammersmith,  the  myna's  chirp, 
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The  never  finished  love-talk  of  the  doves : 

Yea  !  and  so  holy  was  the  influence 

Of  that  high  Dawn  which  came  with  victory 

That,  far  and  near,  in  homes  of  men  there  spread 

An  unknown  peace.    The  slayer  hid  his  knife ; 

The  robber  laid  his  plunder  back ;  the  shroff 

Counted  full  tale  of  coins  ;  all  evil  hearts 

Grew  gentle,  kind  hearts  gentler,  as  the  balm 

Of  that  divinest  Daybreak  lightened  Earth. 

Kings  at  fierce  war  called  truce  ;  the  sick  men  leaped 

Laughing  from  beds  of  pain  ;  the  dying  smiled 

As  though  they  knew  that  happy  Morn  was  sprung 

From  fountains  farther  than  the  utmost  East ; 

And  o*er  the  heart  of  sad  Yas6dhara, 

Sitting  forlorn  at  Prince  Siddartha's  bed, 

Came  sudden  bliss,  as  if  love  should  not  fail 

Nor  such  vast  sorrow  miss  to  end  in  joy. 

So  glad  the  World  was  —  though  it  wist  not  why  — 

That  over  desolate  wastes  went  swooning  songs 

Of  mirth,  the  voice  of  bodiless  Prets  and  Bhuts 
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Foreseein];;  BudOh  ;  and  Devas  in  the  ah 
Cried  "  It  is  finished,  finished  ! "  and  the  priests 
Stood  with  the  wondering  people  in  lh«  streets 
Watching  those  golden  splendors  flood  the  sky 
And  saying  "There    hath    happed    some    mighty 

Also  in  Ran  and  Jungle  grew  that  day 
Friendship  amongst  the  creatures  ;  spotted  deer 
Browsed  fearless  where  the  tigress  fed  her  cubs. 
And  cheetahs  lapped  the  pool  Ijeside  the  bucks ; 
Under  tlie  eagle's  rock  (he  brown  hares  scoured 
While  his  fierce  beak  but  preened  an  idle  wing; 
The  snake  sunned  all  his  jewels  in  the  beam 
With  deadly  fangs  in  sheath  ;  the  shrike  let  pass 
The  nestling- finch  ;  the  emerald  halcyons 
Sate  dreaming  ivhilc  the  fishes  played  beneath. 
Nor  hawked  llie  inerops,  though  the  butterflies  — 
Crimson  anil  blue  and  amber — flitted  thick 
Around  Ins  perch  )  the  Spirit  of  our  Lord 
I^y  potent  upon  man  and  bird  and  beast. 
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Even  while  he  mused  under  that  Bodhi-tree, 
Glorified  with  the  Conquest  gained  for  all 
And  lightened  by  a  Light  greater  than  Day's. 

Then  he  arose  —  radiant,  rejoicing,  strong  — 
Beneath  the  Tree,  and  Hfting  high  his  voice 
Spake  this,  in  hearing  of  all  Times  and  Worlds :  — 


Anekajdtisangsdrang 
Sandhdwissang  anibhisang 
Gahakdrakangawesanto 
Dukkhdjdiipunappunang. 

Gahakdrakadithosi  ; 
Punagehang  nakdhasi  ; 
Sabhdtephd  sukhdbhaggd, 
Gahakutangwisang  khitang; 
Wisangkhdragatang  chittang; 
yanhdnangkhayaviajhagd, 

12 
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Manv  a  House,  ok  Life 
Hath  held  me  —  seekinu  evek  him  who  wRouaur 
Thkse  prisons  of  the  senses,  soRRaw-nuuaHT ; 

Sore  was  my  ceaseless  strife  I 

But  NOW, 
Thou  BinLDER  ofthisTabernaci-E  —  Thou  I 

1  KNOW  ThE£  ]      Never  SBALT  THOir  VUIU)  AUAOrJ 

These  walls  of  tain. 
Nor  raise  the  roof-tree  of  deceits,  nor  lav 

Fresh  r^xfters  on  the  ciav  ; 
Broken  thv  house  is,  and  the  ridge-pole  split  t 

Delusion  fashioned  it  ! 
Sake  pass  I  thence — ^  DtuvER,A.\CE  to  obtain. 


Booit  tfie  Sitbmfbi. 


Sorrowful  dwelt  the  King  Suddh6dana 
All  those  long  years  among  the  Sakya  Lords 
Lacking  the  speech  and  presence  of  his  Son ; 
Sorrowful  sate  the  sweet  Yas6dhara 
All  those  long  years,  knowing  no  joy  of  life, 
Widowed  of  him  her  living  Liege  and  Prince 
And  ever,  on  the  news  of  some  recluse 
Seen  far  away  by  pasturing  camel-men 
Or  traders  threading  devious  paths  for  gain. 
Messengers  from  the  King  had  gone  and  come 
Bringing  account  of  many  a  holy  sage 
Lonely  and  lost  to  home  ;  but  nought  of  him 
The  crown  of  white  Kapilavastu's  line. 
The  glory  of  her  monarch  and  his  hope. 


Tlie  hcirt's  content  of  sweei  Yas6dhara, 
Far-wandered  now,  forgetful,  changed,  or  d«ad. 

But  on  a  day  ui  Uie  VVasanta-nme, 
\Vhen  silver  sprays  swing  on  the  mango-trees 
And  all  Ihe  earth  is  clad  with  garb  of  spring. 
The  Princess  sate  by  that  bright  garden -stream 
Whose  gliding  glass,  bordered  with  lotus-cups. 
Mirrored  so  often  in  Ihc  bliss  gone  by 
'riieir  clinging  hands  and  meeting  tips.     Her  lids 
Were  wan  with  tears,  her  tender  cheeks  had  thinned; 
Her  lips'  delicious  curves  were  drawn  with  grief; 
The  fitstrous  glory  of  her  hair  n-as  hid  — 
Close-bound  as  widows  use  ;  no  ornament 
She  wore,  nor  any  jewel  clasped  the  cloth  — 
Coarse,  and  of  mourning- white  — crossed  on  her  breast. 
Slow  mo\-ed  and  jiainfiilly  those  small  fine  feet 
Uliich  had  the  roe's  gait  and  the  rose-leafs  fall 
In  old  years  at  the  loving  voice  of  him, 
Hei  eyes,  those  lamps  of  love,  —  which  were  as  if 
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Sunlight  should  shine  from  out  the  deepest  dark, 

Illumining  Night's  peace  with  Daytime's  glow  — 

Unlighted  now,  and  roving  aimlessly, 

Scarce  marked  the  clustering  signs  of  coming  Spring 

So  the  silk  lashes  drooped  over  their  orbs. 

In  one  hand  was  a  girdle  thick  with  pearls, 

Siddartha's  —  treasured  since  that  night  he  fled  — 

(Ah,  bitter  Night !  mother  of  weeping  days  I 

When  was  fond  Love  so  pitiless  to  love 

Save  that  this  scorned  to  limit  love  by  life  ?) 

'  Ilie  other  led  her  little  son,  a  boy 

Divinely  fair,  the  pledge  Siddartha  left  — 

Named  Rahula  —  now  seven  years  old,  who  tripped 

Gladsome  beside  his  mother,  light  of  heart 

To  see  the  spring-blooms  burgeon  o'er  the  world. 

So  while  they  lingered  by  the  lotus-pools 
And,  lightly  laughing,  Rahula  flung  rice 
To  feed  the  blue  and  purple  fish ;  and  she 
With  sad  eyes  watched  the  swiftly-flying  cranes, 
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Sighiiigi  "  Oil  1  creatures  of  the  wandering  wing, 

ir  ye  shall  light  where  my  dear  Lord  is  hid, 

Say  that  Vas6dhara  lives  nigh  to  death 

For  one  word  of  his  mouth,  one  touch  of  him  ! "  — 

So,  as  they  played  and  sighed — mother  and  child  — 

Canie  some  among  the  damsels  of  the  Court 

Saying,  "  Great  Princess  !  there  have  enlered  in 

At  the  south  gate  merchanis  of  Hasdnpiir 

Tripusha  called  and  Ithalluk.  men  of  worth. 

Long  travelled  from  the  loud  sea's  edge,  who  bring 

Marvellous  lovely  webs  pictured  with  gold. 

Waved  blades  of  gilded  steel,  wrought  bowls  in  brass. 

Cut  ivories,  spice,  simples,  and  unknown  birds, 

Treasures  of  far-off  peoples  ;  but  they  bring 

That  which  doth  beggar  these,  for  He  is  seen  I 

Thy  Lord,  —  our  Lord,  —  the  hope  of  all  the  land  — 

Siddarlha  !  they  have  seen  him  lace  to  face. 

Yea,  and  have  worshipped  him  with  knees  and  brows. 

And  offered  offerings  ;  for  he  is  become 

All  which  was  shown,  a  teacher  of  the  wise. 
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World-honored,  holy,  wonderful ;  a  Buddh 
Who  doth  deliver  men  and  save  all  flesh 
By  sweetest  speech  and  pity  vast  as  Heaven  : 
And,  lo  !  he  joumeyeth  hither  these  do  say." 


Then  —  while  the  glad  blood  bounded  in  her  veins 
As  Gunga  leaps  when  first  the  mountain  snows 
Melt  at  her  springs  —  uprose  Yas6dhara 
And  clapped  her  palms,  and  laughed,  with  brimming  tears 
Beading  her  lashes.     "  Oh  !  call  quick,"  she  cried, 
"  These  merchants  to  my  purdah,  for  mine  ears 
Thirst  like  parched  throats  to  drink  their  blessed  news. 
Go  bring  them  in,  —  but  if  their'tale  be  true. 
Say  I  will  fill  their  girdles  with  much  gold, 
With  gems  that  Kings  shall  envy  :  come  ye  too, 
My  girls,  for  ye  shall  have  guerdon  of  this 
If  there  be  gifts  to  speak  my  grateful  heart." 

So  went  those  merchants  to  the  Pleasure-House, 
Full  softly  pacing  through  its  golden  ways 
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Witli  naked  feel,  amid  ihe  peering  maids. 
Much  wondering  al  the  glories  of  ihc  CoHtt. 
Whom,  when  they  came-  without  the  purdah'5  foldi, 
A  voice,  tender  and  eager,  lilted  and  charmed 
With  trembling  music,  saying,  "  Yc  are  come 
From  far.  fair  Sire  !  and  ye  have  seen  my  Lord — 
Yea,  worshipped  — for  he  is  become  a  Buddh, 
World-honored,  holy,  and  delivers  men. 
And  journeyeth  hither.     Speak  !  for,  if. this  be. 
Friends  are  ye  of  my  House,  welcome  and  dear." 

Then  answer  made  Tripusha,  "  We  have  seen 
That  sacred  Master,  PrinSess  !  wc  have  bowed 
Before  his  feet ;  for  who  was  lost  a  Prince 
Is  foimd  a  greater  than  the  King  of  kings. 
Under  the  B6dhi-tree  by  Phalgii's  bank 
That  which  shall  save  the  world  halh  late  been  wrought 
By  him  —  the  Friend  of  all,  the  Prince  of  all  — 
Thine  most.  High  Lady  !  from  whose  tears  men  win 
The  comfort  of  this  Word  the  Master  sjieaks. 
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Lo  !  he  is  well^  as  one  beyond  all  ills, 

Uplifted  as  a  god  from  earthly  woes, 

Shining  with  risen  Truth,  golden  and  clear. 

Moreover  as  he  entereth  town  by  town, 

Preaching  those  noble  ways  which  lead  to  peace, 

The  hearts  of  men  follow  his  path  as  leaves 

Troop  to  wind  or  sheep  draw  after  one 

Who  knows  the  pastures.     We  ourselves  have  heard 

By  Gaya  in  the  green  Tchtmika  grove 

Those  wondrous  lips  and  done  them  reverence  : 

He  Cometh  hither  ere  the  first  rains  fall.** 


Thus  spake  he,  and  Yas6dhara,-for  joy. 
Scarce  mastered  breath  to  answer,  "  Be  it  well 
Now  and  at  all  times  with  ye,  worthy  friends  ! 
VVho  bring  good  tidings  ;  but  of  this  great  thing 
Wist  ye  how  it  befell?  " 

Then  Bhalluk  told 
Such  as  the  people  of  the  valleys  knew 
Of  that  dread  night  of  conflict,  when  the  air 
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Darkened  with  fiendish  shadows,  and  the  earth 
Quaked,  and  the  waters  swelled  with  Mora's  wrath. 
Also  how  gloriously  that  morniag  broke 
Radiant  with  rising  hopes  for  man,  and  how 
rhe  Lord  was  found  rejoicing  'oeath  his  Tree- 
But  mail)-  days  the  burden  of  release  — 
To  be  escaped  beyond  all  storms  of  doubt, 
Safe  on  Truth's  shore  —  by,  spake  he,  on  thai  heart 
A  golden  load  ;  for  how  sbaU  men  —  Buddh  muscti  — 
Who  love  their  sins  and  cleave  to  cheats  of  sense, 
And  drink  of  error  from  a  thousand  springs  — 
Having  no  mind  to  see,  nor  sirengtli  to  break 
The  fleshly  snare  which  binds  them  —  how  should  such 
Receive  the  Twelve  Nidanas  and  the  Law 
Redeeming  all,  yet  strange  to  profit  by. 
As  the  caged  bird  oft  shuns  its  opened  door? 
So  had  we  missed  the  helpful  victory 
If,  in  this  earth  without  a  refuge,  Buddh 
Winning  the  way,  had  deemed  it  all  too  hard 
For  mortal  feet,  and  passed,  none  following  him. 
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Vet  pondered  the  compassion  of  our  Lord, 

But  in  that  hour  there  rang  a  voice  as  sharp 

As  cry  of  travail,  so  as  if  the  earth 

Moaned  in  birth-throe   "  Nasyami  aham  bhii 

Nasyati  Ibkaf'  Surely  I  am  lost, 

I  AND  MY  CREATURES :  then  a  pause,  and  next 

A  pleading  sigh  borne  on  the  western  wind, 

^^  Sruyatdm  dhartna^  Bhagwatt^^     Oh,  Supreme 

Let  thy  great  Law  be  uttered  !     Whereupon 

The  Master  cast  his  vision  forth  on  flesh, 

Saw  who  should  hear  and  who  must  wait  to  hear, 

As  the  keen  Sun  gilding  the  lotus-lakes 

Seeth  which  buds  will  open  to  his  beams 

And  which  are  not  yet  risen  from  their  roots ; 

Then  spake,  divinely  smiling,  "  Yea  !  I  preach  I 

Whoso  win  listen  let  him  learn  the  Law." 


Afterwards  passed  he,  said  they,  by  the  hills 
Unto  Benares,  where  he  taught  the  Five, 
Showing  how  birth  and  death  should  be  destroyed. 


Ant!  how  man  iiath  no  fate  except  past  ilccds, 
No  Hell  i)ut  wlifll  he  makes,  no  Heaven  loo  hi^ 
For  those  to  reach  whose  passions  sleep  suUIued. 
This  was  the  fifteenth  day  of  Vaishya 
MiJ-aftenioon  and  that  night  was  full  inooD. 

liut,  of  ihe  RishJs,  first  Kauiidinya 
Owned  the  Four  Truths  and  entered  on  the  Paths; 
And  after  him  Bhndraka,  Asvajit, 
Basava,  Mahanama  ;  also  there 
Within  Ihe  Deer-iiark,  at  the  feet  of  Buddh, 
Yasad  the  Prince  with  nobles  lifty-four 
Hearing  the  blessed  word  our  Master  spake 
Worshipped  and  followed ;  for  there  sprang  up  peace 
And  knowledge  of  a  new  time  come  for  men 
In  all  who  heard,  as  spring  the  flowers  and  grass 
\\'lien  water  sparkles  through  a  sandy  plain. 

These  sixty  —  said  they  —  did  our  Lord  send  forth, 
Made  perfect  in  restraint  and  passion-free, 
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To  teach  the  Way ;  but  the  World-honored  turned 
South  from  the  Deer-park  and  Isipatan 
To  Yashti  and  King  Bimbasara's  realm, 
Where  many  days  he  taught ;  and  after  these 
King  Bimbasara  and  his  folk  believed, 
Learning  the  law  of  love  and  ordered  life. 
Also  he  gave  the  Master,  of  free  gift,  — 
Pouring  forth  water  on  the  hands  of  Buddh  — 
The  Bamboo-Garden,  named  W^luvana, 
Wherein  are  streams  and  caves  and  lovely  glades ; 
And  the  King  set  a  stone  there,  carved  with  this :  — 

Ve  dharma  hetuppabhawd 

Yesan  he  tun  Tathdgato  ; 
Aha  yesan  cha  yo  nirodho 
Ewan  wadi  Maha  samano. 

"  What  life's  course  and  cause  sustain 
lliese  Tathagato  made  plain  ; 
What  delivers  from  life's  woe 
That  our  Lord  hath  made  us  know." 


And,  in  ihal  Garden  —  laiil  they  —  tlicre  was  hM 
A  high  Assembly,  where  the  Teacher  spake 
Wisdom  and  po<A-er,  winning  itti  souls  which  heard. 
So  that  nine  hundred  took  the  yellow  rube  — 
Such  as  the  Master  wears,  — and  s^ircad  his  Liw ; 
And  tliis  the  gdthl  was  wherewith  he  closed :  — 

Kuialaua  ujKisampaili  ^, 

Sa  chilta  pariyod 
Elan  Biidhdm. 


"  Evil  swells  ihe  debts  lo  pay.. 
Good  delivers  and  acquits  ; 
Shun  evil,  follow  good  j  hold  sway 
Over  thyself.    This  is  the  Way." 


Whom,  when  they  ended,  speaking  so  of  him, 
With  gifts,  and  thanks  which  made  the  jewels  dull. 
The  Princess  recompensed.     *•  But  by  what  road 
Wendeih  my  Lord  ?  "  she  asked  :  the  merchants  said. 
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'*  Yojans  threescore  stretch  from  the  city-walls 
To  Rajagriha,  whence  the  easy  path 
Passeth  by  Sona  hither  and  the  hills. 
Our  oxen,  treading  eight  slow  koss  a  day, 
Came  in  one  moon." 

Then  the  King  hearing  word. 
Sent  nobles  of  the  Court  —  well-mounted  lords  — 
Nine  separate  messengers,  each  embassy 
Bidden  to  say,  "  The  King  Suddhodana  — 
Nearer  the  pyre  by  seven  long  years  of  lack, 
WTierethrough  he  hath  not  ceased  to  seek  for  thee  — 
Prays  of  his  son  to  come  unto  his  own. 
The  Throne  and  people  of  this  longing  Realm, 
Lest  he  shall  die  and  see  thy  face  no  more." 
Also  nine  horsemen  sent  Yasodhara 
Bidden  to  say,  "  The  Princess  of  thy  House  — 
Rahula's  mother  —  craves  to  see  thy  face 
As  the  night-blowing  moon-flower*s  swelling  heart 
Pines  for  the  moon,  as  pale  as6ka-buds 
Wait  for  a  woman's  foot :  if  thou  hast  found 
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this,  ^M 


More  than  was  lost,  she  prays  her  pan  ii 

Rahula's  part,  but  most  of  all  thyself." 

So  sped  the  Sakya  Lords,  but  it  befell 

That  each  one,  with  the  me&sage  in  his  mouth, 

Entered  the  Bamboo-Garden  in  that  hour 

\Vhen  Buddha  taught  his  Law ;  and  —  hearing — cadi 

Forgot  to  speak,  lost  thought  of  King  and  ^ 

Of  the  sad  Princess  even ;  only  gaaed 

Eye-rapt  upon  the  Master ;  only  hung 

Heart-caught  upon  the  speech,  compassionate, 

Commanding,  perfect,  pure,  enlightening  all. 

Poured  from  those  sacred  lips.     Look  !  like  a  bee 

\Vinged  for  the  hive,  who  sees  the  m6gras  spread 

And  scents  ihcir  utter  sweetness  on  the  air, 

If  he  be  honey- filled,  it  matters  not ; 

If  night  be  nigh,  or  rain,  he  will  not  heed  ; 

Needs  must  he  liyht  on  those  delicious  blooms 

And  drain  their  nectar  j  so  these  messengers 

One  with  another,  hearing  Biiddha's  words, 

Let  go  the  purpose  of  their  speed,  anil  mixed. 
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Heedless  of  all,  amid  the  Master's  train. 
Wherefore  the  King  bade  that  Udayi  go  — 
Chiefest  in  all  the  Court,  and  faithfullest, 
Siddartha's  playmate  in  the  happier  days  — 
Who,  as  he  drew  anear  the  garden,  plucked 
Blown  tufts  of  tree-wool  from  the  grove  and  sealed 
The  entrance  of  his  hearing ;  thus  he  came 
Safe  through  the  lofty  peril  of  the  place 
And  told  the  message  of  the  King,  and  her*s. 


Then  meekly  bowed  his  head  and  spake  our  Lord 
Before  the  people,  "  Surely  I  shaU  go  ! 
It  is  my  duty  as  it  was  my  will ; 
Let  no  man  miss  to  render  reverence 
To  those  who  lend  him  life,  whereby  come  means 
To  live  and  die  no  more,  but  safe  attain 
Blissful  Nirvana,  if  ye  keep  the  Law, 
Purging  past  wrongs  and  adding  nought  thereto, 
Complete  in  love  and  lovely  charities. 
Let  the  King  know  and  let  the  Princess  hear 

13 
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I  -Uke  the  way  forthwitli."    This  told,  the  folk 

Of  white  KapiUvastu  and  its  fields 

Made  ready  for  the  entrance  of  their  Prince, 

At  the  south  ^le  a  bright  pnviliuii 

With  flower- wrcaiiied  pillats  and  the  walls  of 

Wrought  on  their  red  and  green  with  woven  gold, 

Alho  the  roads  were  laid  with  scented  bought 

Of  ncem  and  roango,  and  fuH  raiusuks  sited 

Sandal  and  jasmine  on  the  dust,  and  flags 

]''liiiii,-red  J  and  on  the  day  when  he  should  come 

Ii  was  ordained  how  many  eleiihants  — 

With  silver  liowdahs  and  their  tusks  gold-tipped  — 

Should  wait  Ix-yond  the  ford,  and  where  the  drums 

Slumld  Ixjoni  "  Siddarlha  cometh  !  "  where  the  lordn 

Should  light  and  worship,  and  the  dancing-girls 

Wlieru  they  should  strew  their  floH-erswith  dance  and  son'j 

So  thst  the  steed  he  rode  might  tramp  knee-deep 

In  rose  and  lulsani,  and  the  ways  be  fair  ; 

While  the  town  rang  with  music  and  high  joy. 

This  was  or<lained,  and  all  men's  ears  were  pricked 
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Dawn  after  dawn  to  catch  the  first  drum's  beat 
Announcing,  "  Now  he  cometh  I " 

ButitfeU  — 
Eager  to  be  before  —  Yas6dhara 
Rode  in  her  litter  to  the  city-walls 
Where  soared  the  bright  pavilion.     All  around 
A  beauteous  garden  smiled  —  Nigrddha  named  — 
Shaded  with  bel-trees  and  the  green-plumed  dates, 
New-trimmed  and  gay  with  winding  walks  and  banks 
Of  fruits  and  flowers  ;  for  the  southern  road 
Skirted  its  lawns,  on  this  hand  leaf  and  bloom, 
On  that  the  suburb-huts  where  base-borns  dwelt 
Outside  the  gates,  a  patient  folk  and  poor, 
Whose  touch  for  Kshatriya  and  priest  of  Brahm 
Were  sore  defilement.     Yet  those,  too,  were  quick 
With  expectation,  rising  ere  the  dawn 
To  peer  along  the  road,  to  climb  the  trees 
At  far-off  trumpet  of  some  elephant, 
Or  stir  of  temple-drum ;  and  when  none  came, 
Busied  with  lowly  chares  to  please  the  Prince ; 
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Swee[Hi]g  their  door-stones,  setthig  forth  Iheii  flags, 

Stringing  ih<;  Suled  fig-leaves  into  chains. 

New  furbishing  the  lingam,  decking  new 

Yesterday's  faded  arch  of  boughs,  l)ut  aye 

QuestitHiing  wayfarers  if  any  noise 

Be  on  the  road  of  great  Sddartha,     These 

The  Princess  marked  with  lovely  languid  eyes,   , 

Watching,  as  they,  the  southward  plain,  and  b 

Like  thetn  to  listen  if  the  passere  gave 

News  of  the  path.     So  fell  it  she  behelil 

One  slow  appnxichii>g  with  his  head  close  sh«n. 

A  yellow  cloth  over  his  shoulder  cast, 

(iiit  as  llie  hennlLs  are,  and  in  his  liand 

An  earthen  Ik>wI,  shaped  melonwise,  the  which 

Meekly  at  each  hut-door  he  held  a  sjKice, 

Taking  the  granted  dole  with  gemle  thanks 

And  all  as  gently  passing  where  none  gave. 

Two  followed  him  wearing  the  yellow  robe. 

But  he  ivho  bore  the  bowl  so  lordly  seemed. 

So  reverend,  and  with  such  a  passage  moved. 
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With  SO  commanding  presence  filled  the  air, 

With  such  sweet  eyes  of  holiness  smote  all, 

That,  as  they  reached  him  alms  the  givers  gazed 

Awestruck  upon  his  face,  and  some  bent  down 

In  worship,  and  some  ran  to  fetch  fresh  gifts 

(}rieved  to  be  poor ;  till  slowly,  group  by  group, 

Children  and  men  and  women  drew  behind 

Into  his  steps,  whispering  with  covered  lips, 

*'  Who  is  he?  who?  when  looked  a  Rishi  thus?  " 

But  as  he  came  with  quiet  footfall  on 

Nigh  the  pavilion,  lo  !  the  silken  door 

Lifted,  and,  all  unveiled,  Yas6dhara 

Stood  in  his  path  crying,  "  Siddartha  !  Lord  ! " 

With  wide  eyes  streaming  and  with  close-clasped  hands, 

Then  sobbing  fell  upon  his  feet,  and  lay. 

Afterwards,  when  this  weeping  lady  passed 
Into  the  Noble  Paths,  and  one  had  prayed 
Answer  fi-om  Buddha  wherefore  —  being  vowed 
Quit  of  aU  mortal  passion  and  the  touch, 
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Flywer-9oft  and  conquering,  of  a  woman's  hands  — 

He  suffered  such  embrace,  the  Master  said  . 

"  The  greater  beaieth  with  the  lesser  love 

So  it  may  raise  it  unto  easier  heights. 

Take  heed  that  no  man,  being  'scaijcd  from  bond: 

Vexeth  bound  souls  with  boasts  of  Lbcrty. 

Free  are  ye  radier  that  your  freedom  spread 

By  patient  winning  and  sweet  wisdom's  skiU. 

Three  eras  of  long  toil  bring  Bodhis5ts  — 

Who  will  be  guides  and  help  this  darkling  world  — 

Unto  deliverance,  ami  the  first  is  named 

Of  deep  '  Resolve,'  the  second  of  *  Attempt,' 

The  third  of  '  Nomination.'     Lx) !  I  hvcd 

In  era  of  Resolve,  desiring  good. 

Searching  for  wisdom,  but  mine  eyes  were  sealed. 

Count  the  grey  seeds  on  yonder  castor-clump, 

So  many  rains  it  is  since  I  was  Ram, 

A  merchant  of  the  coast  which  looketh  south 

To  Laiikn  and  the  hiding-pbce  of  pearls. 

Also  in  that  far  time  Yasoilhara 


ids, 

J 
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Dwelt  with  me  in  our  village  by  the  sea. 
Tender  as  now,  and  Lukshrai  was  her  name. 
And  I  remember  how  I  journeyed  thence 
Seeking  our  gain,  for  poor  the  household  was 
And  lowly.     Not  the  less  with  wistful  tears 
She  prayed  me  that  I  should  not  part,  nor  tempt 
Perils  by  land  and  water.     *  How  could  love 
Leave  what  it  loved  ?  *  she  wailed ;  yet,  venturing,  I 
Passed  to  the  Straits,  and  after  storm  and  toil 
And  deadly  strife  with  creatures  of  the  deep. 
And  woes  beneath  the  midnight  and  the  noon. 
Searching  the  wave  I  won  therefrom  a  pearl 
Moonlike  and  glorious,  such  as  Kings  might  buy 
Emptying  their  treasury.     Then  came  I  glad 
Unto  mine  hills,  but  over  all  that  land 
Famine  spread  sore  ;  ill  was  I  stead  to  live 
In  journey  home,  and  hardly  reached  my  door  — 
Aching  for  food  —  with  that  white  wealth  of  the  see 
Tied  in  my  girdle.     Yet  no  food  was  there  ; 
And  on  the  threshold  she  for  whom  I  toiled  — 
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More  ihan  myself —  by  with  her  speechless  lips     ^^^| 

Nigh  unto  death  for  one  small  gin  of  grain. 

Then  cried  I, '  If  there  be  who  hath  of  grain, 

Here  is  a  kingdom's  ransom  for  one  life : 

Give  Lukshmi  bread  and  take  my  moonlight  pearl,' 

Whereat  one  brought  the  last  of  all  his  hoard. 

Millet  —  tliree  seers  —  and  clutched  the  beauteous  thing. 

But  Lukshmi  lived  and  sighed  with  gathered  lite, 

'  Lo  !  thoTi  didst  love  indeed  ! '     I  spent  my  pearl 

Well  in  that  life  to  comfort  heart  and  mind 

Else  quite  uncomforted,  but  these  pure  pearls. 

My  last  large  gain,  won  from  a  deeper  wave  — 

The  Twelve  Nidanas  and  the  Law  of  Good  — 

Cannot  be  spent,  nor  dimmed,  and  most  fulfil 

Their  jierfect  beauty  being  frceliest  given. 

For  like  as  is  to  Mem  yonder  hill 

Heaped  by  the  little  ants,  and  like  as  dew 

Dropped  in  the  footmark  of  a  bounding  roe 

Unto  the  shoreless  seas,  so  was  that  gift 

Unto  my  present  giving ;  and  so  love  — 
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Vaster  in  being  free  from  toils  of  sense  -^ 
Was  wisest  stooping  to  the  weaker  heart ; 
-And  so  the  feet  of  sweet  Yasodhara 
X^assed  into  peace  and  bliss,  being  softly  led." 

But  when  the  King  heard  how  Siddartha  came 

Shorn,  with  the  mendicant's  sad-colored  cloth, 
And  stretching  out  a  bowl  to  gather  orts 
From  base -boms*  leavings,  wrathful  sorrow  drove 
I_x)ve  from  his  heart.     Thrice  on  the  ground  he  spat. 
Plucked  at  his  silvered  beard,  and  strode  straight  forth 
Xackeyed  by  trembling  lords.     Frowning  he  clomb 
XJpon  his  war-horse,  drove  the  spurs,  and  dashed, 
Angered,  through  wondering  streets  and  lanes  of  folk. 
Scarce  finding  breath  to  say,  "  The  King  !  bow  down  !  " 
Kre  the  loud  cavalcade  had  clattered  by  : 
Which  —  at  the  turning  by  the  Temple-wall 
Where  the  south  gate  was  seen  —  encountered  full 
-A  mighty  crowd  ;  to  every  edge  of  it  • 
Poured  fast  more  people,  till  the  roads  were  lost, 
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Blotted  by  that  huge  company  which  thronged 
And  grew,  close  foilowing  him  whose  look  sereni 
Met  the  old  King's.     Nor  lived  the  father's  wrath  1 
Longer  than  while  tlie  gentle  eyes  of  Buddh 
Lingered  in  worship  on  his  troubled  brows. 
Then  downcast  sank,  with  his  true  knee,  to  earth  ' 
In  provid  humility.     So  dear  it  seemed 
To  see  the  Prince,  to  know  him  whole,  to  mark 
That  glory  greater  than  of  earthly  state 
Crowning  his  head,  that  majesty  which  brought 
All  men,  so  awed  and  silent,  in  his  steps. 
Nalhless  the  King  broke  forth,  "  Ends  it  in 
ThM  great  Siddartha  steals  into  his  realm. 
Wrapped  in  a  clout,  shorn,  sandalled,  craving  foo 
Of  low-boms,  he  whose  life  was  as  a  God's? 
My  son  !  heir  of  this  spacious  power,  and  heir 
Of  Kings  who  did  but  clap  their  palms  to  have 
What  earth  could  give  or  eager  service  bring? 
Thou  should'st  have  come  apparelled  in  thy  rank,  ( 
With  shining  spears  and  tramp  of  horse  and  foot. 
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Lo  !  all  my  soldiers  camped  upon  the  road, 

And  all  my  city  waited  at  the  gates ; 

Where  hast  thou  sojourned  through  these  evil  years 

WTiilst  thy  crowned  father  mourned  ?  and  she,  too,  there 

Lived  as  the  widows  use,  foregoing  joys  ; 

Never  once  hearing  sound  of  song  or  string. 

Nor  wearing  once  the  festal  robe,  till  now 

When  in  her  cloth  of  gold  she  welcomes  home 

A  beggar  spouse  in  yellow  remnants  clad. 

Son!  why  is  this?" 

"  My  Father  ! "  came  reply, 
"  It  is  the  custom  of  my  race." 

"  Thy  race," 
Answered  the  King  "  counteth  a  hundred  thrones 
From  Maha  Sammat,  but  no  deed  like  this." 


"  Not  of  a  mortal  line,"  the  Master  said, 
"  I  spake,  but  of  descent  invisible, 
The  Buddhas  who  have  been  and  who  shall  be  : 
Of  these  am  I,  and  what  they  did  I  do, 
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AnJ  this  which  now  befalls  so  fell  before 

That  al  his  gate  a  King  in  warrior-mail 

Should  meet  his  son,  a  Prince  in  hermit-weeds  j 

And  that,  by  love  and  self-control,  being  more 

Than  mightiest  Kings  in  all  their  puissance, 

The  appointed  Helper  of  the  Worlds  should  bow  — 

As  now  do  I  — and  with  all  lowly  love 

Proffer,  where  it  is  owed  for  lender  debts, 

The  first-fmits  of  the  treasure  he  hath  brought ; 

Wliich  now  I  proffer." 

Tht'n  the  King  amazed 
Inquired  "  What  treasure  ?  "  anil  the  Teacher  took  .1 
Meekly  the  royal  palm,  and  while  they  paceil 
Through  worshipping  streets  —  the  Princess  and  tl 
On  either  side  — he  told  the  things  which  make 
For  peace  and  pureness,  those  Four  noble  Tniths 
Which  hold  all  wisdom  as  shores  shut  the  sea 
Those  eight  right  Rules  whereby  who  will  may  walk 
Monarch  or  slave — upon  the  perfect  Path 
That  haih  its  Stages  Four  and  Precepts  Eight, 


BOOK    THE   SEVENTH. 

Whereby  whoso  will  live  —  mighty  or  mean 
Wise  or  unlearned,  man,  woman,  young  or  old  • 
Shall  soon  or  late  break  from  the  wheels  of  life 
Attaining  blest  Nirvina.     So  they  came 
Into  the  Palace-porch,  Suddhodana 
With  brows  unknit  drinking  the  mighty  words, 
And  in  his  own  hand  carrying  Buddha's  bowl. 
Whilst  a  new  light  brightened  the  lovely  eyes 
Of  sweet  Yasodhara  and  sunned  her  tears ', 
-And  that  night  entered  they  the  Way  of  Peace. 
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A  BROAD  mead  spreads  by  swift  Kohana's  bank 

At  Nagara ;  five  days  shall  bring  a  man 

In  ox-wain  thither  from  Benares'  shrines 

E^tward  and  northward  journeying.    The  horns 

Of  white  Himala  look  upon  the  place, 

Which  all  the  year  is  glad  with  blooms  and  girt 

By  groves  made  green  from  that  bright  streamlet's  wave 

Soft  are  its  slopes  and  cool  its  fragrant  shades, 

And  holy  all  the  spirit  of  the  spot 

Unto  this  time  :  the  breath  of  eve  comes  hushed 

Over  the  tangled  thickets,  and  high  heaps 

Of  carved  red  stones  cloven  by  root  and  stem 

Of  creeping  fig,  and  clad  with  waving  veil 

Of  leaf  and  grass.    The  still  snake  glistens  forth 
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I^roni  crumbled  work  of  lac  and  cedar-beam? 
^Fo  coil  his  folds  there  on  deep-graven  slabs ; 
TThe  lizard  dwells  and  darts  o'er  painted  floors 
Where  Kings  have  paced  ;  the  grey  fox  litters  safe 
Under  the  broken  thrones ;  only  the  peaks, 

And  stream,  and  sloping  lawns,  and  gentle  air 

Abide  unchanged.     All  else,  like  all  fair  shows 

Of  life,  are  fled  —  for  this  is  where  it  stood. 

The  city  of  Suddh6dana,  the  hill 

Whereon,  upon  an  eve  of  gold  and  blue 

At  sinking  sun  Lord  Buddha  set  himself 

To  teach  the  Law  in  hearing  of  his  own. 

Lo  !  ye  shall  read  it  in  the  Sacred  Books 
How,  being  met  in  that  glad  pleasaunce-place  — 
A  garden  in  old  days  with  hanging  walks. 
Fountains,  and  tanks,  and  rose-banked  terraces 
Girdled  by  gay  pavilions  and  the  sweep 
Of  stately  palace-fronts  —  the  Master  sate 
Eminent,  worshipped,  all  the  earnest  throng 
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Catcliing  the  opening  of  his  lips  to  leafii 
That  wisdom  which  hath  made  our  Asia  mild ; 
Whereto  four  hundred  crores  of  living  souls 
Witness  this  day.     Upon  the  King's  right  hand 
He  sale,  and  round  were  ranged  tl)e  Slkya  l^rdf 
Ananda,  Devadatta  —  all  the  Court. 
Behind  stood  Scriyut  and  Mugallaii,  chiefi 
Of  llie  calm  brethren  in  the  yellow  garb, 
A  goodly  company.     Between  his  knees 
Rahula  smiled  with  wondering  childish  eye* 
Bent  on  the  awful  lace,  while  at  bis  feet 
Sale  sweet  Yasodhaia,  her  heartaches  goDe, 
Foreseeing  that  fair  love  which  doth  not  feed 
On  fleeting  sense,  that  life  which  knows  no  age. 
That  blessed  last  of  deaths  when  Death  is  dead. 
His  victory  and  hers.    Wherefore  she  laid 
Her  haiid  upon  his  hands,  folding  around 
Her  silver  shoulder-cloth  his  yellow  robe, 
Nearest  in  all  the  world  to  him  whose  words 
The  Three  Worlds  waited  for.     I  cannot  tell 
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A  small  part  of  the  splendid  lore  which  broke 

From  Buddha's  lips  :  I  am  a  late-come  scribe 

Who  love  the  Master  and  his  love  of  men, 

And  tell  this  legend,  knowing  he  was  wise, 

But  have  not  wit  40  speak  beyond  the  books ; 

And  time  hath  blurred  their  script  and  ancient  sense, 

Which  once  was  new  and  mighty,  moving  all. 

A  little  of  that  large  discourse  I  know 

Which  Buddha  spake  on  the  soft  Indian  eve. 

Also  I  know  it  writ  that  they  who  heard 

Were  more  —  lakhs  more  —  crores  more  —  than  could  be 

seen. 
For  all  the  Devas  and  the  Dead  thronged  there, 
Till  Heaven  was  emptied  to  the  seventh  zone 
And  uttermost  dark  Hells  opened  their  bars ; 
Also  the  daylight  lingered  past  its  time 
In  rose-leaf  radiance  on  the  watching  peaks. 
So  that  it  seemed  Night  listened  in  the  glens 
And  Noon  upon  the  mountains ;  yea  !  they  write, 
The  evening  stood  between  them  like  some  maid 

14 
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Ct^lcsli:il,  love-strutk,  rapt ;  ihe  smocith-roUc*)  cloud* 
Her  braided  hair  i  the  studded  stats  the  peads 
And  diamonds  of  ht^r  coroiial ;  the  moon 
Her  foreliead-jewel,  and  the  deepening  dark 
Her  woven  garments.     Twas  her  close-held  brcati" 
Which  came  in  scented  sighs  across  the  lawns 
While  our  Lord  taught,  and,  while  he  uughi,  who  iitwi  - 
Though  he  were  stranger  in  the  land,  or  shvc. 
High  caste  or  low,  corae  of  the  Aryan  blood. 
Or  Mlecli  or  Jungle -dweller  —  seemed  to  hear 
What  tongue  his  fellows  talked.     Nay,  outside  ihosi' 
Who  crowded  by  the  river,  great  and  small, 
The  birds  and  beasts  and  creeping  things  —  'lis  *Ti<— 
Had  sense  of  ISuddha's  vast  embracing  love 
.'\nd  took  the  promise  of  his  piteous  speech ; 
So  that  their  lives  —  prisoned  in  shape  of  ape, 
Tiger,  or  deer,  shagged  bear,  jackal,  or  wolf, 
Foul-feeding  kite,  pearled  dove,  or  peacock  gemi""!' 
Squat  toad,  or  speckled  serpent,  lizard,  bat ; 
Yea,  or  of  fish  fanning  the  river-waves  — 
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Touched  meekly  at  the  skirts  of  brotherhood 
With  man  who  hath  less  innocence  than  these ; 
And  in  mute  gladness  knew  their  bondage  broke 
Whilst  Buddha  spake  these  things  before  the  King :  — 


■<«»« 


Om,  amttaya  !  measure  not  with  words 

Th'  Immeasurable  :  nor  sink  the  string  of  thought 
Into  the  Fathomless.     Who  asks  doth  err, 

Who  answers,  errs.     Say  nought ! 


The  Books  teach  Darkness  was,  at  first  of  all, 
And  Brahm,  sole  meditating  in  that  Night : 

Look  not  for  Brahm  and  the  Beginning  there  ! 
Nor  him,  nor  any  light 


Shall  any  gazer  see  with  mortal  eyes, 
Or  any  searcher  know  by  mortal  mind. 

Veil  after  veil  will  lift  —  but  there  must  be 
Veil  upon  veil  behind. 
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Stars  sweep  and  cjuestion  noi.    This  is  enough 
Thai  life  and  death  and  joy  and  woe  abide  ; 

And  cause  anil  sequence,  and  the  i^ovirsc  of  timi 
And  Being's  ceaseless  tidL-, 

Which,  ei-er- changing,  runs,  linked  like  a  river 
By  ripples  following  ripples,  fast  or  slow  — 

The  same  yet  not  the  same  —  froni  far-off  founiaiaj 
To  where  ils  waters  flow 

Into  the  seas.  These,  steaming  to  the  Sun, 
Give  (he  lost  wavelets  Liacic  in  cloudy  fleece 

To  trickle  cloivn  ihc  hills,  ami  glide  again  ; 
Having  no  pause  or  peace. 

This  is  enough  to  know,  the  phantasms  are  ; 

The  Heavens,  Elarths,  Worlds,  and  changes 
them 
A  mighty  whirling  wheel  of  strife  and  stress 

Which  none  can  stay  or  stem. 


Pray  not !  ihe  Darkness  will  not  brighten  1  Ask 
Nought  from  the  Silence,  for  it  cannot  speak  I 

Vex  not  your  mournful  minds  with  pious  patns  I 
Ah  !  Brothers,  Sisters  1  seek 
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Nought  from  the  helpless  gods  by  gift  and  hymn, 
Nor  bribe  with  blood,  nor  feed  with  fnnt  and  cakes  ; 

Within  yourselves  deliverance  must  be  sought ; 
Each  man  his  prison  makes. 

Each  hath  such  lordship  as  the  loftiest  ones ; 

Nay,  for  with  Powers  above,  around,  below. 
As  with  all  flesh  and  whatsoever  lives. 

Act  maketh  joy  and  woe. 

What  hath  been  bringeth  what  shall  be,  and  is. 
Worse  —  better  —  last  for  first  and  first  for  last  3 

The  Angels  in  the  Heavens  of  Gladness  reap 
Fruits  of  a  holy  past. 

The  devils  in  the  underworlds  wear  out 
Deeds  that  were  wicked  in  an  age  gone  by. 

Nothing  endures  :  fair  virtues  waste  with  time. 
Foul  sins  grow  purged  thereby. 

Who  toiled  a  slave  may  come  anew  a  Prince 

For  gentle  worthiness  and  merit  won ; 
Who  ruled  a  King  may  wander  earth  in  rags 

For  things  done  and  undone. 


Only,  while  liirns  this  wheel  ii 
No  pause,  no  peace,  no  sta 

Who  mounts  will  fall,  who  faih 
Go  round  unceasingly ! 


If  ye  lay  bound  upon  the  wheel 
And  no  way  were  of  breakinf 

The  Heart  of  boundless  Being  i 
The  Soul  of  Things  fell  Bain. 

Ve  are  not  bound !  the  Soul  of 
The  Hean  of  Beinir  is  r*i*^ 
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I,  Buddh,  who  wept  with  all  my  brothers'  tears, 
Whose  heart  was  broken  by  a  whole  world's  woe, 

Xaugh  and  am  glad,  for  there  is  Liberty  ! 
Ho  !  ye  who  suffer  !  know 

Ye  suffer  from  yourselves.     None  else  compels. 
None  other  holds  you  that  ye  live  and  die, 

And  whirl  upon  the  wheel,  and  hug  and  kiss 
Its  spokes  of  agony, 

Its  tire  of  tears,  its  nave  of  nothingness. 

Behold,  I  show  you  Truth  !     Lower  than  hell. 
Higher  than  heaven,  outside  the  utmost  stars. 

Farther  than  Brahm  doth  dwell, 

Before  beginning,  and  without  an  end. 

As  space  eternal  and  as  surety  sure. 
Is  fixed  a  Power  divine  which  moves  to  good. 

Only  its  laws  endure. 

This  is  its  touch  upon  the  blossomed  rose, 
The  fashion  of  its  hand  shaped  lotus-leaves  ; 

In  dark  soil  and  the  silence  of  the  seeds 
The  robe  of  Spring  it  weaves ; 


\» 
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ITial  is  its  painting  on  ihc  glorious  clouds, 

And  these  its  eineralils  on  the  peacock's  train ; 

It  hath  its  stations  in  the  stars  ;  its  staves 
In  lightning,  wind,  and  rain. 

Ont  of  the  dark  it  wTought  the  heart  of  man. 
Out  of  dull  shells  the  pheasant's  pencilled  neckfl 

Ever  at  toil,  it  brings  to  loveliness 
All  ancient  wrath  and  wreck. 

The  grey  eggs  in  the  golden  stni-bird's  nest 
Its  treasures  are,  the  bees'  six-sided  cefl 

Its  honey-pot ;  the  ant  wots  of  its  ways, 
The  white  doves  know  ihem  well. 

It  spreadeth  fortli  for  flight  the  eagle's  wings 
What  lime  she  bearelh  home  lier  prey ;  it  sendl 

Tlie  she-wolf  to  her  cubs ;  for  unloved  things 
It  findeth  food  and  friends. 

It  is  not  marred  nor  stayeti  in  any  nse. 
All  likelh  it ;  the  sweet  white  milk  it  brings 

To  mothers'  breasts  j  it  brings  the  white  diops,  I 
Wherewith  the  young  snake  stings. 
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The  ordered  music  of  the  marching  orbs 

It  makes  in  viewless  canopy  of  sky ; 
In  deep  abyss  of  earth  it  hides  up  gold, 

Sards,  sapphires,  lazuli. 

Ever  and  ever  bringing  secrets  forth, 

It  sitteth  in  the  green  of  forest-glades 
Nursing  strange  seedlings  at  the  cedar's  root, 

Devising  leaves,  blooms,  blades. 

It  slayeth  and  it  saveth,  nowise  moved 

Except  unto  the  working  out  of  doom ; 
Its  threads  are  Love  and  Life ;  and  Death  and  Pain 

The  shuttles  of  its  loom. 

It  maketh  and  unmaketh,  mending  all ; 

What  it  hath  wrought  is  better  than  hath  been ; 
Slow  grows  the  splendid  pattern  that  it  plans 

Its  wistful  hands  between. 

Tiiis  is  its  work  upon  the  things  ye  see. 

The  unseen  things  are  more ;  men's  hearts  and  minds^ 
The  thoughts  of  peoples  and  their  ways  and  wills, 

Those,  too,  the  great  Law  binds. 


2l8  THE   LIGHT    OK   ASIA. 

Unseen  it  helpeth  ye  with  f^thful  hands. 
Unheard  ii  speaketh  stronger  than  the  stonn. 

Pity  and  Love  are  man's  because  long  stress 
Moulded  blind  mass  to  form. 

It  will  not  be  contemned  of  any  one ; 

Who  thwarts  it  loses,  and  who  serves  it  gains ; 
The  hidden  good  it  pays  wilJi  peace  and  bliss, 

Tlie  hidden  ill  with  pains. 

It  seeth  everywhere  and  marketh  all ; 

Do  right  — it  recompenseth  !  do  one  wrong— 
The  equal  retribution  must  be  made. 

Though  Dharma  tarry  long. 

It  knjws  not  wrath  nor  pardon  ;  utter-true 

Its  measures  mete,  its  faultless  Ijalance  weighs ; 

Times  are  as  nought,  to-morrow  it  will  judge. 
Or  after  many  days. 

By  this  the  sl.iycr's  knife  did  stab  himself; 

The  unjust  judge  halli  lost  his  own  defender  ; 
The  false  tongue  dooms  its  lie  ;  the  creeping  thJcf 

And  spoiler  rob,  to  render. 
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>vich  is  the  Law  which  moves  to  righteousness, 
WTiich  none  at  last  can  turn  aside  or  stay ; 

t^he  heart  of  it  is  Love,  the  end  of  it 

Is  Peace  and  Consummation  sweet.    Obey  I 


iTie  Books  say  well,  my  Brothers  !  each  man's  life 
The  outcome  of  his  former  living  is ; 

Xlie  bygone  wrongs  bring  forth  sorrows  and  woes 
The  bygone  right  breeds  bliss. 

That  which  ye  sow  ye  reap.     See  yonder  fields  ! 

The  sesamum  was  sesamum,  the  com 
Was  com.    Tlie  Silence  and  the  Darkness  knew  ! 

So  is  a  man's  fate  bora. 

He  Cometh,  reaper  of  the  things  he  sowed, 
Sesamum,  cora,  so  much  cast  in  past  birth ; 

And  so  much  weed  and  poison-stuff,  which  mar 
Him  and  the  aching  earth. 
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If  he  shall  labor  rightly,  rooting  these, 

And  planting  wholesome  seedlings  where  they  pc«. 

Fruitful  and  fair  and  clean  the  ground  shall  he, 
And  rich  the  harvest  due. 


If  he  who  liveth,  learning  whence  woe  springs. 

Endureth  patiently,  striving  to  pay 
His  utmost  debt  for  ancient  evils  done 

In  Love  and  Truth  aiway  ; 

If  makiiu;  none  to  lack,  be  dironghly  purge      I 

Tlie  lie  and  lust  of  self  forth  from  his  blood ; 
Suffering  all  meekly,  rendering  for  offence 
Nothing  but  grace  and  good  : 

If  he  sliall  day  by  day  dwell  merciful. 
Holy  and  just  and  kind  and  true  ;  and  rend 

Desire  from  where  it  clings  with  bleeding  roots. 
Till  love  of  life  have  end  : 


He  —  dying  —  leaveth  as  the  sum  of  him 

A  life-count  closed,  whose  ills  are  dead  and  quit, 

Whose  good  is  quick  and  mighty,  far  and  near, 
So  that  fniits  follow  it. 
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iO  need  hath  such  to  live  as  ye  name  life ; 
That  which  began  in  him  when  he  began 
Is  finished :  he  hath  wrought  the  purpose  through 
Of  what  did  make  him  Man. 

l>Jever  shall  yearnings  torture  him,  nor  sins 
Stain  him,  nor  ache  of  earthly  joys  and  woes 

Invade  his  safe  eternal  peace  ;  nor  deaths 
And  lives  recur.     He  goes 

Unto  Nirvana.     He  is  one  with  Life 

Yet  lives  not.     He  is  blest,  ceasing  to  be. 

On,  MANi  PADME,  CM  !  the  Dewdrop  slips 
Into  the  shining  sea ! 


This  is  the  doctrine  of  the  Karma.     Learn  I 
Only  when  all  the  dross  of  sin  is  quit. 

Only  when  life  dies  like  a  white  flame  spent 
Death  dies  along  with  it. 
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Say  not  "  1  am,"  "  I  was,"  of  "  1  sdiall  be," 
Think  not  ye  pass  from  house  to  house  of  fleah 

Like  travellers  who  rem«nber  and  forget. 
Ill-lodged  or  well-lodged.     Fresh 

Issues  uijon  llii;  Universe  lliat  sum 
WJiich  is  the  lattcntiosi  of  lives.     It  inakes 

Its  habitation  as  the  worm  sptos  silk 
And  dweUs  therein.     It  takes 

Fiiiictioii  ami  substance  as  the  snake's  egg  haicM 
Takes  scale  and  fang  ;  as  feathered  reed-seeds  ily 
O'er  rock  and  loam  and  sand,  until  they  find 
Tlicir  marsh  and  mvilti|jly. 

.\l^o  It  issues  forth  to  hell)  or  hurt. 

W  lien  Death  the  bitter  murderer  doth  smite. 
Red  roams  ine  uiipiirged  fragment  of  him,  driven 

On  wings  of  i>laguc  and  blight. 

I>iit  when  the  mild  and  just  die,  sweet  airs  breathe  ; 

The  world  grows  richer,  as  Lf  desert -stream 
Should  sink  away  to  sparkle  up  again 

Purer,  with  liraider  gleam. 
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So  merit  won  winneth  the  happier  age 

Which  by  demerit  halteth  short  of  end ; 
Tet  must  this  Law  of  Love  reign  King  of  all 

Before  the  Kalpas  end. 

What  lets? —  Brothers  !  the  Darkness  lets  !  which  breeds 
Ignorance,  mazed  whereby  ye  take  these  shows 

For  true,  and  thirst  to  have,  and,  having,  cling 
To  lusts  which  work  you  woes. 

Ye  that  will  tread  the  Middle  Road,  whose  course 
Bright  Reason  traces  and  soft  Quiet  smoothes ; 

Ye  who  will  take  the  high  Nirvana-way 
List  the  Four  Noble  Truths. 

The  First  Truth  is  of  Sorrow,    Be  not  mocked  ! 

Life  which  ye  prize  is  long-drawn  agony  : 
Only  its  pains  abide  ;  its  pleasures  are 

As  birds  which  light  and  fly. 

Ache  of  the  birth,  ache  of  the  helpless  days. 

Ache  of  hot  youth  and  ache  of  manhood's  prime  ; 

Ache  of  the  chill  grey  years  and  choking  death. 
These  fill  your  piteous  time. 
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Sweet  is  fond  Love,  but  fuRCral-tkmes  must  kisx 
The  breasts  which  pillow  and  the  lips  which  cling; 

GaJlant  is  warlike  Might,  but  vultures  pick 
The  joints  of  chief  and  Ring. 

Beauteous  is  Earth,  but  all  its  forest-broods 
Plot  mutual  slaughter,  hungering  to  live ; 

Of  sapphire  are  the  skies,  but  when  men  co- 
Famished,  no  drops  they  give. 

Ask  of  the  sick,  the  mourners,  ask  of  hin 
Who  tottereth  on  his  staff,  lone  and  forlorn, 

"  Ltkcth  thee  life  ?  " —  these  say  the  babe  is  wise 
That  weepelh,  being  bom. 

The  Second  Truth  is  Sorrow's  Cause.     What  grief 
Springs  of  itself  and  springs  not  of  Desire? 

Senses  and  things  perceived  mingle  and  light 
Passion's  quick  spark  of  fire  : 

So  flameth  Trishna,  lust  and  thirst  of  things. 

Eager  ye  cleave  to  shadows,  dote  on  dreams  ; 
A  false  Self  in  the  midst  ye  plant,  and  make 

A  world  around  which  seenns  : 
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Blind  to  the  height  beyond,  deaf  to  the  sound 
Of  sweet  airs  breathed  from  far  past  Indra's  sky ; 

Dumb  to  the  summons  of  the  true  life  kept 
For  him  who  false  puts  by. 

So  grow  the  strifes  and  lusts  which  make  earth's  war, 
So  grieve  poor  cheated  hearts  and  flow  salt  tears ; 

So  wax  the  passions,  envies,  angers,  hates ; 
So  years  chase  blood-stained  years 

With  wild  red  feet.     So,  where  the  grain  should  grow. 

Spreads  the  biran-weed  with  its  evil  root 
And  poisonous  blossoms ;  hardly  good  seeds  find 

Soil  where  to  fall  and  shoot ; 

• 

And  drugged  with  poisonous  drink  the  soul  departs, 
And  fierce  with  thirst  to  drink  Karma  returns ; 

Sense-struck  again  the  sodden  self  begins. 
And  new  deceits  it  earns. 

The  Third  is  Sorrow's  Ceasing.     This  is  peace 

To  conquer  love  of  self  and  lust  of  life. 
To  tear  deep-rooted  passion  from  the  breast, 

To  still  the  inward  strife ; 
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For  love  lo  clasp  Eternal  Beauty  close  ; 

For  glory  to  be  Lord  of  self,  for  pleasure 
To  live  beyond  the  gods  ;  for  countless  wealth 

To  lay  up  lasting  treasure 

Of  perfect  service  rendered,  duties  done 

In  charity,  soft  speech,  and  stainless  days : 
These  riches  shall  not  fade  away  in  life. 
Nor  any  death  dispraise. 

Then  Sorrow  ends,  for  Life  and  Death  have  ceased ; 

How  should  lamjw  flicker  when  their  oil  is  s|>ent? 
The  old  sad  count  is  clear,  the  new  is  clean ; 

Thus  hath  a  man  content. 


The  Fourth  Truth  is  The  Way.     It  openeth  wide, 
Plain  for  all  feet  to  tread,  easy  and  near. 

The  Noble  Eightfold  Path ;  it  goeth  straight 
To  peace  and  refuge.     Hear ! 
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Manifold  tracks  lead  to  yon  sister-peaks 
Around  whose  snows  the  gilded  clouds  are  curled ; 

By  steep  or  gentle  slopes  the  climber  comes 
Where  breaks  that  other  world. 

Strong  limbs  may  dare  the  rugged  road  which  storms. 
Soaring  and  perilous,  the  mountain's  breast ; 

The  weak  must  wind  from  slower  ledge  to  ledge 
With  many  a  place  of  rest. 

So  is  the  Eightfold  Path  which  brings  to  peace  ; 

By  lower  or  by  upper  heights  it  goes. 
The  firm  soul  hastes,  the  feeble  tarries.     All 

Will  reach  the  sunlit  snows. 

Hie  First  good  Level  is  Right  Doctrine,     Walk 
In  fear  of  Dharma,  shunning  all  offence  ; 

ri  heed  of  Karma,  which  doth  make  man's  fate ; 
In  lordship  over  sense. 

^be  Second  is  Right  Purpose.     Have  good- will 

To  all  that  hves,  letting  unkindness  die 
Vnd  greed  and  wrath  ;  so  that  your  lives  be  made 

Like  soft  airs  passing  by. 
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The  TTiiid  is  Jii^At  Discourse,     Govern  the  lip» 
As  they  were  palace-doors,  the  King  within ; 

Tranquil  and  fair  and  courteous  be  all  wortlf 
Whicli  from  that  presence  win. 

The  Fourth  is  Right  Bchavwr.     Let  each  act 

Assoil  a  Ciult  or  help  a  merit  grow  ; 
like  threads  of  silver  seen  through  crystal  beads 

l.et  love  tlm>ugh  good  deeds  show. 

Four  higher  roadways  be-.    Only  ttiose  leet 

May  tread  ihem  which  have  done  with  earthly  tWn 

Right  Pitrily,  Right  Thought,  Right  Lmdiness, 
Right  Riipliire.     Spread  no  wings 

Kor  sunward  flight,  thou  soul  with  unplumed  \-ans ! 

Sweet  is  the  lower  air  and  safe,  and  known 
The  homely  levels :  only  strong  ones  leave 

'Hic  nest  each  makes  his  own. 

Dear  is  the  love,  I  know,  of  Wife  and  Child  ; 

Pleasant  the  friends  and  pastimes  of  your  years ; 
Fniitful  of  good  IJfe's  gentle  charities  ; 

False,  though  finn-set,  its  fears. 
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live  —  ye  who  must  —  such  lives  as  live  on  these ; 

Make  golden  stair-ways  of  your  weakness ;  rise 
^y  daily  sojoimi  with  those  phantasies 

To  lovelier  verities. 

So  shall  ye  pass  to  clearer  heights  and  find 

Easier  ascents  and  lighter  loads  of  sins, 
And  larger  will  to  burst  the  bonds  of  sense, 

Entering  the  Path.     Who  wins 

To  such  commencement  hath  the  I*irsf  Stage  touched  ; 

He  knows  the  Noble  Truths,  the  Eightfold  Road ; 
By  few  or  many  steps  such  shall  attain 

Nirvana's  blest  abode. 

Who  standeth  at  the  Second  Stage,  made  free 
From  doubts,  delusions,  and  the  inward  strife. 

Lord  of  all  lusts,  quit  of  the  priests  and  books, 
Shall  live  but  one  more  life. 

Vet  onward  lies  the  Third  Stage :  purged  and  pure 
Hath  grown  the  stately  spirit  here,  hath  risen 

To  love  all  living  things  in  perfect  peace. 
His  life  at  end,  life's  prison 


230 


THE   LIGHT  OF   ASIA. 


Is  broken.     Nay,  there  arc  who  surely  i>ass 

Living  and  visible  to  inmost  goal 
l)y  Ftmrtli  Stage  of  the  Holy  ones  —  the  Bucldhs  — 

And  they  of  stainless  soul. 

Lo  !  like  fierce  foes  slain  by  some  warrior, 
Ten  sins  along  these  Stages  lie  in  dust. 

The  Love  of  Self,  False  Faith,  and  Doubt  are'Uiree,' 
Two  more.  Hatred  and  Lust. 

W'lio  of  these  Five  is  comnieror  hath  trod 

Tlirec  stages  out  of  Four :  yet  there  abide 
The  Love  of  Life  on  earth,  Desire  for  Heaven, 

Self- I'raise,  Error,  and  Pride. 

.\s  one  who  stands  on  yonder  snowy  horn 

Having  nuuglit  o'er  him  but  the  boundless  blue, 

So.  these  sins  being  slain,  the  man  is  come 
Nirvana's  verge  unto. 


Him  ihe  Gods  envy  from  their  lower  seats ; 

Him  ihe  'l"hree  Worids  in  ruin  should  not  shake  ; 
.Ml  hfe  is  lived  for  him,  all  deaths  are  dead ; 

Karma  will  no  more  make 
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New  houses.     Seeking  nothing,  he  gains  all ; 

Foregoing  self,  the  Universe  grows  "  I  "  : 
If  any  teach  NIRVANA  is  to  cease, 

Say  unto  such  they  lie. 

If  any  teach  NIRVANA  is  to  live, 

Say  unto  such  they  err ;  not  knowing  this, 

Nor  what  light  shines  beyond  their  broken  lamps, 
Nor  lifeless,  timeless  bliss. 

Enter  the  Path  !     There  is  no  grief  like  Hate  ! 

No  pains  like  passions,  no  deceit  like  sense  ! 
Enter  the  Path  !  far  hatli  he  gone  whose  foot 

Treads  down  one  fond  offence. 

Enter  the  Path  !     There  spring  the  healing  streams 
Quenching  all  thirst !  there  bloom  th*  immortal  flowers 

Carpeting  all  the  way  with  joy  !  there  throng 
Swiftest  and  sweetest  hours  ! 
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More  is  the  treasure  of  the  Law  than  gems ; 

Sweeter  than  comb  its  sweetness  ;  its  delights 
Delightful  past  compare.    Thereby  to  live 

Hear  the  Five  Rules  aright :  — 

Kill  not  —  for  Pity's  sake  —  and  lest  ye  slay 
The  meanest  thing  upon  its  upward  way. 

Give  freely  and  receive,  but  take  from  none 
By  greed,  or  force  or  fraud,  what  is  his  own. 

Bear  not  false  witness,  slander  not,  nor  lie ; 
Truth  is  the  speech  of  inward  purity. 

Shun  drugs  and  drinks  which  work  the  wit  abuse  \ 
Clear  minds,  clean  bodies,  need  no  Soma  juice. 

Touch  not  thy  neighbor's  wife,  neither  commit 
Sins  of  tlie  flesh  unlawful  and  unfit. 


>>^00. 


.^-'' 
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These  words  the  Master  spake  of  duties  due 

To  father,  mother,  children,  fellows,  friends ; 

Teaching  how  such  as  may  not  swiftly  break 

The  clinging  chains  of  sense  —  whose  feet  are  weak 

To  tread  the  higher  road  —  should  order  so 

This  life  of  flesh  that  all  their  hither  days 

Pass  blameless  in  discharge  of  charities 

And  first  true  footfalls  in  the  Eightfold  Padi ; 

Living  pure,  reverent,  patient,  pitiful, 

Loving  all  things  which  live  even  as  themselves  ; 

Because  what  falls  for  ill  is  fruit  of  ill 

Wrought  in  the  past,  and  what  falls  well  of  good ; 

And  that  by  howsomuch  the  householder 

Purgeth  himself  of  self  and  helps  the  world, 

By  so  much  happier  comes  he  to  next  stage. 

In  so  much  bettered  being.    This  he  spake, 

As  also  long  before,  when  our  Lord  walked 

By  Rajagriha  in  the  bamboo-grove  : 

For  on  a  dawn  he  walked  there  and  beheld 

The  householder  Singala,  newly  bathed. 
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Bowing  liimsetf  witli  l)are  head  to  ihe  entxU. 

To  Heaven,  and  all  four  quarters ;  while  he  threw 

Rice,  red  and  white,  from  both  hands.    "  Whertfoff  ihi' 

Bowcsl  thou,  Brother?  "  said  the  Lord  ;  and  he, 

"  It  is  tho  w^y,  Great  Sir  1  our  latheri  Uitight 

At  every  dawn,  before  the  toil  begins. 

To  hold  off  evil  from  the  sky  above 

And  earth  beneath,  and  all  the  wrinds  which  Mow." 

Then  the  Worlfl-lmnored  spnkc  :  "  Scatter  no!  ri«. 

But  offi:r  luiiiig  thouglits  and  acts  to  all. 

To  parents  as  the  East  where  rises  light ; 

To  teachers  as  ihe  South  whence  rich  gifts  come ; 

To  wife  and  children  as  Ihe  West  where  gleam 

Colors  of  love  and  calm,  and  all  days  end  ; 

To  frieiiils  and  kinsmen  and  all  men  as  North  ; 

To  humblest  living  things  beneath,  to  Saints 

.\n<l  Angels  and  (he  blessed  Dead  above  : 

So  shall  all  evil  be  shut  off,  and  so 

The  six  main  cjuarters  will  be  safely  kept." 
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Bill  to  his  own,  them  of  the  yellow  robe  — 
^  rhey  who,  as  wakened  eagles,  soar  with  scorn 
From  life's  low  vale,  and  wing  towards  the  Sim  — 
To  these  he  taught  the  Ten  Observances 
TTie  Dasa-SU,  and  how  a  mendicant 
^lust  know  the  Three  Doors  and  the  Triple  Thoughts ; 
TThe  Sixfold  States  of  Mind;  the  Fivefold  Powers  ; 
The  Eight  High  Gates  of  Purity  ;  the  Modes 
Of  Understanding  ;  Iddhi  ;   Upekshd  ; 
The  Five  Great  Meditations^  which  are  food 
S.veeter  than  Amrit  for  the  holy  soul ; 
The  yhdna's  and  the  Three  Chief  Refuges. 
Also  he  taught  his  owti  how  they  should  dwell ; 
How  live,  free  from  the  snares  of  love  and  wealth ; 
What  eat  and  drink  and  carry  —  three  plain  cloths,  — 
Yellow,  of  stitched  stuff,  worn  with  shoulder  bare  — 
A  girdle,  almsbowl,  strainer.     Thus  he  laid 
The  great  foundations  of  our  Sangha  well. 
That  noble  Order  of  the  Yellow  Robe 
Which  to  this  day  standeth  to  help  the  World. 
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So  all  that  night  he  spakt,  leaching  llie  taw : 
And  on  no  eyes  fell  sleep — for  they  who  heard 
Rejoiced  with  tireless  joy.    Also  the  King, 
When  this  was  finished,  rose  upon  his  throne 
And  with  bared  feel  bowed  low  before  his  Son 
Kissing  his  hem  ;  and  said,  "  Take  mc,  0  Son ! 
Lowest  and  least  of  all  thy  Company." 
And  sweet  Yasddhata,  all  happy  now,  — 
Cried  "  Give  to  Rahula  —  thou  Blessed  One ! 
The  Treasure  of  the  Kingdom  of  thy  Wond 
For  his  inheritance."     Thus  passed  these  Three 
Into  the  Path. 


Here  endeth  what  I  write 
Who  love  the  Master  for  his  love  of  us. 
A  little  knowing,  little  have  I  told 
Touching  the  Teacher  and  the  Ways  of  Peare 
Forty-five  rains  thereafter  showed  he  those 
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In  many  lands  and  many  tongues  and  gave 
Our  Asia  light,  that  still  is  beautiful, 
Conquering  the  world  with  spirit  of  strong  grace  ; 
All  which  is  written  in  the  holy  Books, 
And  where  he  passed  and  what  proud  Emperors 
Carved  his  sweet  words  upon  the  rocks  and  caves : 
And  how  —  in  fulness  of  the  times  —  it  fell 
The  Buddha  died,  the  great  Tathagato, 
Even  as  a  man  *mongst  men,  fulfilling  all : 
And  how  a  thousand  thousand  crores  since  then 
Have  trod  the  Path  which  leads  whither  he  went 
Unto  Nirvana  where  the  Silence  lives. 


>5»:oo- 


Ah  !  Blessed  Lord  !  Oh,  High  Deliverer  ! 

KORGIVE  THIS   feeble    SCRIPT,   WHICH   DOTH   THEE  WRONG. 
Me.\SURING   WFTH    LmXE   WIT  THY   LOFTY   LoVE. 

Ah  !  Lover  !  Brother  !  Guide  !  Lamp  of  the  Law  ! 
I  take  my  refuge  in  thy  name  and  thee  ! 
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I   TAKE   MY    REFUGE   IN  THY    LaW   OF   GOOD  ! 
I   TAKE  MY   REFUGE    IN  THY   OrDER  !    OM ! 

The  Dew  is  on  the  lotus  !  —  rise,  Great  Sun  ! 
And  lift  my  leaf  and  mix  me  with  the  wave. 
Om  mani  padme  hum,  the  Sunrise  comes  ! 
The  Dewdrop  sups  into  the  shining  Sea  ! 
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PREFACE. 


It  is  a  custom  of  many  pious  Muslims  to  employ 
ii>  their  devotions  a  three-stringed  chaplet,  each  string 
Containing  thirty-three  beads,  and  each  bead  repre- 
senting one  of  the  "ninety-nine  beautiful  names  of 
-Allah,"  whenever  this  —  among  many  other  religious 
Vises  —  is  made  of  it.     The  Kordn  bids  them  "  cele- 
fcrate  Allah  with  an  abundant   celebration,"  and  on 
certain  occasions  —  such  as  during  the  intervals  of  the 
Tariwih,  night  service  in    Ramadh^n — the  Faithful 
pass  these  ninety-nine  beads  of  the  rosary  through 
their  fingers,  ^repeating  with  each  "  Name  of  God  " 
an  ejaculation  of  praise  and  worship.     Such  an  ex- 
ercise  is   called    Zikr,  or   "remembrance/*  and   the 
rosary  Masba'ltah. 

In  the  following  pages  of  varied  verse  I  have 
enumerated  these  ninety-nine  "  beautiful  names,"  and 
appended   to   each — from    the   point  of  view  of  an 
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tradition,  record,  or   comment,  drawn   from  ^'*"' ^, 
Oriental  sources;  occasionally  paraphrasing  ^isdfST  ' 
as  possible)  from   the    text  of  the  KorAn  itsdi.  w^ 
particular  passage   containing   the   sacred  Titlt.  "* 
casting  light  upon  it.     In  this  way  it  scented  possife 
to  present  the  general  spirit  of  UlAmAindLT  a  iicww^ 
not  unacceptable  form  ;  since  almost  every  rclig»« 
idea  of  the  Kordn  comes  up  in  the  long  catalugueot     i 
attributives.      Tender,   as  well  as   terrible ;  lofty  in    i 
morality,  albeit  grim  and  stern  in  dogma,  the  "  Pfl- 
spicuoiis  l!(Kjk"   is  still,  and  must  aUvavs  bf.  m'Vtf 
with  interest  for  Christendom,  since,  if  Islam  was  born 
in  the  Desert,  with  Arab  Sab;ianism  for  its  mother 
and  Judaism  for  its  father,  its  foster-nurse  was  East- 
ern Christianity,  and  Muhammad's  attitude  towards 
Christ,  and   towards    the    religion   which   bears  His 
name,  is  ever  one  of  profound  reverence  and  grateful 
recognition.      Nor  are  the   differences   between  the 
older  and  younger  creed  really  so  great  as  their  simil- 
itudes in  certain  aspects.     The  soul  of  lsl4m  is  its 
declaration  of  the  unity  of  God  :  its  heart  is  the  in- 
culcation of  an  absolule  resignation  to  His  will.     Not 
more  sublTme,  therefore,  in  religious  history  appears 
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tlie  figure  of  Paul   the  tent-maker,  proclaiming  the 
**  Unknown  God"  at  Athens,  than  that  of  the  camel- 
driver   Muhammad,   son   of   Abdallah  and   Aminah, 
abolishing  all   the   idols   of   the   Arabian  Pantheon, 
except  their  chief  —  Allah  Ta* Alah,  "  God  the  Most 
High" — and   under  that   ancient  and  well-received 
appellation   establishing  the   oneness   of   the   origin, 
government,  and  life  of  the  universe.     Thereby  that 
marvellous  and  gifted  Teacher  created  a  vast  empire 
of  new  belief  and   new  civilization,    and  prepared  a 
sixth   part   of  humanity   for  the  developments    and 
reconciliations   which   later   times   will   bring.      For 
Isl^m  must  be  conciliated  ;  it  cannot  be  thrust  scorn- 
fully aside  or  rooted  out.     It  shares  the  task  of  the 
education  of  the  world  with  its  sister  religions,  and  it 
will  contribute  its  eventual  portion  to 

**  that  far-o£E  divine  event, 
Towards  which  the  whole  creation  moves  " 

Composed  amid  Scotch  mountains  during  a  brief 
summer-rest  from  politics,  and  with  no  library  near 
at  hand  for  references,  my  book  has  need  to  ask 
indulgence  from  the  learned.  It  does  but  aim,  how- 
ever, to  suggest  (in  poetic  form)  juster  thoughts  tham 
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sometimes  prevail  of  IsUm,  of  Its  founder,  and  of  iis 
votaries  ;  employing  the  language  of  one  among  them, 
and  thinking  with  his  thoughts,  since  this  alone  per- 
mits the  necessary  sympathy. 

I  have  thns  at  length  finished  the  Ortenlal  Trilogy 
which  I  designed.  In  my  "  Indian  Song  of  Songs" 
I  sought  to  transfer  to  English  poetry  a  subtle  and 
lovely  Sanskrit  idyll  of  the  Hindu  theology.  In  my 
'"Light  of  Asia"  I  related  the  story  and  displayed 
the  gentle  and  far-reaching  doctrines  of  that  great 
Hindoo  prince  who  founded  Buddhism.  I  have  tried 
to  present  here,  in  the  simple,  familiar,  and  credulous, 
but  earnest  spirit  and  manner  of  IsUm — and  from 
its  own  points  of  view  —  some  of  the  thoughls 
and  beliefs  of  the  followers  of  the  noble  Prophet  of 
Arabia. 

EDWIN    ARNOLD,  C.S.L 


Glencyle,  Perthshire,  Scotlakd, 

September,  1882. 
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"Allah!"  Bi-'$mi'llah t  Say  that  God  is  Oni, 
LiviNii,  Etbrnal;  and  besides  Him  nonb. 


O    tf  ^ 


iir^J 


Smy  Ar-Rahmdn  I  "  The  Merdfur  Him  caUi 
For  He  is  full  of  mercy  ufUo  all. 

Once  on  a  day,  in  Paradise, 
Discourse  indignant  did  arise 
Amongst  the  Angels,  seeing  h'^w 
The  sons  of  Adam  sinned  below  ; 
Albeit  Allah's  grace  had  sent 
Prophets  with  much  admonishment. 
''  Heedless  and  guilty  race,"  they  cried, 
"  Whose  penitence  is  set  aside 
At  each  temptation !     Truth  and  Right 
Ye  know  not !"     Then  a  wondrous  light 

A 
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Fell  on  their  brows — a  mighty  word 
Sounded — the  Presence  of  the  Lord 
Spake :  "  Of  your  number  choose  ye  two 
To  go  among  mankind  and  do 
'Justice  and  Rights'  teaching  them  these. 
Therewith^  from  those  bright  companies^ 
HarOt  went  and  Martit  went  down 
On  earth,  laying  aside  their  crown 
Of  rays,  and  plumes  of  rainbow  feather; 
And  on  the  judgment-seat  together 
Many  long  years  they  sate,  and  wrought 
Just  judgment  upon  each  cause  brought. 


Until,  before  that  justice-seat 
There  came  a  woman,  fair  and  sweety 
So  ravishing  of  form  and  mien 
That  great  Soharah,  who  is  queen 


THE  SINFUL  ANGELS, 

Of  the  third  planet,  hath  not  eyes 
As  soft,  nor  mouth  made  in  such  wise. 
And  one  whom  she  did  wrongs  besought 
Sentence  against  her  :  she  had  nought 
Of  plea,  but  in  her  dazzling  grace 
Stood  fearless  in  the  audience-place ; 
Consuming  hearts  with  hot  desire 
By  subtle  Beauty's  searching  fire. 
Then  said  HarAt^  forgetting  Heaven^ 
''  Pardon  to  such  must,  sure,  be  given.** 
Whispered  Mar&t^  '^  If  thou  wilt  be 
Leman  of  mine,  thou  shalt  go  free.'^ 
And  for  her  love  those  two  contended. 
Till  the  false  scene  was  sorely  ended 
With    earthquake,    and    with   lightning- 
flash. 
And  rolling  thunder's  wrathful  crash, 
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'Midst  which  the  city  and  the  folk 
Passed  from  their  ken,  and  a  Voice  apokei 
"  Come  unto  judgment,  ye  who  called 
Allah  too  merciful!" 

Appalled 
HarOt  lay  and  MarOt  lay  prone 
In  Paradise,  before  the  Throne; 
Hearing  that  doom  of  God,  which  said  : 
"Until  My  trumpet  calls  the  dead, 
Dwell  on  the  earth,  where  ye  have  learned 
The  just  may  unto  sin  be  turned." 


iferri/ul  One  anifjust !  it-i  biesi 
Thy  name,  ana  crave /orgi-jeius*. 
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/      tf  ^ 

,^j" 


Say  Ar-Raheem  I  call  Him  "  CompassionaUj^ 
For  He  is  pitiful  to  small  and  great, 

Tis  written  that  the  serving-angels  stand 

Beside  God's  throne^  ten  myriads  on  each  hand^ 

Waitings  with  wings  outstretched  and  watchful  eyes. 

To  do  their  Master's  heavenly  embassies. 

Quicker  than  thought  His  high  commands  they  read. 

Swifter  than  light  to  execute  them  speed  ; 

Bearing  the  word  of  power  from  star  to  star 

jome  hither  and  some  thither^  near  and  far. 

And  unto  these  nought  is  too  high  or  low. 

Too  mean  or  mighty,  if  He  wills  it  so; 
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Neither  is  any  creature,  great  or  Email, 
Beyond  His  pity;  which  embraceth  all. 
Because  His  eye  beholdeth  all  which  are; 
Sees  without  search,  and  cnuiiteth  without  c 
Nor  lies  the  babe  nearer  the  nursing-place 
Than  Allah's  smallest  child  to  Allah's  grace  jl 
Nor  any  ocean  rolls  so  vast  that  He 
Frirgets  one  wave  of  all  that  restless  sea. 


Thus  it  is  written ;  and  moreover  told 

How  Gabriel,  watching  by  the  Gates  of  gold. 

Heard  from  the  Voice  Ineffable  this  word 

Of  two-fold  mandate  uttered  by  the  Lord : 

"  Go  earthward  I  pass  where  Solomon  hath  made 

His  plea8u  re-bouse,  and  sitteth  there  arrayed, 

Goodly  aud  splendid— whom  I  crowned  the  king— 

For  at  this  hour  My  servant  doth  a  thing       
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Unfitting :  out  of  Nisibis  there  came 
A  thousand  steeds  with  nostrils  all  a-ilame 
And  limbs  of  swiftness^  prizes  of  the  fight ; 
Lo !  these  are  led^  for  Solomon's  delight, 
Before  the  palace,  where  he  gazeth  now 
Filling  his  heart  with  pride  at  that  brave  show ; 
So  taken  with  the  snorting  and  the  tramp 
Of  his  war-horses^  that  Our  silver  lamp 
Of  eve  is  swung  in  vain,  Our  warning  Sun 
Will  sink  before  his  sunset-prayer's  begun ; 
So  shall  the  people  say,  'This  king,  our  lord. 
Loves  more  the  long-maned  trophies  of  his  sword 
Than  the  remembrance  of  his  God  ? '     Go  in ! 
Save  thou  My  faithful  servant  from  such  sin/* 


''Also,  upon  the  slope  of  Arafat, 
Beneath  a  lote-tree  which  is  fallen  flat, 
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Toileth  a  yellow  ant  wlio  carrieth  home 
Food  for  her  neat,  but  so  far  hath  she  come 
Her  worn  feet  fail,  and  she  will  perish,  caught 
In  the  falling  rain ;  but  thou,  make  the  way  o 
And  help  her  to  her  people  in  the  cleft 
Of  the  black  rock." 

Silently  Gabriel  left 
The  Presence,  and  prevented  the  king's  sin, 
And  holp  the  little  ant  at  entering  in 


O  Thou  "whost  toi'i  is  wide  and ^eat. 
Wt  praise  Tket,  "  The  Compassionatt.' 


THE  SULTAN  AND  THE  POTTER. 


ciiUJ^ 


Call  mm  "  Al'Mdlik^'  King  of  all  the  kingt^ 
Maker  and  Master  of  created  things. 

The  Sultan  of  Damascus  found  asleep 

The  potter  Ebn  Soldi, 
And  bore  him  to  the  palace,  where  he  waked 

In  garments  beautiful. 


Consider !  if  a  king  should  call  thee  ''  friend,** 
And  lead  thee  to  his  court, 

• 

Roofed  large  with  lazulite,  and  pavemented 
With  flowers,  on  green  floors  wrought ; 


O  PEARLS  OP  THE  FAITH. 

ir  he  should  bid  thee  eit  at  meat ;  nnd  spread 

A  table,  served  bo  fine 
There  lacked  not  any  pleasant  food  or  fruit 
But  came  at  call  of  thine; 

If  he  hung  high  a  glorious  golden  lamp 

To  shine  where  thy  feet  tread ; 
And  stretched  black  'bruidcred  hangings,  sown  *ilh 
gems. 

For  curtains  to  thy  bed  ; 

If  for  thy  heats  he  bade  soft  zephyrs  blow; 

Sent,  at  thy  thirst,  sweet  rains; 
And  filled  the  groves  with  minstrels,  gailv  garbed, 

To  charm  ihee  with  their  strains ; 

If,  past  the  confines  of  his  palace-grounds, 
He  showed  thee  spacious  seas, 
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Where,  wafted  o'er  the  dancing  foam,  might  sail 
Thou  and  thine  argosies ; 

If,  for  society  in  that  fair  place^ 

He  gave  glad  companies, 
Kinsmen  and  friends  and  helpmates,  and  the  bliss 

Of  beauty^s  lips  and  eyes; 

With  wisdom's  scroll  to  study,  and  the  ways 

Of  wondrous  living  things ; 
And  lovely  pleasure  of  all  ornaments 

That  Nature's  treasure  brings. 

Coral  and  pearl ;  turkis,  and  agate  stones 

Milk-white  or  rosy-veined ; 
Amber  and  ivory;  jade;  shawls  wove  with  gold. 

Scarves  with  sea-purple  stained ; 

If  the  king  gave  thee  these,  and  only  wrote 
Upon  his  inner  door : 
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"  Serve  me  and  honour  me  and  keep  my  lawu 
And  thus  live  evermore 

In  better  bliss,  when  ye  shall  pass  hereby,- 

As  surely  pass  ye  must : — " 
Who  is  there  would  not  praise  that  monarch's  namp 

With  forehead  in  the  duat  i 


Lo  I  but  He  doeth  this— Allah  our  King, 

His  sky  is  lazulite; 
His  earth  is  paved  with  emerald-work  ;   its  stO 

Are  spread  for  man's  delight ; 

His  sun  by  day.  His  silver  stara  by  night. 

Shine  for  our  sakes.  His  breeze 
Cools  us  and  wafts  our  ships ;  His  pleasant  laj 

Are  girdled  with  the  eeaa 
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Which  send  the  rain^  and  make  the  crystal  bridge 

Whereby  man  roams  at  will 
From  court  to  court  of  Allah^s  pleasure-house ; 

iSeeing  that  writing  still 


Upon  the  inner  gate — which  all  must  paao    ' 


€€ 


Love  me  and  keep  my  laws 


That  ye  may  live,  since  there  is  greater  life 
Beyond  these  darkened  doors/' 


If  Ebn  SolCil,  the  potter,  loved  Him  not 
Whose  kindness  was  so  strong ; 

If  Ebn  SolAl  kept  not  the  palace  laws. 
Had  not  that  Sultan  wrong  ? 


O  Sovereign  Giver  of  good  things^ 

IVe  praise  Thee,  "  Mdlik,"*  King  of  kings. 
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AUah-alKuddas—the  ''Holy  One"*  He  is; 
But  purify  thy  speech^  pronouncing  this; 


For  even  Tsrafi]^ 

Who  waits  in  Heaven  still 
Nearest  the  Throne,  and  hath  the  voice  of  sweetness^ 

Before  his  face  doth  fold 

The  wings  of  feathered  gold, 
Saying  ''Al-KuddCls;"  and  in  supreme  completeness 


Of  lowly  reverence  stands. 
Laying  his  angel-hands 
Over  his  lips,  lest  Allah's  holiest  name 
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Be  lightly  breathed  on  high ; 
And  that  white  mystery 
f  that  and  others  were  the  same. 

*  Iblis — 'tis  written — when 

He  heareth  among  men 
c  of  ''Allah''  spoken^  shrinks  and  flies; 

But  at  the  sound  of  this^ 

Uttered  in  realms  of  bliss, 
s  and  Angels,  in  their  ranks,  arise. 

And  what  believer  dares 

Begin  his  morning  prayers 
"  wuzu^h  '* — th*  ablution  ?  who  is  seen 

His  Korin  to  rehearse 

But  hath  in  mind  its  verse, 
le  me  touch,  saVe  such  as  are  made  clean  ?  ** 


*  Cf.  Koran,  cxiv.  chapter  "  Of  men. 


i> 
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Lo !  if  with  streams  or  aaitds 

Ye  lave  the  earnest  bands 
Lifted  in  prayer ;  and  if  ye  wash  the  mouth 

Which  reads  the  sacred  scroll, 

Dare  ye  with  sultied  soul 
Meditate  xhh  dread  word,  that  shrines  the  truttti 

Of  Allah's  purity? 

Bethink  1  His  great  eyes  see 
The  hearts  of  men  unto  their  inmost  corel 

Make  clean  your  hearts  within; 

Cast  forth  each  inmost  sin; 
Then  with  bowed  brows,  say  this  name,  and  adai 


Wj^  Forgivet  Thou  Pure  One  ! —  Whom  ■we  iless— 

Ofvur  good  deeds  the  sinfulntss. 
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T^u  Who  art "  Peace ^  and  unto  peace  dost  brings 
AllahraS'Saldml  we  praise  Thee,  Judge  and  King! 

When  th'  unshunned  Day  arriveth^  none  of  men  shall 

doubt  it  come ; 
Into  Hell  some  it  will  lower^  and  exalt  to  Heaven 

some. 

When  the  earth  with  quakenings  quaketh,  and  the 

mountains  crumble  fiat^ 
Quick  and  dead  shall   be  divided  threefold;  on  thb 

side,  and  that, 


The  Companions  of  the  right  hand  (ah !  how  joyful 
they  will  be !) 


B 


i8 
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The  Companions  of  the  left  hand  (oh!  what  miser}* 
to  see !) 


Such^  moreover^  as  of  old  time^  loved  the  truth  and 

taught  it  well> 
First  in  faith,  they  shall  be  foremost  in  reward :  the 

rest  to  Hell  I 


But  those  souls  attaining  Allah, — ah,  the  Gardens  of 

good  cheer 
Kept   to   lodge   them !    yea,    besides   the   "  Faithful,'^ 

many  will  be  there. 


Lightly  lying  on  soft  couches,  beautiful  with  broidered 

gold. 
Friends  with  friends,  they  shall  be  served  by  youths 

immortal,  who  will  hold 


THE  PEACE  OF  PARADISE, 


19 


Akwdb,  ahareek — cups   and    goblets — brimming  with 

celestial  wine — 
Wine  which  hurts  nor  head  nor  stomach — this  and 

fruits  of  Heaven  which  shine 


Bright^  desirable;  and  rich  flesh  of  what  birds  they 

relish  best ; 
Yea^  and  feasted^   there   shall   soothe   them   damsels 

fairest^  stateliest — 


Damsels  having  eyes  of  wonder^  large  black  eyes  like 

hidden  pearls^ 
Lulu'^l-maknAny   Allah   grants   them,  for  sweet  love, 

those  matchless  girls. 


Never  in  that  Garden  hear  they  speech  of  folly,  sin,  or 
dread  $ 
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Only  "  Peace" — AS'Saldm  only — that   one  word  for 
ever  said, 

"Peace!  Peace!  Peace  1"  and  the  Companion*  of  the 

right  hand  {ah  I  those  bowers !) 
They  shall  roam  in  thornlcsB  lote-groves,  under  iiia«> 

trees  hung  with  flowers ; 

Shaded,  fed  by  flowing  waters;  near  to  fruits  wbich 

never  cloy. 
Hanging  always  ripe  for  plucking;  and  at  hand  the 

tender  joy 


Of  those  maids  of  Heaven,  the  Houris:  lol  to  them 

We  gave  a  birth 
Specially  creating,  lo !   they  are  not  as  the  wives  of 

earth : 
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vet  virginal  and  stainless^  how  so  often  they  emhrace^ 
Iways  young  and  loved  and  loving  these  are ;  neither 
is  there  grace 


ike  the  grace  and  bliss  the  Black-eyed  keep  for  you 
in  Paradise^ 
Companions  of  the  right  hand !  O  ye  others  that 
were  wise !  * 


Givfr  ofpetue  !  when  comes  that  dc^^ 
Set  us  within  Thy  sights  we  pray. 


*  C£  Koiin,  Ivu  chapter  "Of  the  Inevitoble," 
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Al'M^«>nin  I  "  Faithful"  fast,  and  just  is  /fia 

All!  lovith  such  ai  life  in  verily. 


Ibn  SAwa,  Lord  of  Bahrein,  in  the  field 

Captured  a  Sheikh,  an  Arab  of  the  hills, 

Sayid-bin-Tayf ;  and  tlie  king's  uath  was  pa!«eil  I 

That  each  tenth  man  of  all  the  captives  die 

Together  with  their  chieftains,  for  the  war 

Waxed  fierce,  and  hearts  of  men  were  turned  tn  (bintp.  1 

So  led  they  Sayid  forth  before  the  camp 

At  Azan  ;  and  a  eunuch  of  the  guard. 

Savage  and  black,  stood  with  his  haick  uprolld 


it 


€€ 
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Back  to  the  armpit^  and  the  scimetar's  edge 
Naked  to  strike. 

But  suddenly  the  king 
Inquired,  "  Art  thou  not  he  gave  me  to  drink, 
Hunting  gazelles^  before  the  war  began  ?  " 

Yea,  I  am  he  !  **  said  Sayid. 

Quoth  the  king, 

Ask  not  thy  life,  but  ask  some  other  boon. 
That  I  may  pay  my  debt." 

Sayid  replied, 
"  Death  is  not  terrible  to  me  who  die 
Red  with  this  unbelieving  blood  of  thine  ; 
But  there  hath  come  a  first-born  in  my  tent ; 
Fain  would  I  see  my  son's  face  for  a  day. 
Before  mine  eyes  are  sealed.     Lend  me  my  life. 
To  hold  as  something  borrowed  from  thy  hand. 
Which  I  will  bring  again." 


PHARLS  OP  THE  FAITH. 

"  Ay  I "  laughed  the  king, 
"  If  one  should  answer  for  it  with  his  own. 
Shrtw  me  thy  hostage  I" 

"  Let  me  stand  his  bond," 
Spake  one  on  whom  the  lot  of  mercy  fell — 
Ishdk  of  Tayf,  a  gallant  youth  and  fair — 
"  I  am  his  sister's  son  ;  bind  ye  my  arms. 
And  set  free  Sayid,  that  he  ride  at  speed, 
And  see  his  first-born'a  face,  and  come  again," 

So  Sayid  went  free  again,  seeking  his  linme. 
But  in  the  camp  they  mocked  that  faithful  friend, 
Saying,  "  Lo  I  as  a  fool  thou  diest  now. 
Staking  thy  life  upon  an  Arab's  word. 
Why  (hould  he  haste,  to  abide  the  hitter  blade  > 
Will  the  scared  jackal  try  the  trap  again ; 
The  hawk  once  limed  return  unto  the  snare? 


i 
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Cry  to  the  desert-wind  to  turn  and  come, 
But  call  not  Sayid/' 

Ishik  only  smiled^ 
And  said,  "  He  is  a  Muslim,  he  will  come  1  '* 

The  days  passed,  Sayid  came  not,  and  they  led 
The  hostage  forth,  for  Ishik  now  must  die ; 
But  still  he  smiled,  saying,  ^'  Till  sunset's  hour 
Slay  me  not,  for  at  sunset  he  will  come  J 


y> 


So  fell  it,  for  the  sun  had  touched  the  palms, 
And  that  black  swordsman  stood  again  in  act 
To  strike,  when  Sayid's  white  mare,  galloping  in. 

Drew  steaming  breath  before  the  royal  tent ; 
And  Sayid,  leaping  from  the  saddle,  kissed 
His  kinsman's  eyes,  and  gently  spake  to  all, 
"  Lahhayki  /  I  am  here/' 

Then  said  the  king. 
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"Never  before  was  known  a  deed  like  this 
That  one  should  stake  his  life  upon  a  word  ; 
The  other  ride  to  death  as  to  a  bride. 
Live,  and  be  friends  of  Ibn  Siwa,  but  speak  I 
Whence  learned  ye  these  high  lessons?" 

Ishdk  f 
"  We  are  believera  in  the  book  which  saith, 
'  Fulfil  your  covenants,  if  ye  covenant ; 
Fur  God  is  witness  !  break  no  word  with  men 
Which  God  hath  heard ;  and  surely  He  hears  all.' 

That  verse  the  king  bade  write  in  golden  script 
Over  the  palace  gate ;  and  he  and  his 
Followed  the  Faith. 


Va!  Allah  nl-.Vaumin! 
In  truthfulness  of  act  it  cur  faith  J«* 
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c  yfo^ 


Call  Him  Mukaimin^  **  Help  m  dangei^s  komr^ 
Protector  o/  the  true  who  trust  His  power. 

The  spider  and  the  dove ! — what  thing  is  weak 

If  Allah  makes  it  strong  ? 
The  spider  and  the  dove  ! — if  He  protect, 

Fear  thou  not  foemen's  wrong. 

Froni  Mecca  to  Medina  fled  our  Lord, 

The  horsemen  followed  fast ; 
Into  a  cave  to  shun  their  murderous  rage^ 

Muhammad,  weary,  passed. 


Quoth  Abu  Bekr, ''  If  they  see,  we  die! 
Quoth  Ebn  Foheir,  "  Away !  ^ 
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The  guide  AbdalUih  said,  "  The  sand  is  deep. 
Those  footmarks  will  betray.'* 


Then  spake  our  Lord,  '*  We  are  not  four,  but  Five; 

'  He  Who  protects '  is  here. 
Come  I  AI-Muhaimin  now  will  blind  their  eyes; 

Enter,  and  have  no  fear.'* 


The  band  drew  nigh ;  one  of  the  Koreish  cried^ 

"  Search  ye  out  yonder  cleft, 
I  see  the  print  of  sandalled  feet  which  turn 

Thither,  upon  the  left!'* 


But  when  they  drew  unto  the  cavern's  mouth, 

Lo  !  at  its  entering-in, 
A  ring-necked  desert  dove  sate  on  her  eggs  ; 

The  mate  cooed  soft  within. 
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And  right  athwart  the  shadow  of  the  cave 

A  spider's  web  was  spread  ; 
The  creature  hung  upon  her  net  at  watch ; 

Unbroken  was  each  thread. 


"  By  Thammuz'  blood/'  the  unbelievers  cried^ 

*'  Our  toil  and  time  are  lost ; 
Where  doves  hatch  and  the  spider  spins  her  snare 

No  foot  of  man  hath  crossed  1 '' 


Thus  did  a  desert  bird  and  spider  guard 

The  blessed  Prophet  then ; 
For  all  things  serve  their  Maker  and  their  God 

Better  than  thankless  men. 


Allah-al'MuhatPtin  !  shUld  and  savi 
Us,  for  his  sake  within  thai  cavi. 
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Stty  Al'Hatkim  t  He  is  the  Mighty  One  I 

Praise  Him,  and  hear  the  great  "  Verse  of  the  Thrane.' 


"  Allah  !  there  is  none  other  God  but  He, 

The  Living  God,  the  Self-subsistent  One ; 
Weariness  cometh  not  to  Him,  nor  Bleep  ; 

And  whatso  is  belongs  to  Him  alone 
In  heaven  and  earth  ;  who  is  it  intercedta 

With  Him,  save  if  He  please  >  He  la  aware 
What  is  before  them  and  what  after  them, 

And  they  of  all  His  knowledge  nothing  share 
Save  what  He  will  vouchsafe.    His  throne's  foundattOD 

Sits  splendid,  high  above  the  earth  and  sky, 
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hich  to  sustain  gives  Him  no  meditation : 
Mightiest  He  is.  Supreme  in  Majesty/* 


AyatU'l'Kooriiy !  this  we  Muslims  grave 
On  polished  gem  and  painted  architrave; 
But  thout  write  its  great  letters  on  thy  hearty 
Lauding  the  Mighty  One^  whose  work  thou  art 


^*ich  ttali  Hit  ttiU- 

*"■"«'»»'■>«  and  fiffiai, 

Otraebeliereni  and  let. 

Heed  what  it  doth  to^y^ 

The  ,am.  thing  it  .h.,|(„, 

Tomeet.„dmU,e.,jj„^ 

For  He  know.  wh.t,„e,„  , 

B=nota.tho«.hol„„f„ 

f"fcyar.tho«„h„|^„ 

Tliey.retheeW|.doe„,  „„, 
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Shall  it  be  equal ;  Paradise  is  kept 

For  those  thrice  blessed  who  have  ears  to  hear. 


Lo !  had  we  sent  "the  Book'^  unto  Our  hills. 
Our  hills  had  bowed  their  crests  in  reverence. 
And  opened  to  the  heart  their  breasts  of  rock 
To  take  Heaven's  message.     Fear  ye  Him  who  knows 
Present,  and  Past,  and  Future :  fear  ye  Him 
Who  is  the  Only,  Holy,  Faithful  Lord, 
Glorious  and  good,  compelling  to  His  will 
All  things,  for  all  things  He  hath  made  and  rules. 


So  ruU,  Al-Jabbdr;  make  our  wills 
Bofulf  though  more  stubborn  than  the  hills. 
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jli^si^^ 


jif-MuiaiaSiir  I  all  the  heavens  ^tclxrt 
His  mafestyt  Who  makes  them  what  thty  » 


AzAR,  of  Abriilmm  the  fatlier,  itpake 
Unto  his  son,  "  Come !  and  thine  oFeringB  n 
Before  the  gods  wboee  itnacea  divine 
In  Nimrljd's  uarvcd  and  painted  temple  shim 
Pay  worship  to  the  sun's  great  orb  of  gold; 
Adore  the  queen-moon's  silver  state;  behold 
Otarcfd,  Mushtan,  Sohayl,  in  their  might. 
Those  stars  of  glory,  those  high  lords  of  lights 
These  have  we  wrought,  as  filtech  gods  alougJ 
In  bronze  and  ivory  and  chiselled  stone. 
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Obey,  as  did  thy  sires,  these  powers  of  Heaven 
Which  rule  the  world,  throned  in  the  circles  seven /^ 

But  Abraham  said,  "  Did  they  not  see  the  sun 
Sink  and  grow  darkened,  when  the  days  were  done ; 
Did  not  the  moon  for  them,  too,  wax  and  wane. 
That  they  should  pay  her  worship,  false  and  vain  ? 
Lo !  all  these  stars  have  laws  to  rise  and  set — 
OtAred,  Moshtari,  Sohayl — wilt  thou  yet 
Bid  me  praise  gods  who  humbly  come  and  go, 
Lights  that  a  Greater  Light  hath  kindled  ?     No  I 
I  dare  not  bow  the  knee  to  one  of  these; 
My  Lord  is  He  who  (past  the  sky  man  sees) 
Waxeth  and  waneth  not,  Unchanged  of  all. 
Him  only  ^God,'  Him  only  'Great,'  I  call/' 


IVeii  spaUst  thouy  Friend  0/ Allah !  none 
Is  ^^ great*^  except  the  Greatest  One, 
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Prat'te  tie  "  Cr4ator  I "  He  wdo  made  us  livt. 
Life  everlasting  unto  us  can  give. 


By  the  glorious  Book  We  have  sent  1  do  they  wonder 
a  wamer  is  come 
Out   from  among  themselves?   do  the  misbelievers 
say 
"  This  is  a  marvellous  thing !  what  1  when  we  are  dead 
and  dust 
To  live !  to  arise  1  see  now,  this  hope  is  a  hope  far 
away ! " 

But  what  the  grave  shall  consume,  and  what  of.  the 
man  it  shall  leave, 
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We  know,  for  a  roll  is  with  Us  where  each  soul's 
order  is  set. 
Will  they  call  the  truth  a  lie  when  it  cotneth  to  them^ 
and  dwell 
Wrangling  and  foolish  and  fearful^  confounding  the 
matter  ?     But  yet 


The  heaven  is  above  them  to  see  how  fair  We  have 
builded  its  arch^ 
Painted  it  golden  and  blue^  finished  it  perfect  and 
clear; 
And  the  earth  how  We  spread  it  forth,  and  planted 
the  mountains  thereon ; 
And  made  all  the  manifold  trees  and  the  beautiful 
blossoms  appear. 


Memorials  are  these  to  the  wise,  and  a  message  to  him 
who  repents ; 
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Moreover  We  drop  from  the  clouds  the  blessing  of 
water,  the  rain, 
Whereby  the  cool  gardens  do  grow,  and  the  palms 
Eoaring  up  to  the  sky 
With  their   date-laden    branches  and  boughs,  one 
over  the  other ;  and  grain 

To  nourish  the  children  of  men.     Lo !  thus  We  have 
quickened  dead  clay 
On  the  bosom  of  earth,  and  beneath  her  so,    too, 
Ehall  a  quickening  be. 


What!   deem  they  it  wearied   God  to  create? — that 
His  power  was  spent  ? 
They  are  fools,  and  they  darken  their  eyes  to  that 
which  He  wiJIeth  them  see. 
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have  fashioned  man^  and  we  know  the  thoughts 

of  his  innermost  heart ; 
Ve  are  closer  to  him   than  his  bloody  more  near 

than  the  vein  of  his  throat ; 
the  right  of  ye  all  sits  a  watcher^  a  watcher  sits  at 

your  left ; 
ind  whatso  each  speaketh  or  thinketh,  those  two 

have  known  it  and  note. 


Al-Khdlik !  Fashioner  Divine  ! 
Finish  Thy  work  and  make  us  Thine  I 
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Al'Bdri!  Moulder  of  each  form  and  frame. 
Pots  praise  the  Potter^  when  we  speak  this  name. 

Praise  be  to  God^  the  Designer,  Builder  of  earth  and 
of  Heaven! 
Fashioned  His  Angels  He  hath^  making  them  mes- 
sengers still ; 
Two  wings  to  some  and  four  wings  to  some^  and  to 
some  He  hath  given 
Six  and  eight  silver   wings^  making  what  marvels 
He  will. 


Verily    mighty    is    He,  and  what    He    bestoweth   of 

blessing 
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None  can  withhold;  and  none  what  He  withholdeth 
can  send ; 
Children  of  men !  remember  the  mercies  of  Allah  to- 
wards ye, 
Is  there  a  Maker  save  this^  is  there  another  such 
Friend  ? 


Nowhere  another  one,  we  see^ 
Wondrotis'' Artificer  r  like  Thee. 


PEARLS  OF  THE  FAITH. 


Jf 


<ij\ 


Al-Jlfujavwir I  the" Fashioner!"  say/hut; 
SMI  lauding  Him  who  hath  compoiimfeif  us. 

When  the  Lord  would  fashion  men. 
Spake  He  in  the  Angels'  hearing, 

"  Lo!  Our  will  is  there  shall  be 
On  the  eanh  a  creature  bearing 

Rule  and  royalty.     T<»-day 

We  will  shape  a  man  from  clay." 


Spake  the  Angels,  "Wilt  Thou  make 
Man  who  must  forget  his  Maker, 

Working  evil,  shedding  blood. 
Of  Thy  precepts  the  forsaker  ? 
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But  Thou  knowest  all,  and  we 
Celebrate  Tby  majesty/' 


Answered  Allah^  "  Yea !  I  know 
What  ye  know  not  of  this  making ; 

Gabriel !  Michael  I  Israfil  I 
Go  down  to  the  earthy  and  taking 

Seven  clods  of  colours  seven, 

Bring  them  unto  Me  in  Heaven/* 


Then  those  holy  Angels  three 

Spread  their  pinions  and  descended  ; 

Seeking  clods  of  diverse  clay. 
That  all  colours  might  be  blended  | 

Yellow,  tawny,  dun,  black,  brown. 

White  and  red^  as  men  are  known. 
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But  the  earth  spake,  sore  afraid, 
"  Angels  !  of  my  substance  take  not  ^ 

Give  me  back  my  dust,  and  pray 
That  the  dread  Creator  make  not 

Man,  Tor  he  will  sin,  and  bring 

Wrath  on  me  and  suffering." 

Therefore  empty-handed  came 

Gabriel,  Michael,  Israfil, 
Saying,  "  Lord.!  Thy  earth  imploreth 

Man  may  never  on  her  dwell ; 
'  He  will  sin  and  anger  thee, 
Give  me  back  my  clay  I'  cried  she." 

Spake  the  Lord  to  Azrael, 

"  Go  thou,  who  of  wing  art  surest. 
Tell  my  earth  this  shall  be  well ; 

Bring  those  clods,  which  thou  procurest 
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From  her  bosom^  unto  Me ; 
Shape  them  as  I  order  thee/' 


Thus  'tis  written  how  the  Loid 
Fashioned  Adam  for  His  glory, 

Whom  the  Angels  worshipped. 
All  save  Iblts ;  and  this  story 

Teacheth  wherefore  Azrael  saith, 

^  Come  thou  1 ''  at  man's  hour  of  death. 


A//aA  !  when  he  doth  call  us,  taJke  ! 
We  are  such  clay  as  Thou  did^st  maki. 
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Ai-Chtiffdr,  tkt  " Forgivtr," praii 
Thy  Lord  who  is  iPfuU  ofeltmency. 


Once,  it  is  written,  Abraham,  "God's  Friend," 

Angered  his  Lord ;  for  there  had  ridden  in 

Across  the  burning  yellow  desert-flats 

An  aged  man,  haggard  with  two  davs'  droutU 

The  watiT-skin  swung  from  his  saddle-fork 

Wrinkled  and  dry  ;  the  dust  clove  to  his  lids, 

And  clojrgtd  his  beard  ;  his  parched  tongue  and  bla« 

lips 
Moved  to  say,  "Give  me  drink,"  yet  uttered  nought; 
And  that  gaunt  camel  which  he  rode  upon, 
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Sank  to  the  earth  at  entering  of  the  camp. 
Too  spent  except  to  lay  its  neck  along 
l^he  sand^  and  moan. 

To  whom  when  they  had  given 
The  cool  wet  jar^  asweat  with  diamond-drops 
Of  sparkling  life,  that  way-worn  Arab  laved 
The  muzzle  of  his  beast,  and  filled  her  mouth ; 
Then  westward  turned  with  blood-shot,  worshipping 

eyes. 
Pouring  forth  water  to  the  setting  orb : 
Next,  would  have  drunk,  but  Abraham  saw,  and  said, 
'^  Let  not  this  unbeliever  drink,  who  pours 
God's  gift  of  water  forth  unto  the  sun. 
Which  is  but  creature  of  the  living  Lord/' 


But  while  the  man  still  clutched  the  precious  jar, 
Striving  to  quaff,  a  form  of  grace  drew  nigh. 
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Beauteous,  majestic.     If  he  came  afoot, 
None  knew,  or  if  he  glided  from  the  sky. 
With  gentle  air  he  filled  a  gourd  and  gave 
The  man  to  Jrink,  and  Abraham — in  wrath. 
That  one  should  disobey  him  in  his  tents — 
MaJe  to  forbid;  when  full  upon  him  smote 
Eyes  of  divine  light,  eyes  of  high  rebuke — 
For  this  was  Michael,  Allah's  messenger — 
"  Lo!   God  reprovelh  thee,  tliou  Friend  of  God  1 
Forbiildest  thou  gift  of  the  common  stream 
To  this  idolater,  spent  with  the  heat, 
Who,  in  his  utmost  need,  watered  his  beast, 
And  bowed  the  knee  in  reverence,  ere  he  drank! 
Allah  hath  borne  with  him  these  threes\;ore  years. 
Bestowed  upon  him  corn  and  wine,  and  made 
His  household  fruitful  and  his  herds  increase; 
And  find'st  thou  not  patience  to  pity  him 
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Whom  God  hath  pitied^  wsating  for  the  end. 
Since  none  save  He  wotteth  what  end  will  come. 
Or  who  shall  find  the  light.     Thou  art  rebuked  I 
Seek  pardon  !  for  thou  hast  much  need  to  seek/' 


Thereat  the  Angel  vanished,  as  he  came; 

But  Abraham,  with  humbled  countenance. 
Kissed  reverently  the  heathen's  hand,  and  spaki 

Leading  him  to  the  chief  seat  in  the  tent — 


4i 


God  pardon  me,  as  He  doth  pardon  thee  1 
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Long-suffering  Lord!  ah^  who  should  be 
Forgiven^  if  Thou  wert  as  wet 


g 
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Al-fCahkir  call  Him — "  Dominant^'  Iht  King, 
IV/la  makifk,  inatuelk,  ruletk  tverything. 

The  "  Chapter  of  the  Cattle : " '  Heaven  is  whosr, 
And  whose  is  earth  ?      Say  Allah's,  That  Jid  choo* 

On  His  own  might  to  lay  the  law  of  mercy. 
He,  at  the  Resurrection,  will  not  lose 

One  of  His  own.     What  falleth,  night  or  day, 
Falleth  by  His  Almighty  word  alway. 

Wilt  thou  have  any  other  Lord  than  Allah, 
Who  is  not  fed,  but  feedeth  all  flesh  ?     Say  1 
'  Cf.  Koi-Sn,  y\.  chapler  "  Of  Ihe  Caitle." 


{ 
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For  if  He  visit  thee  with  woe,  none  makes 
The  woe  to  cease  save  He ;  and  if  He  takes 

Pleasure  to  send  thee  pleasure,  He  is  Master 
Over  all  gifts ;  nor  doth  His  thought  forsake 


The  creatures  of  the  field,  nor  fowls  that  fly; 
They  are  "a  people'*  also:  "These,  too,  I 

Have  set,*'  the  Lord  saith,  "  in  My  book  of  record ; 
These  shall  be  gathered  to  Me  by  and  byj 


9» 


With  Him  of  all  things  secret  are  the  keys ; 
None  other  hath  them,  but  He  hath  ;  and  sees 

Whatever  is  in  land,  or  air,  or  water. 
Each  bloom  that  blows,  each  foam-bell  on  the  seas. 


Nor  is  there  any  little  hidden  grain 
Swelling  beneath  the  sod,  nor  in  the  main 
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Any  small  fish  or  shell,  nor  of  the  earth 
Green  things  or  dry  things  upon  hill  or  plain. 

But  these  are  written  in  th'  unerring  Boole : 
And  what  ye  did  by  day,  and  wbeu  ye  took 

Your  slumbers,  and  the  last  sleep;  then  to  Him 
Is  your  return,  and  the  account's  there  I — look  I 


AlKahhdrl  All-em&radnfr Oh*I 
Ow  trust  is  fixed  ^»  Tint  alont. 
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Praise  "  M^  Bestower  :  "  ««/<?  «//  /^  //i« 
He  givethf  atid  He  loveth  those  who  give. 


The  Im^m  AH,  Lion  of  the  Faith,  - 
Have  ye  not  heard  his  giving  ?  what  he  had 
The  poor  had,  for  he  held  his  gold  and  goods 
As  Allah's  almoner.     Ali  it  was 


Who  in  the  Mecca  mosque  at  evening  praye 
Being  entreated  by  some  needy  one — 


Would  not  break  off,  yet  would  not  let  the  man 
Ask  him  in  vain  for  what  he  asked  of  God, 
Favour  and  aid ;  wherefore — amid  the  words — 
He  drew  his  emerald,  carved  with  Allah's  praise, 
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From  his  third  finger,  giving  it  j  and  prayed 
With  fate  iiiiturned. 

If  he  had  pieces  ten. 
He  succoured  five  score  ;  if  one  dinar,  then 
Into  ten  dirhcms  he  divided  that, 
And  fed  ten  "  people  of  the  bench,"     Our  Lord 
(On  whom  be  peace  !}  in  all  men's  hearing  said, 
"  This  18  the  I'rince  of  Givers  1 " 

Once  it  fell. 
Being  sore  hungered  in  hia  house,  he  cried, 
"  Fatmeh  !  thou  daughter  of  the  Prophet  of  God, 
Find  me  to  eat,  if  thou  hast  any  food." 
And  Fatinch  said,  "  Father  of  Hassan  1  here 
Not  a  dry  date  is  left — not  one — I  swear 
By  Him  besides  Whom  is  none  other  God  j 
But  in  the  corner  of  the  tomb  I  laid 
Six  silver  akchas :  take  them,  if  thou  wilt. 
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And  buy  thee  in  the  market  food,  and  bring 

Fruits  for  our  boys,  Hassan  and  Hussain."     Thus 

Ali  departed.     On  his  way  he  spied 

Two  Mussulmans^  of  whom  one  rudely  haled 

The  other,  crying,  ^'  Pay  thy  debt,  or  come 

Unto  the  prison  where  the  smiter  waits." 

And  he  who  owed  had  nought,  and  wept  amain^ 

Sighing,  *'Alas  the  day  !*'     But  Ali  asked, 

"What  is  thy  debt,  my  brother  ?  '*     Then  he  moaned, 

"  Six  akchas,  for  the  lack  of  which  the  chains 

Must  load  me"     " Nay ! "  spake  Ali,  " they  are  here 5 

Take  them  and  pay  the  man,  and  go  in  peace." 

So  went  that  debtor  free,  but  Ali  came 

Empty  in  hand  and  belly  home  again 

Unto  bis  door^  where  Fatmeb  and  the  sons, 

Hassan  and  Hussain,  seeing  him  approach, 

Ran  joyous  forth,  crying,  "  He  bringeth  us 
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Dates  now,  and  honey,  and  new  camels'  milk : 
Soon  EhaH  we  feast."     But  when  they  saw  his  cloth 
Hang  void,  and  troubled  eyes,  and  heard  bim  m;^, 
"  Upon  my  road  I  met  a  poorer  man 
Who,  for  six  akcbas,  ehonld  have  borne  the  chainif 
To  him  I  gave  ihcm,  and  I  bring  ye  nought," 
Then  the  lads  wept;  but  Fatmeh  smiled  and  spttkei 
"Well  hast  thou  done,  O  servant  of  the  Lord! 
Weep  not,  ye  sons  of  Ali,  though  we  fast ; 
Who  feedeth  Allah's  children,  feasts  His  own: 
He,  the  '  Bestower,'  will  provide  for  us." 

But  Ali  turned,  heart-sore  because  the  boys 
Lacked  meat,  and  Fatmeh's  lovely  eyes  were  sunk 
Hollow  with  hunger.     "  I  will  go,"  thought  he, 
"Unto  the  blessed  Prophet,  for,  if  one 
Be  burdened  with  a  thousand  woes,  his  word 
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Dismisses  them  and  makes  the  sorrow  joy/' 

So  bent  he  mournful  steps  thither^  to  tell 

The  Lord  Muhammad  of  this  strait,  when — ^lo  ! 

An  Arab  in  mid  path  encountered  him, 

Of  noble  bearing,  with  a  chieftain's  mien. 

Leading  a  riding-camel  by  her  string, 

Black,  with  full  teeth,  the  best  beast  ever  foaled. 

'*  Buy  Wurdah ! — buy  my  desert  rose/'  quoth  he ; 

"  One  hundred  akchas  make  her  thine,  so  thou 

Shalt  own  the  best  in  Hedjaz,  or  at  choice 

Sell  her  for  double  money/'     Ali  said^ 

**  The  beast  is  excellent  I  fain  would  I  buy, 

But  have  not  in  my  scrip  thy  price.'*     '^  Go  to,** 

The  Sheikh  replied ;  **  take  her  and  bring  thy  gold. 

When  Allah  pleaseth,  to  the  western  gate ; 

I  will  await  thee." 

Ah  nodded ;  took 
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The  nose-string,  turning  to  the  left  to  seek 

The  camel-inerchants  that  should  buy  the  beast ; 

Whom  at  the  very  entry  of  the  khan 

Another  Arab  in  the  desert  garb, 

Lordly  and  gracioua  like  his  fellow,  met, 

And  quick  saluted,  saying,  "  Peace  with  theel 

God  send  thee  favour!  wilt  thou  sell  me  now 

Thy  riding-camel  with  the  great  stag-eyes? 

Here  be  three  hundred  akchas  counted  down. 

Silver  and  gold,  good  money  1-    Such  an  one 

I  sought,  but  found  not,  till  I  saw  thee  here." 

"  If  thou  wilt  buy,"  quoth  Ali,  "  be  it  so ! " 

And  thereupon  that  fiedawee  counted  out 

Dinars  and  dirhems — little  suns  and  moons 

Of  glittering  gold  and  silver — in  his  cloth. 

And  took  the  beast ;  but  Ali,  with  one  piece 

Bought  food  and  fruits,  and,  hastening  home  again, 
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Heard  his  lads  laugh  with  joy  to  see  the  store 

Poured   forth ; — white    cakes  and   dates    and   amber 

grapes — 
And  smiled  himself  to  mark  Fatmeh's  soft  eyes 
Gladden;  then,  having  eaten^  blessed  the  Lord^ 
Giver  of  gifts,  "  Bestower/' 

So,  once  more 
Made  he  to  go  unto  the  western  gate 
To  pay  his  seller ;  but  upon  the  street 
The  Prophet  met  him.     Lightly  smiled  our  Lord, 
(On  whom  be  comfort !)  lightly  questioned  he,  . 
Saying,  ''  O  Ali !  who  tvas  he  did  sell 
Thy  riding-camel,  and  to  whom  didst  thou 
Sell  her  again  ?  "     Quoth  Ali,  "  Only  God 
Knoweth,  except  thou  knowest ! "     Spake  our  Lord, 
"Yea,  but  I  know !  that  was  great  Gabriel, 
Chief  messenger  of  Heaven,  from  whom  thou  bought'st; 
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f      And  he  to  whom  thou  sold'at  was  Israel, 
His  heavenly  fellow;  and  that  beast  did  come 
Forth  from  the  pleasure-fields  of  Paradise, 
And  thither  back  is  gone;  for — look  I  my  sou, 
Allah  hath  recompensed  thee  fiftv  times 
The  goodly  deed  thou  didst,  giving  thine  all 
To  free  the  weeping  debtor.     Oh,  He  sees 
And  measures  and  bestows;  but  what  is  kept, 
Beyond  gifts  here,  for  kindly  hearts  that  love, 
God  only  wotteth,  and  the  Eternal  Peace." 


Bfittwerl  gran!  ns  grace  to  su 
Our  gain  is  ■what  we  lose  for  Tkee. 
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Al'EazzSk!  the  *'  Provider T  thus  again 

Praise  Him  who^  having  formed  thee,  doth  sustain. 

Bt  the  high  dawn^ 
When  the  light  of  the  sun  is  strong ! 

By  the  thick  nighty 
When  the  darkness  is  deep  and  long  I 
He  hath  not  forsook  thee^  nor  hated  I 

By  His  mercies,  I  say. 
The  life  which  will  come  shall  be  better 

Than  the  life  of  to-day. 


In  the  latter  days 
The  Lord  thy  ''  Provider*'  shall  give; 
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When  thou  knowest  His  gift 
Thou  wilt  not  ask  rather  to  live  ; 
Look  back  I  thou  wert  friendless  and  framclc^i, 

He  made  thee  from  nought ; 
Look  back!  thou  wert  blinded  and  waiitlering, 

To  the  light  thou  art  brought ! 
Consider  1  shall  Allah  forego  thee 

Since  thus  He  hath  wrought  ? ' 


The  favour  of  thy  Lord  pfrpend. 
And  praise  His  mercies  ■wilhoiit  end. 


i.  cliapler  "Of  ihe  Forei 
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A  I- Fat  id' h  I  praise  the  "  Opener  T  and  Ticik 
The  marvels  of  that  *•  Journey  of  the  Nighi?^ 

Our  Lord  Muhammad  lay  upon  the  hill 
Safi^  whereby  the  holy  city  stands, 

Asleep,  wrapped  in  a  robe  of  camels'  wool. 
Dark  was  the  night — that  Night  of  grace — and  still ; 
When  all  the  seven  spheres,  by  God's  commands. 
Opened  unto  him,  splendid  and  wonderful  1 

For  Gabriel,  softly  lighting,  touched  his  side. 
Saying,  '^  Rise,  thou  enwrapped  one  !  come  and  sec 
The  things  which  be  beyond.    Lol  I  have  brought 


*  C£  Kor&n,  xvii.  chapter  **0f  the  Night  Journey.' 
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Borak,  the  horse  of  swiftness ;  mount  and  ride  1 " 
Milk-white  that  steed  web,  with  embroidery 
Of  pearii  and  emeralds  in  hia  long  hair  wnju^L 

Hooved  like  a  mule  he  was,  with  a  man's  faccj 
His  eyes  gleamed  from  bia  forelock,  each  a  scar 
Of  lucent  hyacinth ;  the  saddle-cloth 

Was  woven  gold,  which  priceless  work  did  grace; 
The  lightning  goeth  not  so  fast  or  far 

As  those  broad  pinions  which  he  fluttered  forth. 

One  heel  he  smote  on  SafS,  and  one  heel 
On  Sinai — where  the  dint  is  to  this  day. 
Next  at  Jerusalem  he  neighed.     Our  Lord, 
Descending  with  th'  Archangel  there,  did  kneel 
Making  the  midnight  prayer;  afterwards  they 
Tethered  him  to  the  Temple  by  a  cord. 
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"  Ascend !  ^*  spake  Gabriel ;  and  behold  !  there  fell 
Out  of  the  sky  a  ladder  bright  and  great, 
Whereby,  with  easy  steps,  on  radiant  stairs, 
They  mounted — past  our  earth  and  heaven  and  hell — 
To  the  first  sphere,  where  Adam  kept  the  gate. 
Which  was  of  vaporous  gold  and  silvery  squares. 


Here  thronged  the  lesser  Angels :  some  took  charge 
To  fill  the  clouds  with  rain  and  speed  them  round. 
And  some  to  tend  live  creatures ;  for  what's  born 
Hath  guardians  there  in  its  own  shape :  a  large 
Beauteous  white  cock  crowed  matins,  at  the  sound 
Cocks  in  a  thousand  planets  hailed  the  mom. 


Unto  the  second  sphere  by  that  white  slope 
Ascended  they,  whereof  Noah  held  the  key ; 
And  two-fold  was  the  throng  of  Angels  here; 

B 
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But  ull  Eo  da2zling  glowed  its  fretted  cope, 

Burning  with  bciiriis,  Miiliiimmad  could  notxf 
What  mauncr  of  celestial  folk  were  there. 


The  third  Bphere  lay  a  thousand  years  beyond 
If  thou  should'st  journey  as  the  suit-ray  doth. 
But  in  one  Fdtilu^  clotub  they  thitherward. 
David  and  Solomon  in  union  fond 

Ruled  at  the  entrance,  keeping  Sabaoth 
Of  ceaseless  joy.     The  void  was  paven  hard 


With  paven  work  of  rubies — if  there  be 
Jewels  on  earth  to  liken  unto  them 

Which  had  such  colour  as  no  goldsmith  kno*i— 
And  here  a  vast  Archangel  they  did  see, 
"  Faithful  of  God  "  his  name,  whose  diadem 
Was  set  with  peopled  stars;  whcrefrom  arose 
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Lauds  to  the  glory  of  God^  filling  the  blue 
With  lovely  music^  as  rose-gardens  fill 

A  land  with  essences ;  and  young  stars,  shaking 
Tresses  of  lovely  light,  gathered  and  grew 
Under  his  mighty  plumes,  departing  still 

Like  ships  with  crews  and  treasure,  voyage-making. 


So  came  they  to  the  fourth  sphere,  where  there  sate 
Enoch,  who  never  tasted  death ;  and  there 
Behind  its  portal  awful  Azrael  writes; 
The  shadow  of  his  brows  compassionate 

Made  night  across  all  worlds ;  our  Lord  felt  fear. 
Marking  the  stern  eyes  and  the  hand  which  smites. 


For  always  on  a  scroll  he  sets  the  names 
Of  new-born  beings,  and  from  oflf  the  scroll 
He  blotteth  who  must  die ;  and  holy  tears 
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KotI  down  hiB  checks,  recording  all  our  shames 
And  eiiis  and  penalties;  while  of  each  soul 
Monker  and  Nakir  reckon  the  arrears. 

Next,  at  the  fifth  Bphere's  entry,  they  were  'ware 
Of  a  door  built  in  sapphire,  having  graven 
Letters  of  flashing  fire,  the  faith  unfolding 
"There  is  no  God  save  God."     Aaron  pate  there 
Guarding  the  "  region  of  the  wrath  of  Heaven ;' 
And  Israfii  behind,  his  trumpet  holding. 

His  trumpet  holding — which  shall  wake  the  dead 

And  slay  the  living — all  his  cheek  puffed  out, 

Bursting  to  blow ;  for  none  knows  Allah's  time, 

Nor  when  the  word  of  judgment  shall  be  said : 

And  darts,  and  chains  of  flame,  lay  all  around, 

Terrible  tortures  for  th'  ungodly's  crime. 
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When  to  the  sixth  sphere  passed  they^  Moses  sped 
Its  bars  of  chrysoprase,  and  kissed  our  Lord, 
And  spake  full  sweet,  "  Prophet  of  Allah !  thou 
More  souls  of  Ismael's  tribes  to  truth  hast  led, 
Than  I  of  Isaak's/'     Here  the  crystal  sword 

Of  Michael  gave  the  light  they  journeyed  through. 


But  at  the  seventh  sphere  that  light  which  shone 
Hath  not  an  earthly  name,  nor  any  voice 
Can  tell  its  splendour,  nay,  nor  any  ear 
Learn,  if  it  listened  ;  only  he  alone 
Who  saw  it,  knows  how  there  th*  elect  rejoice^ 
Isa,  and  Ibrahim,  and  the  souls  most  dear. 


And  he,  the  glorious  regent  of  that  sphere^ 
Had  seventy  thousand  heads  ;  and  every  head 
As  many  countenances ;  and  each  face 


W' 


PEARLS  OF  THE  FAITH. 
A»  many  niomlia ;  and  in  each  mouth  there  were 
"oiiguea  Bcventy  thoueand,  whereof  each  longueMid, 
Ever  and  ever,  "  Praise  to  Allah  I  praise  f " 


Here,  at  the  bound,  is  fixed  that  Iotu&-tree 
Skdra,  which  none  AmoDg  the  Angels  pa« ; 
And  not  great  Gabriel's  8clf  might  farther  weDi): 
Yet,  led  by  presences  too  bright  to  see, 
Too  high  to  name,  on  paths  like  purple  glass 
Our  Lord  Muhammad  journeyed  to  the  end. 

Alone!  alone!  through  hosts  of  Cherubim 
Crowding  the  infinite  void  with  whispering  van*, 
From  splendour  unto  splendour  still  he  sped; 
Across  the  "  Lake  of  Gloom"  they  ferried  him. 
And  then  the  "  Sea  of  Glory  : "  mortal  man's 
Heart  cannot  hold  the  wonders  witnessed. 
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So  to  the  ^'  Region  of  the  Veils  ^'  he  came, 
Which  shut  all  times  off  from  eternity, 

The  bars  of  being  where  thought  cannot  reach: 
Ten  thousand  thousand  are  they,  walls  of  flame 
Lambent  with  loveliness  and  mystery, 

Ramparts  of  utmost  heaven,  having  no  breach. 

Then  he  saw  God  !  our  Prophet  saw  the  Throne  ! — 
O  Allah  I  let  these  weak  words  be  forgiven  ! — 
Thou,  the  Supreme,  "  the  Opener,"  spake  at  last ; 
The  Throne  I  the  Throne !  he  saw  ; — our  Lord  alone  I 
Saw  it  and  heard  ! — but  the  verse  falls  from  heaven 
Like  a  poised  eagle,  whom  the  lightnings  blast. 


And  Gabriel  waiting  by  the  tree  he  found; 
And  Borak,  tethered  to  the  Temple  porch ; 

He  loosed  the  horse,  and  'twixt  its  wings  ascended. 


^h  name,  and 


■  'fii 
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Al-'Aliml  the  ^' All-Knower  T  by  this  wora 

Praise  Him  Who  sees  th*  unseen,  and  hears  tH  unheard 

If  ye  Keep  hidden  your  mind,  if  ye  declare  it  aloud, 
Equally  God  hath  perceived,  equally  known  is  each 
thought : 
If  on  your  housetops  y;  sin,  if  in  dark  chambers  ye 
shroud^ 
Equally   God   hath    beheld^   equally    judgment    is 
wrought. 

He,  without  listing,  doth  know  how  many  breathings 
ye  make ; 
Numbereth  the  hairs  of  your  heads,  wotteth  the 
beats  of  your  blood ; 
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Heareth  the  feet  of  the  ant  when  she  wanders  by  night 
111  the  brake ; 
Counteth  the  eggs  of  the  snake  and  the  cubs  of  the 
wolf  in  the  wood. 


Mute  the  Moakkib&t^  sit  this  side  and  that  side  of  men^ 
One  on  the  right  noting  good^  and  one  on  the  left 
noting  ill ; 
Each  hath  those  Angels  beside  him  who  write  with  in- 
visible pen 
Whatso  he  doeth,  or  sayeth,  or  thinketh^  recording 
it  still. 


Vast  is  the  mercy  of  God,  and  when  a  man  doeth  aright, 
Glad  is  the  right-hand  Angel,  and  setteth  it  quick  on 
the  roll ; 


*  These  are  the  *'  Successors,**  or  Angels  of  Record,  who  relicTe  each 
other  in  the  duty  of  registering  human  actions,  &c. 


THE  MOAKKIBAT. 


75 


Ten  times  he  setteth  it  down  in  letters  of  heavenly 
light, 
For  one  good  deed  ten  deeds,  and  a  hundred  for  ten 
on  the  scroll. 


But  when  one  doeth  amiss  the  right-hand  Angel  doth 
lay 
His  palm  on  the  left-hand  Angel  and  whispers,  '^  For- 
bear thy  pen  I 
Peradventure  in  seven  hours  the  man  may  repent  him 
and  pray; 
At  the  end  of  the  seventh  hour,  if  it  must  be,  witness 
it  then/'  ^ 


AUAlim!  Thau  Wkc  knowest  ail. 
With  hearts  unveUtd  on  Thee  we  call. 


^  Cf.  Korfto,  xiii.  chapter  *'  Of  thnnder." 
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Vaikisu  wa  Vaisu/u  /  heaven  anil  hell 

Hi  eioselh  and  undostth—and doth  wtll/^ 


In  gold  and  silk  and  robes  of  pride 
An  evil-hearted  monarch  died  ; 
Pampered  and  arrogant  hia  soul 
<3uitted  the  grave.     His  eyes  did  roll 
Hither  and  thither,  deeming  some 
In  that  new  world  should  surely  cornel 
To  lead  his  spirit  to  a  seat 
Of  state,  for  kingly  merit  meet. 
What  saw  be  ?  'twas  a  hag  so  foal 
There  is  no  Afrit,  Djin,  or  Ghoul 
>  Cf.  Koi4n,  ii.  cliapi«  "  Of  the  Cow." 


ff 


EVIL  DEEDS.  77 

With  countenance  as  vile,  or  mien 

r 

As  fearful,  and  such  terrors  seen 
In  the  fierce  voice  and  hideous  air. 
Blood-dripping  hands  and  matted  hair. 
"Allah  have  mercy!"  cried  the  king, 
"Whence  and  what  art  thou,  hateful  thing? 
"Dost  thou  not  know — who  gav'st  me  birth?" 
Replied  the  form ;  "  thy  sins  on  earth 
In  me  embodied  thus  behold. 
I  am  thy  wicked  work !  unfold 
Thine  arms  and  clasp  me,  for  we  two 
In  hell  must  live  thy  sentence  through.'* 

Then  with  a  bitter  cry,  'tis  writ. 
The  king's  soul  passed  unto  the  pit. 


A /'/Cadis/  so  He  bars  the  gaU 
Against  the  unregenerate. 
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Yet  He  who  shuts  the  gale,  just  wrath  to  wreak, 
Vnbars  it,  full  oj  mercy,  to  the  intek. 


There  died  iipun  tlic  Miraj  nighty 

A  man  of  Mecca,  Ainni  hight ; 

Faithful  and  true,  patient  and  pure, 

Had  been  his  vears ;  he  did  endure 

In  war  five  spear-wounds,  and  in  peace 

Long  journeying  for  hia  tribe's  increase; 

And  ever  of  his  gains  he  gave 

Unto  poor  brethren — kind  as  brave: 

But  these  forsook,  and  age  and  toil 

Drained  the  strong  heart  ai  flames  drtnk  oil; 
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Till,  lone  and  friendless,  grey  and  ftpeUt— • 
A  thorn-tree^s  shadow  for  his  tent, 
And  desert  sand  for  dying-bed— 
Amru  the  camel-man  lay  dead. 


What  is  it  that  the  'Hadlth  saith  ? 
Even  while  the  true  eyes  glazed  in  death. 
And  the  warm  heart  wearied,  and  beat 
The  last  drum  of  its  long  defeat. 
An  Angel,  lighting  on  the  sand. 
Took  Amru's  spirit  by  the  hand, 
And  gently  spake,  "  Dear  brother,  cdHltf  I 
A  sore  road  thou  didst  journey  home; 
But  life's  dry  desert  thou  hast  passed. 
And  Zem-Zem  sparkles  nigh  at  last." 
Then  with  swift  flight  those  twain  did  '  ise 
Unto  the  gates  of  Paradise, 
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Which  npciied,  and  the  Angel  gave 
A  golden  granate,  SAving,  "  Cleave 
This  fruit,  my  brother  ■  "     Bnt  its  sci;nt  I 
So  heavenly  si-cmtd,  and  so  intent, 
So  rapt  was  Amrii,,  to  behold 
The  great  fruit's  rind  of  blushing  gold 
And  emerald  leaves — he  dared  not  touch 
Murmuring,  "O  Mdlik  1  'tis  too  mnch 
'i'hat  I  atn  here,  with  eyes  so  dim. 
And   grace   alt   fled."      Then    bade   thi 


Gaze  in  the  stream  which  glided  stilly, 
'Mid  water-rose*  and  white  lily. 
Under  those  lawns  and  smiling  skies 
That  make  delight  in  Paradise ; 
When,  lo  !  the  presence  imaged  there 
Was  of  such  coiiielineBj,  no  peer 
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Among  those  glorious  Angels  stood 
To  Aniru^  mirrored  in  the  flood. 


€t 


*'  1 1  is  it  I  ?  '*  he  cried  in  gladness^ 
Am  I  so  changed  from  toil  and  sadness  7*^ 

**  This  was  thy  hidden  self,"  replied 

The  Angels.     '^  So  shalt  thou  abide 

By  our  bright  river  evermore  ; 

And  in  that  fair  fruit's  secret  core — 

Which  on  the  Tree  of  Life  hath  grown — 

Another  marvel  shall  be  shown. 

Ah,  happy  Amru  !  cleave  ! ''     He  clove  :— 

Sweet  miracle  of  bliss  and  love  ! 

Forth  from  the  pomegranate  there  grew, 

As  from  its  bud  a  rose  breaks  through, 

A  lovely,  stately^  lustrous  maid. 

Whose  black  orbs  long  silk  lashes  shade, 
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Whose  beauty  was  so  rit-h  to  see 
No  verse  can  tell  it  worthily; 
Nor  is  there  found  in  any  place 
One  like  her  for  the  perfect  grace 
Of  soft  arms  wreathed  and  ripe  Hps  moving 
In  accents  musical  and  loving; 
For  thus  she  spake :  "  Peace  be  to  thee, 
My   Amru!"      Then,   with   (jaick   cry, 

he: 
"Who  art  thou,  blessed  one?  what  name 
Wearest  thou  ?  teach  my  tongue  to  frame 
This  worship  of  my  heart."     Said  she, 
"Thy  good  deeds  gave  me  being:  aee. 
If  in  my  beauty  thou  hast  pleasure, 
How  the  Most  High  doth  truly  treasure 
Joy  for  his  servants.     Murzieh  I— 
She  that  doth  lore  and  satisfy — 
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And  I  am  made  by  Allah's  hand 
Of  ambergris  and  musk,  to  stand 
Beside  thee,  soothing  thee^  and  tending 
In  comfort  and  in  peace  unending/' 


So  hand  in  hand,  'tis  writ,  they  went 
To  those  bright  bowers  of  high  content. 


Al'BAsitI  thus  He  opens  wide 
liis  mercies  to  the  Justified. 


«3 
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Al-Khdfiz !  the  "  Abaser  I "  praise  hereby 
Him  Who  doth  mock  at  earthly  majesty. 

Heard  ye  of  Nimrdd  ?     Cities  fell  before  him  ; 

Shinar,  from  Accad  to  the  Indian  Sea, 
His  garden  was  ;  as  God,  men  did  adore  him ; 

Queens  were  his  slaves,  and  kings  his  vassal ry. 


Eminent  on  his  car  of  carven  brass. 

Through  foeman's  blood  nave-deep  he  drave  his 
wheel ; 
And  not  a  lion  in  the  river-grass 

Could  keep  its  shaggy  fell  from  Ninirtid's  steeU 


nimrOd  and  the  gnat. 
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But  he  scorned  Allah,  schemed  a  tower  to  invade  Him ; 

Dreamed  to  scale  Heaven^  and  measure  might  with 
God; 
Heaped  high  the  foolish  clay  wherefrom  We  made  him, 

And  built  thereon  his  seven-fold  house  of  the  clod. 


TTherefore,  the  least  Our  messengers  among, 
We  sent ; — a  grey  gnat  dancing  in  the  reeds : 

Into  his  ear  she  crept,  buzzing, — and  stung. 
So  perished  mighty  Nimrdd  and  his  deeds. 


O  Thou  Abaser  of  all  pride  / 
Mighty  Thou  art,  and  none  besidi. 
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A  r-BdJi  I  the  "  ExaiUr ! "  /aud  Him  so 
Who  loves  the  humble  and  lifts  up  the  law* 

Whom  hath  He  chosen  for  His  priests  and  preachers. 
Lords  who  were  eminent,  or  men  of  might  ? 

Nay,  but  consider  how  He  seeks  His  teachers, 
Hidden,  like  rubies  unaware  of  light. 


Ur  of  the  Chaldees  1  what  chance  to  discover 
Th^  elect  of  Heaven  in  Azar's  leathern  tent  ? 

But  Allah  saw  His  child,  and  friend,  and  lover. 
And  Abraham  was  born,  and  sealed,  and  sent. 
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The  babe  committed  to  th*  Egyptian  water  1 
Knew  any  that  the  tide  of  Nilus  laved 

The  hope  of  Israel  there  ?  yet  Pharaoh's  daughter 
Found  the  frail  ark^  and  so  was  Moses  saved. 


Low  lies  the  Syrian  town  behind  the  mountain 
Where  Mary,  meek  and  spotless^  knelt  that  morn. 

And  saw  the  splendid  Angel  by  the  fountain, 
And  heard  his  voice,  "  Lord  Isa  shall  be  born  1 '' 


Nay,  and  Muhammad  (blessed  may  he  be !), 
Abdallah's  and  Aminah's  holy  son,      • 

Whom  black  Halimah  nursed,  the  Bedawee, 
Where  lived  a  lonelier  or  a  humbler  one  ? 


Think  how  he  led  the  camels  of  Khad!jah, 
Poor,  but  illumined  by  the  light  of  Heaven ; 
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Mightier  than  Noah,  or  Enoch,  or  Elijah, 
Our  holy  Prophet,  to  Arabia  given. 


Man  knew  him  not,  wrapped  in  his  cloth,  and  weeping; 

Lonely  on  Hir4  all  that  wondrous  night;  » 

But  Allah  for  His  own  our  Lord  was  keeping : — 

^'Rise,  thou  enwrapped  one!*'  Gabriel  spake,  ''and 
write.'^ 


Savf  God  there  is  none  hi^h  at  eUl^ 
Nor  any  low  whom  He  doth  call. 


SURA  "OP  IMRAN'S  FAMILY." 
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as 


Al'MuhitM!  by  this  title  celebrate 

The  "  Honourer^  Whose  favour  maketh  great. 

Say  "  God/'  say  "  Lord  of  all  I 
doms  and  kings  Thou  makest  and  unmakest^ 
one  Thou  takest^  that  one  Thou  forsakest ; 

Alike  are  great  and  small ; 

Into  Thy  hand  they  fall.'* 


"  In  Thy  dread  hand  they  rest ; 
nights  and  days^  their  waking  and  their  sleeping, 
*  birth^  and  life^  and  death  lie  in  Thy  keeping; 
*Be  thus'  to  each  Thou  say'st, 
And  thus  to  be  is  best^ 
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"  Though  It  seem  good  or  ill. 
Isldm  ! — to  Thee  our  souls  we  do  resign. 
Turning  our  faces  to  the  blessed  shrine ; 

Seeking  no  honour  still 

Save  from  Thy  will/' » 


Al'MuhtMg  /  only  this  we  pray 
To  learn  Thy  will  and  to  obey. 


»  Cf.  Korin,  iii.  chapter  "Of  Imran's  Family.' 


GOD'S  WILL  AND  FREE-WILL. 
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a6 


O,  A!-MuzUI  what  if  it  he  Thy  will. 
Having  made  man,  to  lead  him  unto  illf 

the  Perspicuous  Book:  "All  things  which  be 
are  of  God ; 

her^  except  by  His  word,  falleth  a  leaf  to  the 
ground  ; 

will   open  He  openeth,  and  whom   He  hath 
blinded  He  blindeth, 

ing,    misleading ;   to    none  liable,  blameable, 
bound/'  1 


^  CC  Korftn,  iU.  chapter  *'0f  Imran's  FamUj.' 
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Siiith  ihc  Perapicuous  Book:  "Tied  ou  the  neck  of  g 
man 
Hangeth  the   scroll   of  his  fate,   not  a  line  to  be 
gainsaid  or  grudged  ; 
When  the  trumpet  of  Israfil  thunders,  the  Angdj  will 
show  it  and  eay, 
Read  there  what   thine  own  deeds   have  writtaii 
thyself  by  thysdf  shall  be  judged."  • 


Wilt  thou  be  wiser  than  God  Who  knoweth  beginning 
and  end  ? 
Wilt  thou  be  juster  than  He  whose  balance  is  turned 
by  a  sigh  ? 


'  Cf.  KorSn,  xvii.  chapter  "  Of  ilie  Nighl  Joiirncy." 
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He  sayeth,  "  It  shall  not  be  equal  for  the  doers  of  right 


jf 


it 


and  of  wrong. 


It  shall  not  be  equal/*  He  sayeth,  "  for  them  that 
accept  and  deny/** 


Al'MuHll  lead  us  not  astray/ 
Teach  us  to  find  the  perfect  way. 


^  Cf.  Koiin,  eodem  Ucm, 
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I 


C*H' 


As-SainfAI  O  Thou  Henrrrl  noneeanl 

Sefar,  hh  crying  doth  not  comt  to  Thee. 


J 


Writes  in  his  Mesnevi,  Je!4lu-'d-deen  : 
There  came  a  man  of  Yaman,  poor  and  old, 
To  Mecca,  making  pilgrimage;  untaught, 
A  shepherd  of  the  hills.     Humble  he  trod 
The  six  mikdt,  the  stages  of  the  Hadj  ; 
Humbly  indued  the  ihrSm,  garb  of  faith 
Which  hath  no  seam  ;  made  due  ablutions,  kisscil 
The  black  stone;   then  three  times  with  hastemnf 
feet 
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Circled  the  Kaabah^  and  four  times  paced 
With  slackened  gait  the  taw&f,  as  is  due, 
(For  such  observances  the  Mollah  taught). 
But,  when  he  bowed  before  the  Holy  Place, 
Thus  brake  his  soul  from  him^  knowing  no  prayer, 
Full  of  God's  love,  though  ignorant  of  God : 
"O  Master!  O  my  Sheikh  1  where  tarriest  Thou) 
Show  me  Thy  face  that  I  may  worship  Thee, 
May  toil  Thy  servant,  which  I  am  in  heart : 
Ah  I  let  me  sew  Thy  shoes,  anoint  Thine  hair. 
Wash  Thy  soiled  robes,  and  serve  Thee  daily  up 
My  she-goats*  freshest  milk — I  love  Thee  so  I 
Where  hidest  Thou,  that  I  may  kiss  Thine  hand. 
Chafe  Thy  dear  feet,  and  ere  Thou  takest  rest — 
In  the  gold  sky,  beside  Thy  sun,  belike. 
Among  the  soft-spread  fleeces  of  Thy  clouds — 
Sweep  out  Thy  chamber,  O  my  joy,  my  King!** 
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Which  hcariag,  they  who  kept  ibe  shritie,  incensed, 
Had  haled  him  to  the  gateway,  crying,  "  Dug! 
What  blasphemy  is  this  thou  utterest, 
Saying  such  tilings  of  Him  That  bath  no  neede 
Of  Qourishruent,  nor  clothing,  nor  repoee, 
Nor  hands,  nor  feet,  nor  any  form  or  frame; 
That  thou,  base  keeper  of  the  aifly  herd, 
Shouldat  proffer  Bervice  to  the  All-Powerful  I 
Meet  were  it  that  we  stoned  thee  dead  with  stonea, 
Who  art  accursed  and  injurious. 
Begone!  these  holy  walla  are  not  for  thee." 


So,  sore  abashed,  that  shepherd  made  to  go, 
Silent  and  weeping;  but  our  Prophet  marked. 
And  with  mild  eyes  snnled  on  the  man  ;  then  spake 
To  those  that  drave  him  forth :  "  Ye,  when  ye  pray 
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Outttde  this  holy  place^  in  distant  lands^ 

Whither  turn  ye  ydur  facet  ? ''     Each  one  said, 

"Unto  the  Kaabah."     "And  when  ye  pray. 

Within  the  blessed  precincts,  pilgrims  here, 

Which  way  lies  Mecca  ? ''     "  All  is  sacred  here/' 

They   answered,   '^and   it  matters   nought  which 

way/' 

"  Lo !  now  ye  reason  well,*'  replied  our  Lord  ; 

"  Inside  the  Kaabah  it  matters  nought 

Whither  men  turn ;  and  in  the  secret  place 

Of  perfect  love  for  God,  words  are  as  breath 

And  will  is  all.     This  simple  shepherd's  prayer 

Came  unto  Allah's  ears  clearer  than  yours, 

Nathless  his  ignorance,  because  his  hearts 

Not  tongue,  not  understanding — uttered  iu 

Make  room  for  God's  poor  lover  nighest  me ; 

Good  fellowship  hath  any  man  with  him 

o 
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To  whom  Heaven's  ear  as  quick  inclines  itself 


As  doth  a  mother's  when  her  babe  lisps  love. 


ji 


Then  were  they  sore  ashamed  in  that  hour. 


Hearer  of  hearts  I  As-SamPh  t  so 
Our  love  inspire^  and  Thine  bestow. 
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.^t-* 


J*^^ 


Al'BojArl  O  Thou  Seer  I  great  and  smaU 
Live  in  Thy  vision^  which  etnbraceth  alk 

Werb  it  one  wasted  seed  of  water-grass, 
Blown  by  the  wind,  or  buried  in  the  sand^ 
He  seeth  and  ordaineth  if  it  live ; 
Were  it  a  wild  bee  questing  honey-buds, 
He  seeth  if  she  find^  and  how  she  comes 
On  busy  winglets  to  her  hollow  tree. 
The  seeing  of  His  eyes  should  not  be  told. 
Though  all  the  reeds  in  all  the  earth  were  cut 
To  writing-sticks,  and  all  the  seven  seas 
Were  seven  times  multiplied,  flowing  with  ink. 


I 
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AntI  seventy  Angds  wrote.     He  beholds  all 
Which  was,  or  is,  or  will  be ;  yea,  with  Him 
Is  pr^ent  vision  of  live  secret  things  : 
The  Day  of  Judgment ;  and  the  times  of  rain; 
The  cliild  hid  in  the  womb — its  quickening, 
And  whether  male  or  female; — what  will  fall 
To-morrow  (as  ye  know  what  did  befall 
Yesterday);  and  where  every  man  shall  die.' 

"Where  every  man  shall  die."     Al  BciJhSwi 
Prcsenteth  how  there  sate  with  Solomon 
A  prince  of  India,  and  there  passed  them  by 
Azrael,  Angel  of  Death,  on  shadowy  plumes; 
With  great  eyes  gazing  earnestly,  as  one 
Who  wonders,  gazing.     And,  because  the  princt 
Sate  with  the  king,  he  saw  what  the  king  saiv, 

'  C£  KorSn,  xxj.\.  chapter  "  Of  Lokman." 
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The  Djins  and  Angels^  and  saw  Azrael 

Fixing  on  him  those  awful  searching  eyes. 

"  What  name^  I  pray  thee,  wears  yon  messenger  ?  *' 

So  asked  he  of  the  king ;  and  Solomon 

Made  answer,  ^'  It  is  Azrael,  who  calls 

The  souls  of  men/'    "  He  seemed/'  whispered  the  prince, 

'*  To  have  an  errand  unto  me ; — bid  now 

That  one  among  thy  demon  ministers 

Waft  me,  upon  the  swiftest  wing  that  beats. 

To  India,  for  I  fear  him.'*     Solomon 

Issued  command,  and  a  swift  Djin  sprang  forth 

Bearing  the  prince  aloft,  so  that  he  came 

To  Coromandel,  ere  the  fruit — which  fell 

Out  of  the  fig — had  touched  the  marble  floor. 


Thereupon  Azrael  said  to  Solomon, 
'^I  looked  thus  earnestly  upon  the  man 
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In  wonder,  for  my  Lord  spake,  '  Take  his  sou] 
Id  India ; '  yet  behold  he  talked  with  thee 
Here  in  Judteal     Now,  see  !  he  hath  gone 
There  where  it  was  commanded  he  should  die," 

Then  followed  Azrael.     In  that  hour  the  princf 
Died  of  a  hurt,  sitting  in  India. 


W(VA  TAee,  Lord,  be  Ike  time  and plati, 
So  thai  -we  die  in  Thy  dear  grace. 


THE  LAST  DAT. 
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^C*t 


^UHAkim  !  think  upon  the  Day  ofDoom^ 
^ndfear  **  the  Judge  "  before  Whom  all  must  com§^ 

When  the  sun  is  withered  up, 
And  the  stars  from  Heaven  roll ; 
When  the  mountains  quake, 
Ke  let  stray  your  she-camels,  gone  ten  months 
in  foal ; 
When  wild  beasts  flock 
With  the  people  and  the  cattle 
In  terror,  in  amazement, 
And  the  seas  boil  and  rattle ; 


i 
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^H             And  the  dead  Bods 

^^H             For  their  bodiva  seek ;                          ^^M 

^B             And  the  child  vilely                             ^H 

Is  bid  to  speak, 

Being  asked,  "Who  kUled  thee,  little msidf 

Tell  us  his  name!" 

While  the  books  are  unsealed,               ^J 

And  crimson  flame                                 " 

Flayeth  the  skin  of  the  skies, 

And  Hell  breaks  ablaze; 

And  Paradise 

Opens  her  beautiful  gates  to  the  gaze^ 

Then  shall  each  soul 

Know  the  issues  of  the  whole. 

And  the  balance  of  its  scroll.' 


>  Cf.  Koran,  Ismi.  chapter  "Of  ihc  FoWitiS  Up" 
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vShall  We  swear  by  the  stars 

Which  fade  away  ? 

By  the  Night  drowned  in  darkness. 

By  the  dead  Day  ? 

We  swear  not !  a  true  thing  is  this ; 

It  standeth  sure. 

He  saw  it  and  he  heard,  and  Our  word 

Will  endure! 


When  the  sky  cleaves  asunder. 

And  the  stars 

Are  scattered ;  and  in  thunder 

All  the  bars 

Of  the  seas  burst,  and  all  the  graves  are  emptied 

Like  chests  upturned, 

Each  soul  shall  see  her  doings,  done  and  undone. 

And  what  is  earned. 
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The  smiting,  the  smiting 

Of  that  Day  1 

The  horror,  the  splendour^ 

Who  shall  say  ?  ^ 
The  Day  when  none  shall  answer  for  bis  brother ; 
The  Day  which  is  with  God,  and  with  none  other 


Al'Hdkiml  Judgel  Save  by  Thypa»er^ 
Who  might  abide  that  awful  hourt 

1  Cf.  Korftn,  IzxxiL  chapter  **Of  Cleaying  Atnnder.' 
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J3U5I 


Al-HAdil\  O  ""Just  LordT  we  magnify 

Thy  righteous  Imw^  which  shall  the  whole  world  try. 

God  will  roll  up^  when  this  world's  end  approacheth, 
The  broad  blue  spangled  hangings  of  the  sky. 

Even  as  As-Sigill  ^  rolleth  up  his  record, 

And  seals  and  binds  it  when  a  man  doth  die. 

Then  the  false  worshippers,  and  what  they  follow. 
Will  to  the  pit,  like  "stones  of  hell,*^  descend ; 

But  true  believers  shall  hear  Angels  saying, 
"This  is  your  day;  be  joyous  without  end/'* 

*  A  name  of  the  Angel  of  Registration. 

«  Cf.  Korin,  xxi  chapter  "  Of  the  Prophets." 


PBARLS  OP  THE  PAITB. 
In  that  hour  dust  shall  lie  on  many  faces, 

And  many  faces  shall  be  glad  and  bright ;  ^ 
Ye  who  believe,  trust  and  be  patient  always. 

Until  God  judges,  for  He  judges  right.* 


Give  tts  to  fiats  ie/ore  Thy  ihront 
Among  th*  number  of  TUne  own  I 


>  Cf.  Korin,  lixx.  chapter '*  Of  the  Frown." 
•  Cf.  Korin,  n.  chapter  "Of  Joiuu." 


SURA  "  OP  COUNSEL." 
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read  ts  His  wrath,  but  boundless  is  His  grace^ 
I'Latifl  Lord!  show  us  Thy  ^^  favouring''  face  I 

Most  quick  to  pardon  sins  is  He ; 

Who  unto  God  draws  near 
One  forward  step,  Grod  taketh  three 

To  meet,  and  quit  his  fear. 

If  ye  will  have  of  this  world's  show^ 
God  grants,  while  Angels  weep ; 

If  ye  for  Paradise  will  sow, 
Right  noble  crops  ye  reap.* 


Ahy  Gracious  One^  we  toil  to  reap: 
The  soil  is  hard,  the  way  is  steep  f 

*  Cf.  Korftn,  xlii.  chapter  "  Of  CouDsel.* 


PEARLS  OP  THE  FAITH. 
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Al-KhaMr!  Thou  Who  art  "  aware"  of  aU, 
By  this  name  also  for  Thy  gract  we  call 

One  morning  in  Medina  walked  our  Lord 
Among  the  tomlis :  glad  was  the  dawn,  and  broad 
On  headstones  and  on  footstonea  sunshine  lay  ; 
Earth  seemed  so  fair,  'twas  hard  to  be  away. 
"  O  people  of  the  graves ! "  Muhammad  said, 
"  Peace  be  with  you  1     Your  caravan  of  dead 
Hath  passed  the  defile,  and  we  living  ones 
Forget  what  men  ye  were,  of  whom  the  sons. 
And  what  your  merchandise  and  where  ye  went  j 
But  Allah  knows  these  things !     Be  ye  content 


MUHAMMAD  IN  THE  CBMBTERY. 


Ill 


ice  Allah  is  '  aware.*     Ah  I  God  forgive 
ose  that  are  dead^  and  us  who  briefly  live/' 


Kfn  /  pardon^  Lord^  since  Thau  dost  hfww 
To-morrow,  now,  and  long  ago. 
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^w*^^ 


Ai'Hdltm  !  **  Clement"  is  our  Lord abov^; 
Maf^ify  Allah  by  this  name  of  love. 

Ye  know  the  ant  that  creeps  upon  the  fig. 

The  dharra,  made  so  small, 
Until  she  moveth  in  the  purple  seeds 

She  is  not  seen  at  all. 


If,  on  the  judgment-day,  holding  the  scales— 

When  all  the  triaPs  done — 
The  Angel  of  the  Balance  crieth,  ''  Lord  1 

The  good  deeds  of  this  one 
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Outweigh  his  evil  deeds^  justly  assessed. 

By  half  one  dharra^s  weight ;  *' 
Allah  will  say,  "  Multiply  good  to  him. 

And  open  Heaven's  gate  1  ^' 


Not  if  thv  work  be  worth  a  date-stone's  skin 

Shall  it  be  overpast ; 
Thus  it  is  written  in  the  Sacred  Book,^ 

Thus  will  it  be  at  last. 


Faithful  and  just,  Al-HoHm !  we 
Take  refuge  in  Thy  clemency. 


»  Ct  Koitn,  iv.  chapter  "  Of  Women.' 
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Al''Atixl  '■'■  Strong  and  SffVeretgn' God,  Thy  hand 
Is  over  all  Thy  v/orks,  holding  eomma$t<L 

Maker  of  all  ye  truly  call  the  Strong  and  Sovereign 

One, 
Yet  have  ye  read  that  verse  which  saith  whereto  His 

work  was  done  ? 
8|n;ii  "the  Book,"  and,  heedful,   look  what  weight)* 

words  are  given 
(The  Chapter   of   Al-Akh5f)    concerning  Earth  and 

Heaven. 

"The   Heavens   and    earth,"   Al-Akhif  saith,  "a^'^ 
whatso  is  between. 


SURA  "  OF  ai^akhAf:' 
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Think  ye  that  We  made  these  to  be,  and  then — not  to 

have  been  ? 
Think  ye  We  fashioned  them   in  jest,  without  their 

times,  and  plan. 
And  purpose  ?     Nay  I  accurst  are  they  who  judge  of 

God  by  man/'  * 


O  Higher^  Wiser^  than  we  know^ 
Let  not  Thy  creatures  judge  Thee  so, 

»  C£  KorAn,  xl?i  chapter  «  Of  Al-AkhAf." 
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lo 
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da 
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\ 
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Against  the  tent-rope,  and  the  precious  dish 
Broke  into  shards  of  beauty  on  the  board, 
Scalding  the  son  of  AH.     One  guest  cried, 
"  Dog  I  wert  thou  mine,  for  this  thing  thou  shouldst 

howl ! '' 
Another,  "  Wretch !  thou  meritest  to  die.'* 
And  yet  another,  ''  Hassan  I  give  me  leave 
To  smite  away  this  swine's  head  with  my  sword  1  '^ 
Even  Hassan's  self  was  moved  ;  but  the  boy  fell 
Face  to  the  earth  and  cried,  "  My  lord  !  'tis  writ, 
'  Paradise  is  for  them  that  check  their  wrath' " 
^'Tis  writ  so,'*  Hassan  said ;  "  I  am  not  wroth." 
^'  My  lord !  '^  the  boy  sobbed  on,  '^  also  'tis  writ, 
'  Pardon  the  trespasser/  "    Hassan  replied, 
"  'Tis  written — I  remember — I  forgive." 
'^  Now  is  the  blessing  of  the  Most  High  God 
On  thecy  dear  master ! ''  cried  the  happy  slave, 
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"  For  He — ^'tis  writ — '  loves  the  beneficent.* 


w 


''  Yea !  I  remember,  and  I  thank  thee,  slave,'* 
Quoth  Hassan ; — '^  better  is  one  noble  verse 
Fetched  from  'the  Book,*  than  gold  and  crystal  brought 
From  Yaman's  hills.     Lords !  he  hath  marred  the  dish, 
But  mended  fault  with  wisdom.     See,  my  slave! 
I  give  thee  freedom,  and  this  purse  to  buy 
The  robe  and  turban  of  a  Muslim  freed/' 


Al'Ghdfirl  pardon  us,  as  we 
Forgive  a  brother^ s  injury. 
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"  Gra/e/ur—AsA'SAdJdir—is  Hej  praise  Him  to 
Who  thanketh  men  for  that  He  did  bestow. 

So  much  hast  thou  of  thy  hoard 
As  thou  gavest  to  thy  Lord ; 
Only  this  will  bring  thee  in 
Usance  rich  and  free  from  sin : 
Send  thy  silver  on  before, 
Lending  to  His  sick  and  poor. 
Every  dirhem  dropped  in  alms 
Touches  Allah's  open  palms, 
Ere  it  fall  into  the  hands 
Of  thy  brother.     Allah  stands 
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Begging  of  thee,  when  thy  brother 
Asketh  help.    Ahl  if  another 
Proffered  thee,  for  meat  and  drink. 
Food  upon  Al-KSiithar's  brink,'  I 

Shining  K4uthar  which  doth  flow         i 
Sweet  as  honey,  cool  as  snow, 
White  as  milk,  and  smooth  as  cream. 
Underneath  its  banks,  which  gleam- 
Green  and  golden  chrysolite, 
In  the  Gardens  of  delight, 
Whence  who  drinks  never  again 
Tasteth  sorruw,  age,  or  pain — 
Who  would  not  make  merchandise. 
Buying  bliss  in  Paradise, 
Laying  up  his  treasure  where 
Stores  are  safe  and  profits  clear  ? 
■  Cf.  Korfin,  cviiL 
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But  ye  lend  at  lower  cost. 
Whilst  Ash-Shikir  offers  most. 
Good  returning  seven  times  seven. 
Paying  gifts  of  earth  with  Heaven. 


Allah^  Who  dost  reward  so  well. 
IV hat  $nakeih  man  in  sin  to  dwell  9 
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At-' Halt  I  0  telinvrt,  magnify 

By  tkii  gttat  name,  Allah,  eur  Lord  "  .Ifwt  ffi)C  -*" 

Hk  willed,  and  Heaven's  blue  iircli  ^■a^l!lL■.l  ll"-'      =^ 
"Be!"  said  He — Earth  P  and  the  nmnd  ea^:^*" 
made; 

See '  at  the  hour  of  late  and  carlv  pravcr 
The  very  shadows  worship  Him,  low  laid. 


Most  High  I  the  U'lgificninz  shudaws  Umh 
Morning  and  ivening prayer  to  each. 


»  Cf.  KoiSn,  xvi.  chapter  "  Ol  the  Um.  ' 
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Praise  Htm,  Al-Kabir,  seated  on  *^  the  Throng^ 
The  "  Very  Great,"  the  High-exalted  Om. 

Seven  Heavens  Allah  made : 
First  "  Paradise/'  t\it  J ennat-aUFirdaus  ; 

The  next,  Al  Huld,  "  Gate  of  Eternity ;  '* 
The  third,  Dar-as-Saldm,  the  "  Peaceful  House ;  ^ 

The  fourth,  Dar-aUKurdr,  "  Felicity ; '' 
The  fifth  was  Aidenn,  "  Home  of  Golden  Light;" 

The  sixth,  Al  Na'htm, ''  Garden  of  Delight ;  '* 
The  seventh,  AUHilliy^n,  "Footstool  of  the  Throne  j*' 
And,  each  and  every  one. 
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Sphere  above  sphercj  and  treasure  over  treasure, 
riic  great  ticcree  of  God  made  for  reward  and  pleaanre. 

Saith  the  Perapicuoua  Book  : ' 
"  Look  up  to  Heaven  !  look  I 

Dost  thou  sec  flaw  or  fault 

In  that  vast  vault, 
Spangled  with  silvery  lamps  of  night, 
Or  gilded  with  glad  light 
Of  sunrise,  or  of  sunset,  or  warm  noon? 

Rounded  He  well  the  moon  t 
Kindled  He  wisely  the  red  Lord  of  Day  ? 

Look  twice!   look  thrice,  and  say  1" 

Thy  weak  gaze  fails  ; 
Eyesight  is  drowned  in  yon  abyss  of  blue; 


'  Cf.  Kotin,  Ikvil  chaplet  "Ofllie  Kingdom." 
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Ye  see  the  glory,  but  ye  see  not  through : 

God's  greatness  veils 
Its  greatness  by  its  greatness — all  that  wonder 
Lieth  the  lowest  of  those  Heavens  under^ 

Beyond  which  Angels  view 
Allah,  and  Allah's  mighty  works,  asunder; 
The   thronged    clouds   whisper  of  it   when   they 

thunder. 


Aliah  KaHr!  in  silence  W€ 
Meditate  on  Thy  majesty. 


vA 
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Al'Hdfizl  0  ^^ Preserver  V  succour  us 
ly/iOj  humbly  ttustjul,  cry  unto  Thee  thuu 


By  the  Sky  and  the  Night  star  I 
By  Al-Tarek  the  white  star  I 

Shining  clear — 
When  darkness  covers  man  and  bca-t — 

To  proclaim  dawn  near. 
And  the  gold  sun  hastening  from  the  east. 
We  have  set  a  guard  upon  you,  every  one ; 

Be  ye  not  afraid  1 
Of  seed  from  loins,  and  milk  from  bosom-bone^ 

Ye  were  made : 
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We  are  able  to  remake  you,  when  ye  die. 

For  cold  death 
Cometh  forth  from  Us,  as  warm  life  cometh 

And  gift  of  breath. 
Do  the  darkness  and  the  terror  plot  against  you  ? 

We  also  plan ; 
They  that  love  you  are  stronger  than  your  haters. 

Trust  God,  O  man  1  * 


•*  Ya  Hdfis  I "  on  your  doors  ye  grave ^ 
In  your  hearts^  too^  these  scriptures  have  I 


*  Cf.  KoMn  Ixxxvi.  chapter  "  Of  the  Night  Star.' 
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f^^ 


Prat's^  Al-Mukit,  the  great  **  Afaintainer  !  "  ffg 
Made  7/x,  and  makes  our  susterutnce  to  be. 

The  chapter  of  "  the  Inevitable  :*'^  We  gave 
The  life  ye  live ;  why  doubt  ye  We  can  save 

What  once  hath  been  from  wasting — if  We  will- 
When,  like  dry  corn,  man  lieth  in  his  grave  ? 


Did  ye  cause  seed  to  grow,  or  was  it  We, — 
Wherefrom  spring  all  the  many  lives  that  be  ? 

Who  stirred  the  pulse  which  couples  man  and  maid, 
And  in  the  fruit  hid  that  which  forms  the  tree? 

'  Korfin,  Ivi. 
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Ye  go  afield  to  scatter  grain^  and  then 

Sleep,  while  We  change  it  into  bread  for  men  5 

Have  ye  bethought  why  seed  should  shoot^  not  sand, 
Granite,  or  gravel  ?     Why  the  gentle  rain 


Falleth  so  clean  and  sweet  from  out  Our  sky, 
Which  might  be  salt  and  black  and  bitter  ?     Why 

The  soft  clouds  gather  it  from  off  the  seas 
To  spread  it  o  er  the  pastures  by  and  by  ? 


The  flame  ye  strike  rubbing  Aflr  and  Markh,^ 
Have  ye  considered  that  strange  yellow  spark  ? 

m 

Did  ye  conceive  such  marvel,  or  did  We 
Grant  it^  to  warm  and  cheer  men  in  the  dark  ? 


'  Tlie  woods  used  by  ihc  ancient  Arab-  to  kindle  fire. 

I 
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Not  now,  but  when  the  soul  comes  to  the  neck, 
The  meaning  of  those  mercies  each  shall  reck. 
Then  are  We  nearest,  though  ye  see  it  not ; 
Can  ye  that  summoned  spirit  order  back  } 


Nay.Al-MutUI  in  life  and  Oiath 
Thine  are  ive  :  Truth  Thy  Scriplur. 


SURA  **0P  WOMEN.'' 
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Lauri  Him  as  "  Reckoner ^^  casting  up  tK  acanmif 
And  making  little  merits  largely  mount. 

Give  more  than  thou  takest : 

If  one  shall  salute  thee^ 

Saying,  ^'  Peace  be  upon  thee/' 
The  salute  which  thou  makest, 

Speak  it  friendlier  stilly 

As  beseemeth  goodwill ; 
Saying,  "  Peace,  too,  and  love 
From  Allah  above 

Be  with  thee : " — for  heard 

Is  each  brotherly  word ; 


i 


isa 
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And  it  shall  not  be  kist 
That  thou  gavest  him  most.^ 


Va  Hasib  !  praise  to  Thee;  for  all 
Our  good  deeds  needs  must  be  so  smalL 


*  Cf.  Korin,  iv.  chapter  "Of  Women." 
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A  I' Jamil  I  "  the  Benign;  "  /lA,  fra/«/  most  dear^ 
Which  bids  us  lave  and  worship  without /ear. 

Too  much  ye  tremble,  too  much  fear  to  fed 
That  yearning  love  which  Allah's  laws  reveal ; 
Too  oft  forget — your  troubled  journey  through- 
He  who  is  Power^  is  Grace  and  Beauty  too^ 
And  Clemency,  and  Pity,  and  Pure  Rest, 
The  Highest  and  the  Uttermost  and  Best; 
Sweeter  than  honey,  and  more  dear  to  see 
Than  any  loveliness  on  land  or  sea 
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By  liard  or  lover  praised,  or  famed  in  story; 
Fur  these  were  shadows  of  His  perfect  glory. 
Which  is  not  to)cl,  because,  who  sees  God  near 
Loseth  the  speech  to  speak,  in  loving  ftar, 
So  joyous  is  fae,  so  astonished. 


Hath  there  come  to  ye  what  the  Dervish  saiq 
At  Kaisareya,  in  the  marble  shrine, 
Who  woke  from  vision  of  the  love  divine? 
"  I  have  seen  Allah ! "  qdoth  he — all  a-glow 
With  splendour  of  the  dream  which  filled  him  K^- 
"  Yea!  I  have  paced  the  Garden  of  Delight, 
And  heard  and  known  I" 


"Impart  to  us  thy  light,* 


t€ 


THE  ROSE-GARDEN.  135 

He  paused^  and  smiled^  and  spake : 
Fain  would  I  say  it^  brothers^  for  your  sake. 
For  I  have  wandered  in  a  sphere  so  bright, 
Have  heard  such  things,  and  witnessed  such  a  sight. 
That  now  I  know  whither  all  nature  turns. 
And  what  the  love  celestial  is  which  burns. 
At  the  great  heart  of  all  the  world,  ensuring 
That  griefs  shall  pass  and  joy  be  all  enduring. 
Yet  ask  me  not !  I  am  as  one  who  came 
Where,  among  roses,  one  bush,  all  aflame 
By  fragrant  crimson  blossoms,  charged  the  air 
With  loveliness  and  perfume  past  compare. 
Then  had  I  thought  to  load  my  skirt  with  roses, 
That  ye  might  judge  what  wealth  that  land  dis- 
closes; 
And  filled  my  robe,  plucking  the  peerless  blooms; 
But  ah !  the  scent  so  rich,  so  heavenly,  comes ; 
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So  were  my  senses  melted  into  bliss 
With  the  intoxicating  breath  of  this ; 
I  let  the  border  of  my  mantle  fall — 
The  roses  slipped  1  I  bring  ye  none  at  all. 


Brothers  I  with  other  eyes  mttst  we 
Behold  the  Roses  on  that  Iree. 
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Allah-al-Katiml  Bountiful  Lord!  webUss 
By  this  good  name  Thy  loving  kindnesses. 

0  MAN  1  what  hath  beguiled^ 
That  thou  shouldst  stray 
From  the  plain  easy  way 

Of  Allah's  service,  being  Allah's  child  ? 
When  thou  wert  not. 
And  when  thou  wast  a  clot. 

He  did  foresee  thee,  and  did  fashion  thee 
From  heel  to  nape. 
Giving  thee  this  fair  shape, 

Composing  thee  in  wondrous  symmetry — 
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More  than  thy  mother — in  the  form  thou  wearest; 
Nearer  to  thee  than  what  on  earth  is  nearest. 

Kinder  than  kin  is  He — 

Wilt  thou  forgetful  be  ?  * 


Va  fCarim  !  since  Thou  lovesi  thus^ 
Quicken^  ahy  quicken  love  in  us. 


»  Cf.  Koiin,  Ixxxil.  chapter  •*  Of  Cleaving  Asunder. •• 
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Allah-al'Rami  praise  ye  ''the  Watchful  Oru^ 
Who  noUih  7vhai  men  do  and  leave  undone. 

The  book  of  the  wicked  is  in  Sijjfn, 

A  close-writ  book : 
A  book  to  be  unfolded  on  the  Awful  Day, 

The  day  whereto  men  would  not  look. 


What  Sijjin  is 
Who  shall  make  thee  know  ? 
The  Black  Gaol.     Under  Jekannum, 
Under  Latkd,  the  "  red  glow," 
Under  tlutamah,  ^'the  fires  which  split  ;•* 
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Beneath  Sa'hfr,  the  "  Yi-llow  Hell," 
AntI  scorching  Sahar,  lieth  it, 
AxiAJaltlm,  where  devils  dwell: 
Lower  from  light  and  bliss 
Than  Hdwiyeh,  "  the  abyss : " 
Sijjln  is  this. 


But  the  books  of  the  rigbteons  are  in  Hiliiyfto^ 

And  what  shall  make  thc«  see 
The  glory  of  that  region,  nigh  to  God, 

Where  those  records  be? 
joy  shall  make  iheir  portion  :  thev  shall  lie 

With  the  light  i)f  delight  upon  their  faces,  J 
On  soft  seats  reclining 

In  peaceful  places ; 
Drinking  wine,  pure  wine,  sealed  wine, 

Whose  seal  is  musk  and  rose; 
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Allayed  by  the  crystal  waves  that  shine 

In  Tasmln,  which  flows 
From  the  golden  throne  of  Grod : — at  its  brink 

Angels  drink.^ 


O  "  Watcher  I'*  grant  our  names  may  Ar 
In  that  Book  lying  near  to  Thee. 


^  Cf.  Kodln,  Ixxxiii.  chapter  "  Of  Short  Weight' 
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AHah-al-  Muflh,  Who  biddtst  men  foprayt 

And  htartst  prayer  J  thus  praite  vre  V  Ar^  e/xmrfk  % 

Our  Lord  the  Prophet  (peace  to  himl)  doth  write — 

Sura  the  seventeenth,  intituled  "  Night : " — 

"  Pray  at  the  noon,  pray  at  the  sinking  sun. 

In  night-time  pray  ;  but  most  when  night  is  done, 

For  daybreak's  prayer  is  surely  borne  on  high 

By  Angels  changing  guard  within  the  sky." 


And  in  another  verse,  "  Dawn's 


prayer 


Than  the  wide  world  with  all  its  treasured  s 


Therefore  the  Faithful,  when  the  growing  light 
Gives  to  discern  a  blatk  hair  from  a  white. 
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Haste  to  the  mosque^  and,  bending  Mecca-wayi 
Recite  Al-Fdtihah  while  'tis  scarce  yet  day : 
Praise  he  to  Allah,  Lord  of  all  that  live. 
Merciful  King  and  Judge,  to  Thee  we  give 
IVorship  and  honour  !     Succour  us  and  guide 
Where    those  have  walked    who  rest   Thy   Throne 

beside; 
The  way  of  peace,  the  way  of  truthful  speech, 
The  way  of  righteousness.     So  we  beseech.^' 
He  who  saith  this,  before  the  east  is  red, 
A  hundred  prayers  of  Azan  hath  he  said. 


Hear  now  this  story  of  it — told,  I  ween. 
For  your  soul's  comfort  by  Jelalu-'d-deen 
In  the  great  pages  of  the  Mesne v! ; 
For  therein,  plain  and  certain,  shall  ye 
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How  precious  ts  the  prayer  at  break  of  day 

In  Allah's  ears,  and  in  His  sight  alwfty 

How  sweet  are  reverence  and  gentleness 

Done  to  His  creatures  ; — "  Ali  "  (whom  I  bie^s  t}, 

The  son  of  Abu  Talib — he,  surnamed 

"  Lion  of  God,"  in  many  battles  famed, 

The  cousin  of  our  Lord  the  Prophet  (grace 

Be  his  I),  uprose  betimes  one  mom,  to  pace. 

As  he  waa  wont,  unto  the  mosque,  wherein 

Our    Lord    (blisa    live    with    him  !J     watched    to 

begin 
AlrFdtilialt.     Darkling  was  the  sky,  and  strait 
The  lane  between  the  city  and  moaque-gate. 
By  rough  stones  broken  and  deep  pools  of  rain ; 
And  therethrough  toilfully,  with  steps  of  pain, 
Leaning  upon  his  staff*  an  old  Jew  went 
To  synagogue,  on  pious  errand  bent ; 
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For  those  be  *'  People  of  the  Book/'  and  some 

Are  chosen  of  Allah's  will  who  have  not  come 

Unto  full  light  of  knowledge ;  therefore,  he, 

Ali,  the  Caliph  of  proud  days  to  be — 

Knowing  this  good  old  man,  and  why  he  stirred 

Thus  early,  ere  the  morning  mills  were  heard — 

Out  of  his  nobleness  and  grace  of  soul 

Would  not  thrust  past,  though  the  Jew  blocked  the 

whole 
Breadth  of  the  lane,  slow  hobbling.     So  they  went, 
That  ancient  first ;  and,  in  soft  discontent. 
After  him  Ali,  noting  how  the  sun 
Flared  near,  and  fearing  prayer  might  be  begun; 
Yet  no  command  upraising,  no  harsh  cry 
To  stand  aside,  because  the  dignity 
Of  silver  hairs  is  much,  and  morning  praise 
Was  precious  to  the  Jew,  too.    Thus  their  ways 

K 
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Wended  the  pair  ;  great  Ali,  sad  and  slow. 
Following  the  grtybeard,  while  the  east,  a-e 
blazed  with  bright  spears  of  gold  athwart  the  bill 
And  the  Muuzzin's  call  came,  "JUa/iu  ! 
Mlah-il-AUah  I " 

In  the  mosque,  our  Lord 
(On  whtim  Le  peace)  stood  by  the  mini  bar-board 
In  act  to  how  and  FdlUiah  forth  to  say. 
But,  while  his  lips  moved,  some  strong  hand  did  lay 
Over  biii  mouth  a  palm  invisible. 
So  that  no  voice  on  the  asscnihly  felt. 
Ya!   Rubli  '/a/omftia— thrice  he  tried 
To  read,  and  thrtcc  the  sound  of  reading  died. 
Stayed  by  this  unseen  touch.     Thereat  amazed. 
Our  Lord  Muhammad  turned,  arose,  and  gazed. 
And  saw — alone  of  all  within  the  shrioe — 
A  splendid  Presence,  witli  large  eyes  divine 
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Beaming,  and  golden  pinions  folded  down. 
Their  speed  still  tokened  by  the  fluttered  gown : 
Gabriel  he  knew,  the  Spirit  who  doth  stand 
Chief  of  the  Sons  of  Heav*n,  at  God^s  right  hand ; 
'^  Gabriel  1  why  stay'st  thou  me  ?  "  the  Prophet  said, 
*'  Since  at  this  hour  the  Fdtihah  should  be  read/* 
But  the  bright  Presence,  smiling,  pointed  where 
Ali  towards  the  outer  gate  drew  near. 
Upon  the  threshold  shaking  off  his  shoes. 
And  giving  ^^alms  of  entry/'  as  men  use. 
^*  Yea!''  spake  th'  Archangel,  '' sacred  is  the  sound 
Of    morning    praise,   and   worth   the   world's    great 

round. 
Though  earth  were  pearl  and  silver;  therefore  I 
Stayed  thee,  Muhammad,  in  the  act  to  cry. 
Lest  Ali,  tarrying  in  the  lane,  should  miss. 
For  his  good  deed,  its  blessing  and  its  bliss/* 
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Thereat  the  Archangel  vanished,  and  our  Lord 
Read  Fdlihah  forth  beneath  the  mimbar-board. 


Usy  too,  Mujtb  !  in  hearing  k£ep; 
Better  is  prayer  than  food  or  sleep  I 


TURNING  TO  MECCA. 
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f  ^C^ 

^\^\ 


^ AU-comprehendintr  One^  AUWasi^k /  W€ 
By  this  name  a/so  praise  and  honour  7A«#. 

Turn,  wheresoever  ye  be,  to  Mecca's  stone, 
For  this  is  holy,  and  your  Lord  doth  hear ; 

Thitherwards  turn! — so  hath  all  Isl&m  one 
Heart  to  its  thought  and  harbour  of  its  prayer. 


But  Allah's  house  eastwards  and  westwards  lies. 
Northwards  and  southwards.     He  is  everywhere: 

Whithersoever  way  ye  bend  your  eyes. 
Face  to  face  are  ye  with  Al-Wasi'h  there. 
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It  is  not  righteousness  to  kneel  ariglit 

Fronting  the  Kiblah;  but  to  rightly  bold 
Of  God,  and  of  His  judgment,  and  the  bright 
Bands  of  ilis  Angels;  and  what  truth  is  told 

In  the  sure  Kordn  by  God's  holy  Prophet ; 

To  succour  orphans,  strangers,  suppUitnts,  kin; 
Your  gold  and  worldly  treasure — to  give  of  it 

Ransom  for  captives,  alms  which  mercy  wint— 

To  keep  your  covenants  when  ye  covenant; 

Your  woes  and  sufferings  patiently  to  bear. 
Being  the  will  of  God  : — this  is  to  front 

Straight  for  the  Kil'lah;  this  is  faith  and  fear.' 


Aioiimlinf;  Lord  J  in  e.ery  plaa 
Is  built  !ht  Mtcca  of  Jhy  grot*. 


"  Cf.  Koiin,  ii.  ehnpicr  "  Of  liie  Cow." 
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Al'Hdkim  I  yudge  of  all  the  judges  !  show 
Mercy  to  us  and  make  us  Justice  know. 


Only  one  Judge  is  just,  for  only  One 
Knoweth  the  hearts  of  men ;  and  hearts  alone 
Are  guilty  or  are  guiltless.     That  which  lied 


Was  not  the  tongue — he  is  a  red  dog  tied. 


And  that  which  slew  was  not  the  hand  ye  saw 
Grasping  the  knife — she  is  a  slave  whose  law 
The  master  gives,  seated  within  the  tent ; 
The  hand  was  handle  to  the  instrument ; 
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The  dark  heart  murdered.     O  hchcvers!  leave  \ 
Judgment  to  Ueav'n — except  ye  do  receive 
Office  and  order  to  accomplish  this; 
Then  hoiiourablcj  and  terrible,  It  is. 

The  Prophet  said  : '  "At  the  great  day  of  dooml 
Such  fear  on  the  most  upright  judge  shall  com 
That  he  shall  moan,  '  Ah !  would  to  God  that  | 
Had  stood  for  trial,  and  not  sate  to  try!' 

He  said  I  "  The  Angels  of  the  Scales  will  bring! 
just  and  unjust  who  judged  before  Heav'n's  E 
Grasping  them  by  the  neck  ;  and,  if  it  be. 
One  hath  adjudged  his  fellows  wickedly, 

"  He  shall  he  hurled  to  hell  so  vast  a  height' 
'Tis  forty  years'  fierce  journey  ere  he  light ; 

■  Cf.  the  Mi«hklt-a1<Mi«llJh. 
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But  if  one  righteously  hath  borne  the  rod. 

The  Angels  kiss  those  lips  which  spake  for  Grod/' 


Lord!  make  us  just ^  that  we  may  b€ 
A  littU  justified  with  Thee, 
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#       /^^^ 


Pj3^ 


"  TAf  Loving"*— Al'Wadood !  ah,  title  dear^ 
Whereby  Thy  children  praise  Thee,  free  of  fear. 

Sweet  seem  your  wedded  days ;  and  dear  and  tender 
Your  children's  talk ;  brave  'tis  to  hear  the  tramp 

Of  pastured  horses ;  and  to  see  the  splendour 
Of  gold  and  silver  plunder ;  and  to  camp 


With  goats  and  camels  by  the  bubbling  fountain ; 

And  to  drink  fragrance  from  the  desert  wind^ 
And  to  sit  silent  on  the  mighty  mountain ; 

And  all  the  joys  which  make  life  bright  and  kind, 
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But  ye  have  heard  of  streams  more  brightly  flowing 
Than  those  whereby  ye  wander;  of  a  life 

Glorious  and  glad  and  pure  beyond  earth's  knowing; 
Love  without  loss,  and  wealth  without  the  strife. 

Lo !  we  have  told  you  of  the  golden  Garden 
Kept  for  the  Faithful,  where  the  soil  is  still 

Wheat-flour   and    musk    and    camphire,   and    fruits 
harden 
To  what  delicious  savour  each  man  will 

Upon  the  Tooba  tree;  which  bends  its  cluster 
To  him  that  doth  desire,  bearing  all  meat; 

And  of  the  sparkling  fountains  which  out-lustre 
Diamonds  and  emeralds,  running  clear  and  sweet, 

Tasmin  and  Salsabll,  whose  lucent  waters 
Are  rich,  delicious,  undistracting  wine ; 
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And  of  the  Houris,  pleasure's  perfect  daughters. 
Virgins  of  Paradise,  whose  black  eyes  shine 

Soul-deep  with  love  and  languor,  having  tresses 
Night-dark,  with  scents  of  the  gold-blooming  date 

And  scarlet  roses  ;  lavishing  caresses 
That  satisfy,  hut  never  satiate  ; 

Whose  looks  refrain  from  any  save  their  lover. 
Whose  peerless  limbs  and  basoms'  ivory  swell 

Are  like  the  ostrich  egg  which  feathers  cover 

From  stain  and  dust,  so  white  and  rounded  well : 

Dwelling  in  marvelluus  pavilions,  builded 

Of  hollow  pearls,  wherethrough  a  great  light  shines- 
Cooled  by  soft  breezes  and  by  glad  suns  gilded — 
On  the  green  pillows  where  the  Blest  reclines. 
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A  rich  reward  it  shall  be^  a  full  payment 
For  life's  brief  trials  and  sad  virtue's  stress^ 

When  friends  with  friends,  clad  all  in  festal  raiment. 
Share  in  deep  Heaven  the  Angels'  happiness; 


Nay,  and  full  payment,  though  ye  give  those  pleasures 
Which  make  life  dear,  to  fight  and  die  for  faith. 

Rendering  to  God  your  wives  and  flocks  and  treasures. 
That  He  may  pay  you  tenfold  after  death. 


For,  if  the  bliss  of  Paradise,  transcending 
Delights  of  earth,  should  win  ye  to  be  bold. 

Yet  know,  this  glory  hath  its  crown  and  ending 
In  Allah's  grace,  which  is  the  Joy  untold. 


rhe  Utmost  Bliss.    Beyond  the  Happy  River 
The  justified  shall  see  God's  face  in  Heaven, 
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Live  in  His  sweet  goodwill/  and  taste  for  ever 
Al-Wadood's^  love,  unto  His  children  given. 


Yea  I  for  high  Heavetis  felicity 
Is  but  the  shadow^  Lord^  of  Thee. 


*  Cf.  Kor&n,  ix.  chapter  ••  Of  Repentance." 

*  C&  Korin,  Ixxxv.  chapter  **  Of  Zodiacal  Signs.*- 
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o^ 


Jl^» 


••  • 


Al-Majid!  Glorious  Lord  upon  the  Throne} 

With  this  great  name  we  praise  Thee^  Sovereign  Onel 

By  the  Heavens,  walled  with  silver  signs  aad  towers! 

By  the  Promised  Day  I 
By  the  Witness  and  the  Witnessed ;  and  the  Way 
Of  righteousness ! — this  glorious  Book  of  ours 

Lieth  treasured  up  in  Heaven, 

As  'twas  given 
On  the  mighty  '^  Night  of  Powers  ;  ** 

And  its  easy  bond  is  thiSy 

The  which  to  keep  is  bliss : 


1  Cf.  Kor&n,  Ixxxv.  chapter  "  Of  Celestial  Signs." 
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"  None  save  Glorious  j4Uah  serue  ; 
Never  from  His  prccepU  stverve  i 
Honour  teacher,  father,  mother ; 
Unto  him  wko.is  thy  brother, 
Unto  kindred,  friends  also. 
Orphans,  suppliants,  sad  ones,  show 
Gentleness  and  help  ;  to  each 
Speak  with  kind  and  courteous  speech. 
Give  in  alms  that  thou  tnay'st  spare. 
And  he  constant  in  thy  prayer." ' 


AlUikal-Majtd]   Thy  favour  pant, 
Thai  we  may  ketp  thii  covenant. 
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Al'Bdktth!  opener  0/ the  Tombs!  wefiraise 
Thy  power,  which  unto  life  t}ie  dead  can  raise* 

IfiLts  Bpake  to  Abraham  : 

'*  What  18  this  thy  Lord  hath  told  thee? 

Shall  the  Resurrection  be 

When  the  mouldering  clods  enfold  thee  ? 

Nay  \  and  if  a  man  might  rise^ 

Buried  whole,  in  heedful  wise, 

See  you  carcase,  tempest-beaten — 

Part  the  wandering  fox  hath  eaten. 

Part  by  fishes  hath  been  torn. 

Part  the  sea-fowl  hence  have  borne  ; 
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Never  back  those  fragments  can 

Come  to  liiin  who  was  a  man."  ' 

Abraham  spake  unto  his  Lord :  • 
"Show  mc  how  is  wrought  this  wonder; 
Can  Thy  resurrectiim  be 
When  a  man's  dust  lies  asmuler?  " 

"Art  thou  therefore  not  believing,'* 
Allah  said,  '"  because  deceiving 
Ildia  fills  with  lies  thy  heart?" 
"  Nay,"  he  answered,  "but  impart 
Knowledge,  Mightiest  One  and  Best  1 
That  my  heart  may  be  at  rest." 

God  said  ;  "  Take,  thon  doubling  one  1 1 
Four  birds  from  among  My  creaturea} 
Sever  each  bird's  head,  and  so 

'  Cf.  KorSn,  ii.  cliapief  "  Of  Ihe  Heifer." 
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Mingle  feathers,  forms,  and  features^ 
That  the  fragments  shall  not  be 
Knowable  to  such  as  ye. 
Into  four  divide  the  mass. 
Then  upon  the  mountains  pass. 
On  four  peaks  a  portion  lay, 
And,  returning  homeward,  say, 
'  By  the  name  and  power  of  God— 
Who  hath  made* men  of  the  clod. 
And  hath  said  the  dead  shall  rise — 
Birds !  fly  hither  in  such  wise 
As  ye  lived.'     And  they  shall  com^ 
Perfect,  whole,  and  living,  homeJ 


39 


Thereupon  Al-Khalil  took 
A  raven,  eagle,  dove,  and  cock; 
From  their  bodies  shore  the  heads, 


( 
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Cut  the  four  fowl  into  shreds, 
Mingled  all  tlicir  mass  together. 
Blood  and  liune,  and  f^L'sh  and  leather ; 
Then,  div-tdiag  this  four-wisf^ 
Laid  it  where  four  peaks  did  rise 
Two  to  south  and  two  to  north. 
Then  the  dove's  head  held  he  forth. 
Crying,  "  Come!"     Lo!  at  the  word 
Cooed  at  hfs  feet  the  slaughtered  bird. 
*'  Come,  raven  !"  spake  he:  as  he  epokq 
On  glossy  wing,  with  eager  croak. 
Flew  round  the  raven.    Then  he  sa 
"Return!  thou  cock:"  the  cock  obeyed. 
Lastly  the  eagle  summoned  he. 
Which  circling  came,  on  pinions  fre^ 
Restored  and  soaring  to  the  sky, 
With  perfect  plumes  and  undimmei)  eyej 
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So  in  the  Holy  Book  'tis  writ 
How  Abraham's  heart  at  rest  was  set. 


IVAy  should  we  fear  to  yield  our  breathy 
To  Thee  That  art  the  Lord  of  Death  t 
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Jlsh-Shahid!  GodU"  H'i/ness T  and Mt t»»\ 
H-'idiiu  ofm,ye  People  of  Ihe  Book  I 

The  spirita  of  the  Prophets  came  at  mom 

To  Sinai,  summoned  by  their  Lord's  command 

Singers  and  seers  ; — thusc  born  and  those  unborn, 
The  chosen  souls  of  men,  a  solemn  band. 

The  noble  army  ranged,  in  viewle^is  might, 

Around  that  mountain  peak  uhtch  pierces  heaven; 

Greater  and  lesser  teachers,  sons  of  hght ; 

Their  number  was  ten  thousand  score  and  seven. 


Then  Allah  took  a  co\enant  with  Hia  own. 
Saying,  "My  wisdom  and  My  word  receive; 
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^ak  of  Me  unto  men,  known  or  unknown, 
Heard  05  unheard ;  bid  such  as  will,  believe/' 


And  there  shall  come  apostles,  guiding  ye, 
Jesus,  Muhammad :  follow  them  and  aid  ! 
re  you  resolved,  and  will  you  war  for  Me  ?  '* 
"We  are  resolved,  O  Lord  of  all  I*'  they  said. 


Bear  witness  then  !*'  spake  Allah,  ''souls  most  dear, 

I  am  your  Lord  and  ye  heralds  of  Mine/' 
henceforward  through  all  lands  His  Prophets  bear 
The  message  of  the  mystery  divine.^ 


Ailah-ash'Shahid !  make  us  to  hear 
The  errand  that  Thy  children  bear. 


^  Cf.  Korftn,  Hi.  chapter  *<  Of  Imran's  Family.' 
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0  Thou,  the  Truth  I  when  so  Thy  name  we  eaU,  1 
^/;  's  Mi-l  that  med  be  said,  sith  Thou  art  all. 

Truth  and  all  truth  He  is"  serve  Him  aloa« 
Who  hath  none  other  by  mr  near  His  Thron™ 
Unto  iill  sins  is  Allah's  pardon  given 
Except  what  giveth  Him  partners  in  Heaven^ 
Being  Apart,  Exalted,  Truth  and  Light, 
Only  and  wliolly — hold  thou  this  aright  I 


Ya  fhkk  I  true  God!  never  with  The* 
Can  other  or  can  equal  be. 


SURA  ''OP  THE  COW.'' 


169 


53 


Alai kul shay  WaHll^  Guardian  of  alU 
By  this  name  tritstfully  on  Thee  we  call. 


Verily  God  is  guard  I 
What  other  hath  created  you,  and  made 
Men  gone  before,  and  earth^s  foundations  laid 

So  broad  and  hard, 
To  be  your  dwelling-place ; 
And  Heaven's  star-jewelled  face 
Arched  for  your  roof-top ;  and  the  tender  rain 
Sent  down  at  the  due  season^  whereby  grain 


»  Cf.  KorAn,  ii.  chapter  **  Of  the  Ileifcr." 
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Groweth,  and  clustered  gold 

Of  dates^  and  grapes  that  hold 
The  purple  and  the  amber  honey-juice? 

These  for  your  use 

Your  Lord  and  ''Agent "  gave. 
Make  Him  no  peers^  nor  other  guardian  have. 


Allah-ai'Wakll!  Thy  wards  are  we  s 
Have  us  in  Thy  ficUlity, 


THE  PLY  AND  THE  FALSE  GODS. 
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Tkdu  mifrhty  One  I  Whose  mercy  hath  upraised 
Mcmkind  to  praise  Thee,  be  Thou  hereby  praised  \ 


Consider  them  that  serve 
The  false  gods,  how -they  lay  in  golden  dishes 
Honey  and  fruits  and  fishes 
Before  their  idols ;  and  the  green  fly  comes. 
Shoots  through  the  guarded  gates,  and  hums 
Scorn  of  their  offering,  stealing  what  she  will ; 
And  none  of  these  great  gods  the  thief  can  kill, 
So  swift  she  is  and  small : 


And  none  of  all 
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Can  make  one  little  fly,  for  atl  their  state; 

So  feeble  are  they,  and  so  falsely  great.* 

Yc  people  of  the  stocks  and  stones !  heroin 

A  parable  is  set  against  your  sin. 

But  Allah  high  doth  rule 

Whose  hand  made  all  things,  being  "  Powerful." 


Al-Kaivtl  King  of  poTi:er  an<i  oii^hl  I 
Be  Thy  hand  o'er  us  day  and  night  I 


THE  TBNT'POLB. 
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Allah-al'Mateen  I  '*  Firm  "  is  our  Lord  and  fast ^ 
Praise  Him  Who  doth  uphold  Thee  to  the  last. 

By  the  Angels  ranged  in  ranks^ 
And  the  Rain-cloud  Drivers, 
And  the  Reciters  of  the  word,  "  Thy  God  is  one,'* 
Firm  is  our  Lord  ! 
Of  the  heavens  the  tent-pole, 
Al'Watai;  and  of  earth 
Hahl-aUMateen^  the  sure  Cord  :  * 
By  this  thy  soul 
Holdeth,  from  birth : 


*  Cf.  Kor&n,  iii.  chapter  "  Of  the  Family  of  Imran." 


PEARLS  OP  THE  PAITH. 
Fast  is  the  cord,  and  sure ; 
They  only  shall  endure 

Who  dwell  beneath  the  mighty  tent  upholden 
By  jil-lVatad,^  the  Goldea 


S/ay  of  Thy  servants,  Al-\fni<en  I 
In  Thee  is  strong  deliverance  seen. 

'  Cf.  Korln,  Imviii.  chapter  "Of  the  InfonnsUi 
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A/'  Walt  /  Nearest  of  all  friends,  and  Best^ 
So  praise  your  Lord,  Whose  help  is  mightiesL 

Close  is  He  always  to  His  faithful  ones. 

But  closer  dwelt  they  in  the  times  of  old. 

Hath  it  come  to  ye  what  Al-BaidhAwi 

Presenteth  of  the  days  of  Abraham, 

Whom  Allah  called  His  ''  Friend,^'  and  like  a  friend 

Softly  entreated,^  stooping  out  of  Heaven 

To  help  and  comfort  him  so  dear  to  God  ? 

Ofttimes  the  Angels  of  his  Lord  would  light 

Familiarly,  with  folded  wings,  before 

^  Cf.  Koiin,  iv.  chapter  "Of  Women.*' 
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The  curtain  of  his  tent,  conversing  there ; 
Ofttimcs,  on  tliorny  flats  of  wilderness, 
Or  in  the  purcht-d  pass,  or  the  echoing  cave, 
The  very  voice  of  God  would  thrill  his  ears; 
And  he  might  answer,  as  a  man  with  man, 
Hearing  and  sjjeaking  things  unspeakahle. 
Wherefore,  no  piarvel  that  he  gave  his  son 
At  Allah's  bidding,  and  had  back  his  son — 
Patient  and  safe — when  the  wild  goat  came 
And  hung  amid  the  nebbulc  by  his  horns. 
On  ThaUr,  nigh  to  Mecca,  in  the  vale 
Of  Mina;^  and  the  knife  of  Abraham 
Reddened  with  unwept  blond. 

There  had  fall'n  drought 
Upon  the  land,  and  all  the  mouths  he  fed 
Hungered  for  meal  ;  therefore  Al-Khalli  sent 


>  Cr.  K'.tiii,  x: 


e  Ranged." 
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Messengers  unto  Egypt — to  a  lord 
Wealthy  and  favourable,  having  store 
Of  grain  and  cattle  by  the  banks  of  Nile, 
"  Give  unto  Abraham,"  the  message  said, 
**  A  little  part  for  gold,  yet  more  for  love— 
(As  he  had  given,  if  the  strait  were  thine) 
Meal  of  the  millet,  lentil,  wheat,  and  bean, 
That  he  and  his  may  live;  for  drought  hath  come 
Upon  our  fields  and  pastures,  and  we  pine." 
Spake  the  Egyptian  lord,  "  Lo!  now  ye  ask 
Overmuch  of  me  for  friendliness,  and  more 
Than  gold  can  buy,  since  dearth  hath  also  come 
Over  our  fields,  and  nothing  is  to  spare. 
Yet  had  it  been  to  succour  Abraham, 
And  them  that  dwell  beneath  his  tent,  the  half 
Of  all  we  hold  had  filled  your  empty  sacks. 
But  he  will  feed  people  we  wot  not  of. 
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I'diir  folk,  and  liungry  wanderers  of  the  waste: 
The  which  are  nought  to  its,  who  have  of  such. 
If  Iherc  were  surplusage.     Thercfort  return; 
rind  food  e!st-wlierc  !  " 

Thru  said  the  nicsset| 
One  to  another,  "  If  we  shall  reium 
With  empty  sacks,  uur  maker's  namr,  so  gn 
For  worship  in  the  world,  will  suflcr  fiiunif;,  i 
And  men  will  say  he  asked  and  was  denied." 
Therefore   they   filled   their  sacks  with   vihim 

sand 
Gathered  by  Gaxa's  wave,  and  sorrowfully 
Journeyed  lo  Kcdar,  where  lay  Abraham, 
To  whom  full  privately  they  mid  thi^  thing, 
Saying,    "We   filled    the   sacks   with    9no\ 

sand, 
LcBt  thy  great  name  he  lessened  'niongst  the  f 
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Seeing  us  empty-handed ;  for  the  man 
Denied  thee  corn;  since  thou  wouldst  give,  quoth  he, 
To  poor  folk  and  to  wanderers  of  the  waste, 
And  there  are  hungry  mouths  enough  by  Nile/^ 


Then  was  the  heart  of  Abraham  sore,  because 
The  people  of  his  tribe  drew  round  to  share 
The  good  food  brought,  and  all  the  desert  trooped 
With  large-eyed  mothers  and  their  pining  babes, 
Certain  of  succour  if  the  sheikh  could  help. 
So  did  the  spirit  of  Al-Khalil  sink 
That  into  swoon  he  fell,  and  lay  as  one 
Who  hath  not  life.     But  Sarai,  his  wife — 
That  knew  not — bade  her  maidens  bring  a  sack, 
Open  its  mouth,  and  knead  sonic  meal  for  cakes. 
And  when  the  sack  was  opened,  there  showed  flour, 
Pine,  three  times  bolted,  whiter  than  sea-sand ; 
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Which  ill  the  truiigh  they  kneaded,  rolling  cakes. 
And  baking  them  over  the  crackling  thorns; 

i  Su  that  the  eavour  spread  tbruughout  the  camp 
Of  new  brciid  sniuking,  and  the  people  drew 

,  Closer  and  thicker,  as  ye  see  the  herds 
Throng — horn,  and  wool,  and  hoof — at  watering-tinu', 
When  after  fiery  leagues,  the  welU  arc  reached. 

But  Abraham,  awaking,  sinelled  the  bread : 
"Whence,"  spake  he  unto  Sarai,  "  h;ist  thou  meal. 
Wife  of  my  bosom?   for  the  smell  ..f  bread 
Risclh,  and  lo  I  I  see  the  cakes  are  baked." 
"  By  God  I    Who  is  the  only  One,"  she  said, 
"  Whence  ahould  it  come  save  from  thy  friend  who 

sent, 
The  lord  of  Egypt  ? "     "  Nay ! "  quoth  Abrahatu, 
And  fell  upon  his  face,  low- worship  pi  ag^ 
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It  this  hath  come  from  the  dear  mighty  hands 
^Ilah — of  the  Lord  of  Egypt^s  lords — 
'  Friend/  and  King,  and  Helper :  now  my  folk 
1  live  and  die  not.     Glory  be  to  God  1  *' 


He  thai  hath  Allah  for  afriend^ 
To  want  and  woe  hath  put  the  end. 
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Rich  to  reward  your  Lord  is;  oh^  do  ye 
Praise  Al-Hamtd^  the  "  Ever-praiseworthy  V^ 

Praise  Him  by  alms ;  and  when  ye  help  believers. 
Mar  not  your  gifts  with  grudging  word  or  will ; 

Since  ye  at  Allah's  hands  are  free  receivers. 
Freely  bestow.     A  garden  on  a  hill 


Is  as  a  likeness  of  that  fair  compassion 

Shown  for  the  sake  of  God  :  the  heavy  rain 

Descendcth,  and  the  dew ;  and  every  fashion 
Of  good  seed  springs  tenfold  in  fruit  and  grain. 
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The  likeness  of  the  evil  heart,  bestowing 

That  men  may  praise,  is  as  the  thin-clad  peak, 

Wherefrom  the  rain  washes  all  soil  for  growing. 
Leaving  the  hard  rock  naked,  fruitless,  bleak. 


Say,  will  ye  plant  on  rock  or  plenteous  garden  ? 

Grow  nought,  or  grow  green    vines  that  shade 
afford  ? — 
Forgive  your  brethren  as  ye  ask  for  pardon ; 

Give  as  ye  have  received,  and  praise  your  Lord !  ^ 


AUah-al-Hamtdl  what  tongue  can  tell 
Thy  goodness^  ever-laudable  ? 

*  Cf.  KorAn,  ii.  chapter  "  Of  the  Heifer." 
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Al'MUhsi !  The  "  Accountant!''  laud  Him  se 
Who  reckoneth  up  the  deeds  men  ifo  below^ 

"  IN  GOD*S  NAME,  MERCIFUL,  COMPASSIONATE  I  •* 


WnKN  Earth  shall  quake  with  quaking/ 

And  cast  her  burden  forth 

Of  corpses  ;  and  live  men 

Shall  ask — with  terror  shaking — 

"  What  aileth  Earth  ? ''  that  dav 

She  shall  reply,  and  say 


^  Cf.  Kor4n,  xcix.  chapter  "  Of  the  Earthquake." 
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That  which  her  Lord  coinmaiuls : 

And  men  shall  come  in  bands, 
lis  side  and  that  side,  ranged  to  show 
leir  works,  and  the  account  to  know, 
id  he  that  wrought  of  good  a  red  ant's  weight 

Shall  see  it  writ: 
nd  who  did  evil,  aye !  as  the  skin  of  a  date. 

Shall  witness  it. 


Al-AMhsil  dread  Accountant!  look 
In  mercy  on  our  judf^nicnt-book. 
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o  fc^ 


ckOou^M 


Al'Mubdt  I  praise  Him  by  this  holy  nam$^ 

Who  gave  to  all  the  spark  which  lights  lif^sjlamt. 

Whence  came  ye;  and  the  people  of  the  groves ; 

The  streams,  the  seas,  the  wilderness,  the  air  ; 
Beasts,  fishes,  fowl ;  each  with  their  lives  and  loves, 

Each  glad  to  be,  each  in  its  kind  so  fair  ? 


€( 


» 


Begotten  of  their  like  ?  "     Yea !   but  ''  their  like. 
Who  did  devise  that,  and  the  hidden  charm 


Whereby — as  flame  from  torch  to  torch  doth  strike — 
The  light  of  life  shines  on,  bright,  joyous,  warm  ? 


THB  LIGHT  OF  LIFE. 
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AI-Mubdl  hath  devised  it !     His  decree 
In  the  beginning  shaped  and  ordered  each, 

Saying  to  all  these  things  foreseen,  ^*  So  be  I  '* 
And  so  they  were,  obeying  Allah's  speech. 


Ai'Mubdil  ''Great Beginner!*'  take 
Our  praises^  for  lifts  pleasant  sake  t 
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Ne  made  life— and  Ht  tak(S  il-biil  'iH-rtiaH 
Gives  mart;  praiu  Ihe  RtUortr,  .-li-Afn'Mdl 


Us  who  died  at  Azao  sends 

Thi^  to  comfort  faithful  frlcnJs 

Faithful  friends  !  it  lies,  I  kmns-, 
I'ale  and  white  and  cold  a?  snow; 
And  ye  say,  "  Abdullah's  dead  !" 
Weeping  at  my  feet  and  head  ; 
I  can  sec  your  falling  tears, 
I  can  hear  your  cries  and  prayers; 
Yft  I  smile,  and  whisper  this — 
"  I  am  not  that  thing  yon  kiss ; 


I 

I 
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Cease  your  tears,  and  let  it  lie ; 
It  was  mine,  it  is  not  1.'* 

Sweet  friends  !  what  the  women  lave, 
For  its  last  bed  in  the  grave, 
Is  a  tent  which  I  am  quitting, 
Is  a  garment  no  more  fitting, 
Is  a  cage  from  which,  at  last. 
Like  a  hawk  my  soul  hath  passed. 
Love  the  inmate,  not  the  room  ; 
The  wearer,  not  the  garb ;  the  plume 
Of  the  falcon,  not  the  bars 
Which  kept  him  from  the  splendid  stars. 

Loving  friends  !  be  wise,  and  dry 
Straightway  every  weeping  eye ; 
What  ye  lift  upon  the  bier 
Is  not  worth  a  wistful  tear. 


i 
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'Tis  an  empty  sea-shell,  ont 
Out  of  which  the  pearl  is  gone; 
The  shell  is  broken,  it  lies  there; 
The  pearl,  the  all,  the  soul,  is  here. 
'Tis  an  earthen  jar  whose  lid 
Allah  sealed,  the  while  it  hid 
That  treasure  of  His  treasury, 
A  mind  which  loved  Him  ;  let  it  lie! 
Let  the  shard  be  earth's  once  more, 
Since  the  gold  shines  in  His  store ! 


) 


Allah  Mn'hid,  Allah  most  good! 
Now  Thy  grace  is  understood  ; 
Now  my  heart  no  longer  wonders 
What  Al-Barsakh'  is,  which  sunder 

'  Cf.  KorSn,  xxiii.  cha|>ler  "  Or  Bclevcrs." 
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Life  from  death,  and  death  from  Heaven ) 

Nor  the  "  Paradises  Seven  *• 

Which  the  happy  dead  inherit ; 

Nor  those  '* birds*'  which  bear  each  spirft 

Towards    the    Throne,    *' green    birds    and 

white/' 
Radiant,  glorious,  swift  their  flight  I 
Now  the  long,  long  darkness  ends. 
Yet  ye  wail,  my  foolish  friends. 
While  the  man  whom  ye  call  "  dead  " 
In  unbroken  bliss  instead 
Lives,  and  loves  you ;  lost,  'tis  true 

« 

By  any  light  which  shines  for  you; 
But  in  light  ye  cannot  see 
Of  unfulfilled  felicity. 
And  enlarging  Paradise, 
Lives  the  life  that  never  die«. 
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Fiirfvvcll)  friends'     Yet  not  rarcwell; 
Where  I  am,  ye  too  sliall  dwell, 
I  ain  gone  before  your  face 
A  hcart-ljeat's  time,  a  grey  ant's  pace. 
When  ye  come  where  1  have  stcjiped. 
Ye  will  marvel  why  ye  wept; 
Ye  will  know,  by  true  love  taught, 
Th.it  here  is  all,  aud  there  is  naught. 
Weep  awhile,  if  ye  are  fain, 
Sunshine  still  must  follow  rain  ! 
Only  nut  at  death,  fur  death — 
Now  I  see — is  that  first  breath 
Whii:l.  cur  suiils  draw  whuu  wl-  enter 
Life,  tlijt  is  of  all  life  centre. 

Know  yu  Allah's  law  is  love, 
Viewed  from  Allah's  Thron-;  above  t 


J 
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Be  ye  firm  of  trust,  and  come 
Faithful  onward  to  your  home  I 


t( 


La  Allah  ilia  Allah  1     Yea, 


Mu'htd!  Restorer!  Sovereign!*'  say  I 


//*/  wkv  died  at  Azan  gave 

This  to  ii'iose  that  made  his  grave* 


i 
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Al-Mo^hyH  the  "  i^uukener l"  herebf 
Praise  Him  Whom  Angels praist  eltrnaify. 

"  And  of  H  is  signs  is  this,"  i  saith  the  Great  Book } 
"  Under  the  angry  sun  the  slain  earth — look  1 — 
Dries  up  to  dust ;  dies  every  growing  thing  j 
Then  blow  we  breathe  of  southern  wind  which  bring 
Rain-dropping  clouds,  and  seel  the  dead  earth  lives. 
And  atirs,  and  swells  ;  and  every  herb  revives. 
So  shall  the  dead  be  quickened  by  His  breath, 
This  is  AI-Mo'hyt's  sign,"  the  Great  Book  saith. 


O  thou  believer  I  shall  it  bt 

He  zaves  the  green  thing,  and  not  thee  f 

>  Cf.  KorSn,  ilL  ChaptM  "Of  Signs  ExpIaineJ." 
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f/e  guickeneih,  but  **  He  kilUth  :  "  blessed  they 
Who  may  abide  in  trust  that  final  day  / 

Y^A !  some  have  found  right  good  to  hear  the  sum- 
mons of  their  Lord^ 

And  gone  as  glad  as  warriors  proud,  who  take  up  spear 
and  sword 

At  sounding  of  the  song  of  fight ;  as  light  of  heart  as 
those 

For  whom  the  bride  unveiieth  her  mouth  of  pearl  and 


rose. 


Jelalu-'d-'Din^   Er-Rumi^   the  saint  of  Baikh,  the 


son 


L 
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Of  him  siirnamed  "  Flower  of  the  Faith,"  this  vias.      a 

chosen  one, 
To  whom  Death  softly  showed  himself,  Heaven'sgcnc-    't' 

call  to  give; 
For  what  word  is  it  hids  us  die,  save  that  whieh  iiihi^^^ 

us  live } 

Sick  Uy  he  there  in  Konya;  'twaa  dawn;  the  goldi 

stream 
Of  light,  new  springing  in  the  east,  on  bis  thin  lips  - 

did  gleam— 
Those  lips  which  spake  the  praise  of  God  all  througW 

his  holy  years, 
And  murmured  now,  witli  faith  and  hope  unchanged, 

the  morning  prayers. 

Thea  one  who  watched  beside  his  bed,  heard  at  the 
inner  gate 
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voice  cry,  "  j4fiah  I  '  open  !  *  from  far  I  come,  and 
wait 

.^o  speak  my  message  to  JelcLl — a  message  that  will 
brini^ 

Peace  and  reward  to  him  who  lies  the  Fdtihah  mur- 
muring/' 


Thereat  the  watcher  drew  the  bar  which  closed  the 

chamber-dcjor. 
Wondering  and  'feared,  for  ne'er  was  heard  upon  this 

earth  before 
Accents  so  sweet  and  comforting,  nor  ever  eyes  of  men 
Saw  presence  so  majestical  as  liis  who  entered  then. 


Entered  with  gliding  footsteps  a  bright  celestial  youth, 
Splendid  and  strange  in  beauty,  past  words  to  speak 
its  truth ; 
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Midnight  is  not  su  dark  and  dtep  as  was  his  iolriun 

gaze, 
By  love  aud  pity  lighted,  as  tbe   night  witb  fiivoT 

ffty*. 

"  What  is  thy  name? "  the  watcher  asked, ''  that  I  naj 

tell  iny  lord, 
Thou  fair  and  dreadful  messenger  t  whose  glance  ii  M 

a  sword ; 
Whose  fac-c  is  like  the  Heaven  unveiled  ;  "hn?c  tender 

searching  voice 
Makcth   the  heart   cease    beating,   bat  bids   the  soul 


"  AzRAEL  ANA,"  spake  the  shape,  "  I  am  the  Spirit  of 

Death ; 
And  I  am  sent  from  Allah's  throne  to  stay  thy  mast er'i 

breath." 
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*'  Come  in !  come  in  I  thou  Bird  of  God/'  cried  joyously 

jeiai, 

'^  Fold  down  thy  heavenly  plumes  and  speak  ! — Isl&m ! 
what  shall  be^  shall/' 


"Thou  blessed  one!*'  the  Angel  said,  "I  bring  thy 

time  of  peace ; 
When  I  have  touched  thee  on  the  eyes,  life's  latest 

ache  will  cease ; 
God  bade  me  come  as  I  am  seen  amid  the  heavenly 

host, 
No  enemy  of  awful  mould,  but  he  who  loveth  most/' 


"Dear  Angel!  do  what  thou  art  bid,"  quoth  Je4l, 

smilmgly, 
"God  willing,  thou  shalt  find  to-day  a  patient  one 

in  me; 
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Sweet  is  the  cup  of  bitterness  which  cometh  in  auch 


wiae!" 

With  that   he  bowed 

hh  saintly 

brow,— and 

Azrad                  i 

kissed  his  eyea. 

M-A/trmU!  " Slayer r  tend hmikta, 
In  love,  not  aiiggr,  unto  us. 

J 
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-</-• 


Praise  Hnn,  Al-Haiyl  the  ^^ Ever-living*^  ^'^^1 
Who  io  eternal  life  His  own  doth  bring, 

Saith  the  Book  :  "  Count  not  as  dead  ^ 
Such  as  for  the  Faith  have  bled ; 
Stark  and  red  their  bodies  lie^ 
But  their  souls  are  in  the  sky. 
Resident  with  God,  who  granta 
All  for  which  the  spirit  pants. 
Joyful  are  they,  resting  there 
Free  from  sorrow,  pain,  or  fear ; 


*  Cf.  Kcrin,  iii.  chapter  "  Of  Immn's  Family.' 


I 
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Watching  U8  who,  left  in  life. 
Are  not  quit,  as  yet,  of  strife  ; 
But  shall  soon  attain,  to  share 


Allah's  mercies,  and  declan 


Side  by  side  with  those — that  He 
Showeth  grace  eternally. 
And  withholdeth  not  the  pay 
At  the  ending  of  the  day. 


Ya-fTaiy  I  Thou  ever-living'  Lord^ 
Be  ours  such  work  and  such  rewcu^d 


THE  TRUMPET. 
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Magnify  Him,  AlKalyum  ;  and  so  call 
The  '''  Self-subsisting'*  God  Who  jud<reih  alL 

^^HKN  the  trumpet  shall  sound, 

On  that  day,* 
The  wicked,  slow-gathering. 

Shall  say, 
**  Is  it  long  we  have  lain  in  our  graves? 

For  it  seems  as  an  hour !" 
Then  will  Israfil  call  them  to  judgment; 
And  none  shall  have  power 


"  C£  Korin,  xx.  chapter  «*0f  T.  H." 
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To  turn  aside^  this  way  or  that ; 

And  their  voices  will  sink 
To  silence,  except  for  the  sounding 

Of  a  noise,  like  the  noise  on  the  brink 
Of  the  sea,  when  its  stones 

Are  dragged  with  a  clatter  and  hiss 
Down  the  shore,  in  the  wild  breakers'  roar : 

The  sound  of  their  woe  shall  be  this  I 


Then  they  who  denied 

That  He  liveth  Eternal,  "  Self-made/* 
Shall  call  to  the  mountains  to  crush  them ; 

Amazed  and  aflfrayed. 


Thou  Self'Siib si  stents  Living  Lord! 
Thy  grace  against  that  day  afford. 
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Al'  Wdjidl  praise  hereby  that  Watchful  One 
Whose  eyes  see  all  things  underneath  the  sun. 

By  the  Ten  holy  eves  and  the  Dawns  of  gold !  * 

By  the  One  and  the  Manifold  ! 

By  the  deepening  of  the  Darkness  of  the  night ! 

(And  these  be  oaths  of  might :) 

Hast  thou  considered  what  with  Ad  God  wrought. 

And  whercunto  He  brought 

Proud  Iram  of  the  pillared  throne. 

Whose  like  no  other  land  did  own ; 

*  Cf.  Kordn,  Ixxxix.  chapter  "  Of  Daybreak." 
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And  TiiaiiiLid'a  race,  which  hewed  houses  of  rocks; 
And  Pharaoh,  strong  for  shocks 
As  is  a  tent  with  tent-pegs  driven  deep  ? ' 
Lo  !  these  their  haughty  state  did  kee|). 
And  multiply  their  wickedness; 
Till  Allah,  who  long-suffering  hath, 
Laid  upon  them  the  scourges  of  His  wrath. 


Verily,  as  a  "watch-tower"  is  your  Lord. 
Lot  if  ye  knew  this,  would  yc  shut  your  hoard 
When  the  poor  cry;  decour  the  weak;  and  love 
Your  riches  more  than  treasures  stored  above? 
Ho !  when  the  earth's  bones  crack, 
And,  rank  on  rank,  the  angels  gather, 
And  hell's  black  gates  fly  back, 

'  The  Arabic  word  lt'a/a-/be»n  this  sij^ninia  ion. 
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How  will  each  say,  "  Would  God  in  life's  fair  weather, 
I  had  bethought  me  of  this  storm  of  hell  I  '* 


But  then  it  shall  be  well 
For  thee,  thou  soul !  to-day  uncomforted. 
Who  know'st  that  Allah  sees; 
And  patiently  awaitest  till  He  please 
Call  thee  to  comfort,  praising  Him  and  praised. 
Joyous  thou  shalt  be  raised 
To  Paradise,  hearing  His  angels  say, 
"  Enter,  and  be  exceeding  glad  to-day  1 


fi 


Al-Wdjidl  '' Watcher  r  save  by  graa^ 
Who  shall  attain  that  happy  placet 


908 
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Wdhidl  The  " Oner  yefaithfuly  say  herein 
Sura  A  I' r  kids}  cleansing  souls  from  sin. 

"in  god's  name,  merciful,  compassionate  I" 


Say  :  "  He  is  God  alone. 

Eternal  on  the  Throne. 
Of  none  begotten,  and  begetting  none. 
Who  hath  not  like  unto  Him  any  one !  '** 


Ya  Wdhidl  Holy  I  Only  I  we 
Thus  do  declare  Thy  unity. 


*  This  name  is  given  to  the  Sura  as  **  clearing  oneself"  iiom  heresy. 
2  Cf.  Koran,  cxii.  chapter  "Of  Unity." 
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As'Samad!  ike  "  EUrmii  I"  by  this  namg 
Laud  Him  Who  will  be^  was^  and  is  the  Same, 


Op  Heaven's  prodigious  years  man  wotteth  nought ; 
The  "  Everlasting !  ^' — hast  thou  strained  thy  thought 
Searching  that  depth,  which  numbs  the  seeking  mind 
As  too  much  light  the  eager  gaze  doth  blind  ? 
The  years  of  men  are  measured  by  the  sun, 
And  were  not,  until  he  his  course  begun ; 
And  will  not  l)e,  when  his  gold  dial  dies : 
But  God  lived  while  no  sun  shone  i.i  the  skies  5 
And  shall  be  living  when  all  worlds  are  dead : 
Yet  hereof,  though  ye  see  the  truth  is  said, 
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Ye  take  no  more  the  meaning  than  one  takd 
Measure  of  ocean  by  the  cup  thai  9lake» 
HiB  thirst,  from  riltet  ruuniiig  to  the  sea. 

Behind — before  ye,  shines  Eternity, 
Vitible  as  the  vault's  rathomless  blue, 
Which  is  so  deep  the  glance  goes  never  through, 
Though  nothing  stays  save  depth :  so  is  it  s 
That  Allah  must  be  ever,  and  hath  been; 
Seen,  but  not  comprehended — for  man'e  wit 
Knows  this,  yet  knows — not  understanding  it. 

Mete  ye  not  Allah's  times  by  man's ;  life  | 
No  measure  of  the  Life  Divine  which  lives 
Unending,  uncotnmcnced,  having  no  stay 
Of  yesterday,  to-morrow,  or  to-day; 
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Being  for  ever  one  unbroken  Now 
Where  past  and  future  come  not. 

Heard* 8t  thou  how. 
What  time  fair  Zion  was  given  to  sword  and  flame, 
Ozair^  the  Jew  upon  his  camel  came 
Over  those  hills  which  ring  the  sea  of  Lot,* 
So  that  one  footstep  and — ye  see  her  not, 
And  then  another — and  the  city  comes 
Full  upon  view  with  all  her  milk-white  domes. 
But  the  Chaldean  now  had  spoiled  the  place. 
And  desolate  and  waste  was  Zion's  face, 
Her  proud  abodes  unpeopled,  and  her  ways 
Heaped  with  charred  beams  and  lintels.     Ozair  says, 
"  O  Lord !  who  promised  to  Jerusalem 
Comfort  and  peace ;  and  for  her  sons,  to  them 


^  Identified  by  some  commentators  with  Ezra  of  Scripture; 
•  The  Dead  Sea. 
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A  glad  return,  how  shall  Thy  word  tic  kept 
When  tire  ami  steel  over  these  roofs  have  swtpi. 
And  she,  that  was  a  queen,  lies  dead  and  bUck, 
A  smoking  niin,  where  the  jackaU  pack? 
A  hundred  years  were  not  enough  ki  give 
Life  liatk  to  Zion !     Can  she  ever  live  f " 


But  while  he  spake,  the  Angcl  of  the  Lord 

Laid  on  liir  doubting  front  a  fiery  sword, 
Ami  Ozair  in  that  lonely  dcstrt  spot 
Fell  prone,  and  lay — breathing  and  in(i\ing  not- 
One  hundred  years,  while  the  great  world  roil,  J  mi, 
And  Zion  rose,  and  mighty  deeds  were  done. 
And  w  hen  the  liiindred  years  were  flown,  God  J.iiJ, 
"Aw;ikc,  Ozair;  how  long  bast  tarried, 
Thinkost  thou,  here  ?  "     Ozuir  replied,  "  A  d.iy, 
Perchance,  or  half."     The  awful  Voice  faid,  ''  N'.iy- 
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But  look  upon  thy  camel/'     Of  that  beast 
Nought  save  white   bones  was  left:    no   sign,  the 

least. 
Of  flesh,  or  hair,  or  hide :  the  desert  grass 
Was  matted  o'er  its  shanks,  and  roots  did  pass 
From  a  gnarled  fig-tree  through  the  eye-pits  twain, 
And  in  and  out  its  ribs  grew  the  vervain.    . 
But  'mid  the  moulderings  of  its  saddle-bags 
And  crimson  carpet,  withered  into  rags, 
A  basket,  full  of  new-picked  dates,  stood  there 
Beside  a  cruise  of  water,  standing  where 
He  set  them  fresh,  twice  fifty  years  ago ; 
And  all  the  dates  were  golden  with  the  glow 
Of  yestreen's  sunset,  and  the  cruise's  rim 
Sparkled  with  water  to  the  very  brim. 
"  Ozair !  *'  the  awful  Voice  spake,  "  look  on  these  I 
FJe  maketh  and  unmaketh  what  shall  please ; 
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Saves  or  destroys,  restores  or  irasls  away; 
And  oentiiries  to  Him  are  as  a  day  j 
And  cities  all  as  easy  to  revive 
As  this  lliy  t-aniel  here,  which  now  shall  lis 


Thereon  the  skull  and  bones  together  crept 
From  tangled  weed  and  sand  uhere  they  had  slept: 
The  hide  and  hair  came,  and  the  flesh  filled  in. 
The  eyes  returned  their  hollow  pits  witliin, 
The  saddle-bags  upon  its  haitnchcs  hung. 
The  carpet  on  the  saddle-horns  was  flung, 
The  nose-rope  from  the  niuKKk-  fell.     The  beast 
Ruse  from  its  knees,  and  wunld  have  made  to  feast 
On  the  green  herbage  where  its  bones  had  lain. 
But  that  it  heard  bells  of  a  caravan 
Coming  from  Kcdron,  and  with  glad  cry  roare 
I'hen  Ozair  looked^  and  saw — newly  restored— 
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Zion's  fair  walls  and  temples^  and  a  crov/d 

Of  citizens ;  and  traffic  rich  and  loud 

In  her  white  streets ;  and  knew  time  should  not  be 

Reckoned  Against  Him  who  hath  eternity. 


As-Samcuil  Everlasting  One ! 

Thy  times  are  good:  Thy  will  be  don€. 
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Al-Kadar\  He  is  " Providtnce l""  h^refy 
The  Lard  of  all  things  living  magnify. 

When  ye  say  Kismal,  say  it  wittingly, 
O  true  helievers!  under  Allah's  throne 

Place  is  not  left  for  those  accursed  three, 

"Destiny,"  "  Fortune,"  "  Chance."     Allah  klone 


Ruleth  His  children :   Kismat  ye  shall  deera 
Each  man's  "allotted  portion,"  from  of  old 

Fixed  for  hia  part  in  the  Eternal  scheme 

By  those  great  Hands  which  all  the  worlds  enfold. 
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Sayeth  "  the  Book  :  ^'  '^  There  passeth  no  man^s  soul 
Except  by  God^s  permission,  and  the  Speech 

Writ  in  the  scroll  determining  the  whole. 
The  times  of  all  men,  and  the  times  for  each.'^  ^ 


Also  it  sayeth :  "  If  a  man  shall  choose 
This  world's  reward,  to  him  it  shall  be  given ; 

And  if  a  man  shall  dare  his  life  to  lose 

For  Paradise,  he  shall  be  paid  in  Heaven/*  * 


Va  Kadar!  "  Ruler  V  teach  us  still, 
Isldm,  submission  to  Thy  will. 


*  Cf.  Koran,  iii.  chapter  "  Of  Imran's  Family.' 

•  Cf.  Koran,  ii.  chapter  "  Of  the  Co\¥." 
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Al-Muklttdir\  fki"  PoTfer/iill"  by  this 

Priiite  we  the  Ward,  whence  comeik  woe  and  Stitt 


Verilt,  all  things — saith  "the  Book  " ' — We  made, 
Decreeing;  and  Our  bidding  was  one  word, 
Quick,  as  the  twinkling  of  an  eye;  and  all, 
Whatever  things  men  do,  stands  in  the  scroIU, 
Where  great  and  small  alike  arc  written  down ;  1 
And  then  shall  surely  come  the  Hour — the  Moi 
And  bitter  for  the  sinners  it  will  be 
When  they  are  dragged,  upon  their  faces,  down  | 
To  hell,  and  taste  the  touch  of  fire ;  but  sweet 
*  C£  Koiin,  Uv,  chapter  "Of  the  Moon." 
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Will  it  be  for  the  pious — these  shall  sit 

*Mid  streams  and  gardens  in  the  seat  of  truth, 

Happy,  near  Muktadir,  the  Mighty  One. 


Grant  us  that  seat  of  truth  to  set^ 
Almighty  Allah  I  nigh  to  Thee. 
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Mukati4m!  Afuwakhif!  by  thtse  names  still 
Praise  Him  Who  kaih  farewanud,  and dolhjH', 

When  the  trumpet  shall  be  ringing, 
Then  the  threaten(;d  Day  hath  come, 
Every  soul  to  judgment  bringing.' 

Each  soul  shall  itself  deliver 

With  two  Angels,  unto  doom, 
Wilh  a  Witness  and  a  Driver. 


He  that  driveth  shall  say,  "  Vainly 
Warned  we  thee,  till  this  uphnldiiig 
Of  the  veil :  now  thou  secat  plainly." 

'  Cf.  Ko:in,  I.  chapter  "  Of  K," 


SURA  "  OF  Kr  231 


And  the  Witness  by  his  side^ 
He  shall  say^  a  scroll  unfolding, 
"  This  is  what  I  testified." 


Loud  shall  sound  th'  award  eternal : 
''Hurl  to  hell  the  misbelievers. 
Sinners,  liars; — let  infernal 


''Torments  seize  perverse  transgressors  I" 
Then  will  speak  the  wan  deceivers. 
Seeking  pleas  and  intercessors. 


But  the  awful  Voice  shall  thunder, 
"  Wrangle  not  in  Allah's  hearmg  * 
Many  a  sign  and  many  a  wonder 
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"  Did  forwarn  ye  of  repentance ;  * 
Time  is  past  for  more  forhearing; 
Not  with  Us  is  change  of  sentence." 

Heaven  shall  say  to  Hell  tiiat  mominc, 
"  Art  thou  full  ?  "  Hell  shall  inquire, 
"Hast  thou  others? '   blackly  yawning 

With  choked  gullet.     But  believing 
Souls  will  see,  hrought  nieh  and  iiigher. 

Paradise's  gates,  receiving 

Those  to  whom  We  promised  Heaven. 
"Patient  ones!  for  ever  striving 
Toward*  liie  Merciful !  forgiven 

^  The  text  U    |Jj>CjII  •fLtlt  tji,,^Ji,  "  1  [lui  fatth  umo  ym  ilic 
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Are  your  falterings ;  enter  ye 
Into  peace;  now  ia  arriving 
The  great  Day  of  eternity." 


Forfwarner  and  Fulfiller  t  w* 
Cenftis  with  dread  Thine  equity. 
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^^ 

Avnual!  Akhir!  TkAAtrl  Batin!  thtse four 
Bt  ^^  Mother  I  o/thi  Names  i"'^  thy  Lord  aiia't. 
Speaking  suck  -words  at  da  Him  truly  call 
EsSfHCe  and  Substance,  First  and  Last  in  aH. 


Sura  the  seven  and  fiftieth  :*  there  is  writ 
The  holy  verse  which  keeps  the  charge  of  it; 

'  lliese  Tout  divine  lil)cs  ore  known  by  llie  Icclmicil  nppellslion  ol 
"  Tbe  Molhera  cJ  the  Names,"  being  regaideil  a  fuudamenlnl  and  »ll- 
compreliensive. 

»  Cf.  Koiin,  IviL  chapter  "Oflron,"  v.  j. 
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The  verse  which  all  the  names  of  Allah  holdeth 
As  in  one  sky  the  silver  stars  all  sit. 


The  chapter  "  of  the  Iron  !  *' — and  this  script 
Set  on  its  forefront^  as  a  hilt  is  tipped 

With  four-fold  gold  ;  or  as  a  helm  of  steel 
By  some  far-sparkling  crest-gem  is  equipped. 


"  He  is  the  First  and  Last^' — this  scripture  shows— 


a 


Outer  and  Inner,  That  which  doth  disclose. 
And  That  which  hides  Itself;  the  Manifest, 


The    Secret;    and    all    things    and    thoughts    He 
knows." 


€i 


In  six  days  earth  and  heaven  He  made  alone^ 


Then  reascended  the  Eternal  Throne ; 
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What  entereth  earth  and  issueth  thence  He  sees, 


And  what  goes  up  and  down  the  sky  is  known 


9i 


"  To  Allah,  Who  is  nigh  where'er  ye  be. 
And  whatsoever  deeds  ye  do  doth  see  ; 

His  is  the  kingdom  of  the  earth  and  heaven ; 
All  things  return  to  Allah  finally/' 


Be^nningl  End  I  Without  I  Within  t 
We  celebrate  Thy  praise  herein. 
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Laud  Him  who  governs  governors  and  kings^ 
Angels i  and  Djins^  and  men,  and  living  things. 

Wot  ye  of  Solomon's  signet,  graved  of  a  sapphire  in 
gold. 
Graved  with  the  great  name  of  God,  writ  on  the  blue 
of  the  stone  ? 
Wisdom  and  riches  and  power  had  he  who  that  treasure 
did  hold ; 
Safe  in  the  strength  of  the  signet  he  sate  on  his  ivory 
throne. 

Only  King  Solomon  knew  how  the  dread  letters  did  flow. 
What  was  the  breathing  of  Aleph,  where  came  the 
whispering  Yod; 
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When  tie  spake  Uic  ineffable  Word,  the  Bea-wimbU 
bidding  would  blow; 
And  the  hills  yield  their  iron,  and  jewels,  aud  gold, 
at  the  naming  of  God. 

And  out  of  the  void   of  the  sky,  and  up  from  tlit 
gulfs  and  the  capes. 
And  forth  from  the  caverns  of  earth,  and  down  fnH 

the  mountains  of  flame. 
Flocked  Demons  with  wonderful  wing?,  and  Ifreetol 
horrible  shape, 
And  Djiiis,  with  red  eyes,  made  of  fire ;  Divs,  Peri!. 
and  Giants,  they  came. 

They  came,  at  the  call  of  ike  name,  frum  Kdf,  that 
engirdles  the  seas  j 
From  the  gloom  of  the  tombs  in  the  graveyard,  from 
ruins  on  desolate  ground  ; 


SOLOMON'S  SIGNET.  229 

From  the  pool  and  the  marsh  and  the  forest ;  from 
poisonous  blossoms  and  trees  ; — 
Monstrous    or    dwarfish, —  constrained,    enchained, 
subdued,  by  a  sound ; 


The  sound  of  the  title  of  Allah,  spoken   so  as   the 
Angels  speak  : — 
Nor  spirits  uncomely  only,  and  evil ;  ethereal  bands 
Thronged  down  from  their  heavenly  houses,  the  Great 
King's  service  to  seek. 
Hearing  that  nameless  Name  which  all  things  living 
commands. 


And  the  fowl  and  the  beasts  were  fain  to  gather,  each 
creature  by  each, 
When  Solomon  summoned  hereby,  pronouncing  the 
mystical  words. 
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Moreover,  their  tliiiiib  moulh*  opened,  and  ihe  fiy  and 
the  bee  had  a  speech  ; 
And  he  knew  the  heart  of  the  lions,  and  leaioecl  the 

mind  uf  the  birds. 

ThiiB  i»  it  writ  how  he  marched  by  Tayf  from  tht 
Syrian  Und 
Through  the  "Valley  of  Ants"  and  heard  the  cry 
of  that  people  of  clay, 
"Hide    ye!    hide   in    the   earth!    for   there    passeth 
Solomon's  band ; 
We  are  many  and  wise,  but  we  die,  if  the  king's  foot 
cometh  this  way." 


And  he  laughed,  but  leaped  to  the  ground,  and  bowed 
his  forthead  and  said, 
"O  Lord  God  I  grant  me  to  learn  from  the  ant  tliL 
wit  to  be  meek. 
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I  am  many  and  strong,  and  a  king ;  yet  Thou  canst 
instantly  tread 
The  pride  of  this  earth  to  du?t,  and  the  strongest 
to  Thee  are  but  weak !  *' 


Then   he   viewed   the   birds,  and   cried,  *'  1    see  not 
amongst  ye  here 
AUHudhiid,  the  crested  lapwing;  what  doth  she  to 
linger  away  ? 
Ill  shall  it  fall  for  her,  who  seeketh  us  water  clear. 
If  she  find  not  a  fountain  for  prayers  before  the  end- 
ing of  day ! 


But   they  tarried   not  long  until   the  whirr  of  her 
speckled  wings 
Brought  unto  Solomon's  feet  the  crested  lapwing, 
who  spake, 
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"I  have  Been  a  queen  that  is  greater  than   any  save 

thee,  0  King  \ 
In  Seba  she   reigiieth  majestic,  antj  gluriuus  king-. 

ship  doth  make. 

"  There  hath  she  a  marvellous  thmne  of  silver,  fi^ui 
with  gold, 
And  the  head  of  the  throne  Is  a  moon  in  a  jasjitr 
and  emerald  curve . 
For   her  people   worship  the   moon."     And    Solomon 
answered,  "Behold  I 
Little  bird !   if  thou  liest  not,  this  tjneen  shall  the 
Merciful  serve  I " 


Thereafter  the  message  went  from  the  servant  of  God, 
the  king: 
"  Solomon,  son  of  David,  to    Balkis,  queen  of  the- 
§outh  ; 
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Peace  be  to  them  that  follow  the  Name  upon  Solo- 
mon's ring ; 
Yield  thee,  and  worship  Allah ;  cursed  is  the  idola- 
trous mouth/' 

Then  Balkis  sent  him  gifts^  of  gold  bricks^  yellow  and 
red; 
And  beautiful  slaves  five  hundred,  with  amber  and 
musk ;  and  a  gem 
Drilled  with  a  crooked  hole^  which  never  a  goldsmith 
could  thread ; 
And  a  topaz  of  price,  unpierced,  and  a  diamond 
diadem. 

He  bade  the  sea-worm  eat  a  way  through  the  unpierced 
stone ; 
And   the  little    ant   carry  a    thread   through  the 
ruby's  crooked  drill. 
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"  Doth  she  orTor  to  Solomon  gifts?  "  quoth  he,  on  his 
ivory  throne, 
"We  are  richer  than  Seba's  kingdoml    By  Allah!" 

Baid  he,  "  I  will 

"That  one  of  my  slaves  bring  hither  Queen  Balkii' 
jewelled  sent ; 
Thereby  she  shall  learn  that  the  glor)-  is  ours,  anil 
the  knowledge  and  might." 
Then  Asaf  the  wise  commanded,  and  a  Djin  spread 
his  pinions  fleet, 
And  brought  the  moon-throne  thither,   and  get  it 
before  them  aright. 

In  a  guarded  house  she  had  shut  it,  which  a  thousand 
bowmen  kept, 
But  when  she  was  come  to  Salem,  lo  t  Solomon  the 
king 
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Sate  there  on  her  own  gold  seat^  and  Balkis  bowed  her 
and  wept. 
Sayings  "  I  pray  thee,  teach  me  the  Name  on  thy 
signet  ring  1 

•*We  have  sinned  against  our  souls,  following  lower 
Lords; 
Our  kingdom  we  give,  and  our  goods,  and  our  lives, 
and  our  spirits  to  thine.*' 


Such  worship   had  he  of  old  who  knew  Al-lVdWs 
words 
Which  rule  the  nilers,  and  knew  the  sound  of  the 
Name  Divine.^ 


Ya  Walt!  Gracious  Lord!  impart 
True  know/edge  of  Thee^  as  Thou  art. 


*  Cf.  Kor&n,  xxviL  chapter  •'Of  the  Ant.- 
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Praise  Him,  Al-Mutdhdii  I  Whose  decree 
Is  wiser  than  the  wit  of  man  can  see, 

^Tis  written  in  the  chapter  "  of  the  Cave/'  * 

An  Angel  of  the  Lord,  a  minister. 

Had  errands  upon  earth,  and  Moses  said, 

''  Grant  me  to  wend  with  thee,  that  I  mav  learn 

God's  ways  with  men/*     The  Angel,  answering,  said, 

"  Thou  canst  not  bear  with  me ;  thou  wilt  not  have 

Knowledge  to  judge;  yet  if  thou  followest  me. 

Question  me  not,  whatever  I  shall  do. 

Until  I  tell  thee/' 

^  Cf.  Koran,  xviii 
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Then  they  found  a  ship 
On  the  sea-shore,  wherefrom  the  Angel  struck 
Her  boards  and  brake  them.    Moses  said,  ^^  Wilt  drown 
Xhe  mariners  ?  this  is  a  strange  thing  wrought  ?  '* 
^'  Did  I  not  say  thou  couldst  not  bear  with  me  ?  ^* 
The  Angel  answered — "be  thou  silent  now!'* 

Yet  farther,  and  they  met  an  Arab  boy : 
Upon  his  eyes  with  mouth  invisible 
The  Angel  breathed ;  and  all  his  warm  blood  froze. 
And,  with  a  moan,  he  sank  to  earth  and  died. 
Then  Moses  said,  *'  Slayest  thou  the  innocent 
Who  did  no  wrong  ?  this  is  a  hard  thing  seen  !  '^ 
"  Did  I  not  tell  thee,"  said  the  Minister, 
Thou  wouldst  not  bear  with  me?  question  me  not!'* 

Then  came  they  to  a  village,  where  there  stood 
A  lowly  hut ;  the  garden-fence  thereof 


PEARLS  OF  THE  FAITH. 


Toppled  to  fall :  the  Angel  thrust  it  down, 

A  ruin  of  grey  stones,  and  lime,  and  tiles, 

Crushing  the  lentils,  melons,  Baffron,  beans. 

The  little  harvest  of  the  cottage  folk, 

"  What  hire,"  asked  Moses,  "  hadst  thou  fur  this  dee- 

Seeming  so  evil  1 " 

Then  the  Angel  said, 
"This  is  the  parting  betwixt  me  and  thee; 
Vet  will  I  first  make  manifest  the  things 
Thou  couldst  not  bear,  not  knowing;  that  niy^jrf^j 
'  Exalted  above  all  reproach ' — be  praised. 
The  ship  I  broke  serveth  poor  fiaher-folk 
Whose  livelihood  was  lost,  because  there  cam 
A  king  that  way  seizing  all  boat^  fouud  whole  ; 
Now  have  they  peace.     Touching  the  Arab  boy: 
In  two  moons  be  had  shiin  his  mother's  son, 
Being  perverse;  but  now  his  brother  lives, 
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Whose  life  unto  his  tribe  was  more^  and  he 
Dieth  blood-guiltless.     For  the  garden  wall : 
Two  goodly  youths  dwell  there,  offspring  of  one 
That  loved  his  Lord^  and  underneath  the  stones 
The  father  hid  a  treasure,  which  is  theirs. 
This  shall  they  find,  building  their  ruin  up, 
And  joy  will  come  upon  their  house !    But  thou, 
Journey  no  more  with  me,  because  I  do 
Nought  of  myself,  but  all  by  Allah's  will.** 


Ai'Muidhdll  Makirofmen, 
Exalted  art  Thou  past  our  ken. 
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Pridse  Him,  Al-BarrI  Whose  goodifes. 
Wha  is  so  loving  and  compasiionaU. 


Pitt!  for  He  is  Pitiful ;~a  king 
Is  likest  Allah,  not  in  triumphing 
'Mid  eaemiea  o'erthrown,  nor  seated  high 
On  stately  gold,  nor  if  the  echoing  aky 
Rings  with  his  name,  but  when  swetrt  mere 
His  words  and  deeds.     The  very  best  man  pravs 
For  Allah's  help,  since  fvcble  are  the  best ; 
And  never  shall  man  reach  tb'  angelic  rest 
Save  by  the  vast  compassion  of  Heaven's  Kin 
Our  Prophet  once,  Ayesha  answering, 
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Spake  this:  '*I  shall  not  enter  that  pure  place, 
Even  I,  except  through  Allah's  covering  grace." 
Even  our  Lord  (on  him  be  peace  1 } ;  oh,  see  I 
If  he  besought  the  Sovereign  Clemency, 
How  must  we  supplicate  it?     Truly  thus 
Great  need  there  is  of  Allah's  grace  for  us, 
And  that  we  live  compassionate! 

Hast  seen 
The  record  written  of  Salah-ud-Deen 
The  Sultan  ?  how  he  met,  upon  a  day, 
In  his  own  city  on  the  public  way, 
A  woman  whom  they  led  to  die.     The  veil 
Was  stripped  from  off  her  weeping  face,  and  pale 
Her  shamed  cheeks  were,  and  wild  her  dark  fixed  eye, 
And  her  lips  drawn  with  terror  at  the  cry 
Of  the  harsh  people,  and  the  rugged  stones 
Borne  in  their  hands  to  break  her,  flesh  and  bonet| 
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For  the  taw  sioud  ihat  sinncre  such  as  she 

Perish  by  stoning,  and  this  ilcx>m  must  be; 

So  went  tile  waa  adulteress  to  her  death. 

High  noon  it  was,  and  the  hot  khamsecn's  breath 

Blew  from  the  desert  sands  and  parched  the  town. 

The  crows  gasped,  and  the  kine  went  up  and  down 

With  lolling  tongues ;  the  caroels  moaned  ;  a  crowd 

Pressed    with    their    pitchers,    wrangling    high    and 

loud. 
About  the  tank  ;  and  one  dog  by  a  well. 
Nigh  dead  with  thirst,  lay  where  he  yelped  and  fell. 
Glaring  upon  the  water  out  of  reach, 
And  praying  succour  in  a  silent  speech. 
So  piteous  were  its  eyes.     Which  when  she  saw. 
This  woman  from  her  foot  her  shoe  did  drav. 
Albeit  death-Borrow lul,  and  looping  up 
The  long  silk  of  her  girdle,  made  a  cup 
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Of  the  heel's  hollow^  and  thus  let  it  sink 
Until  it  touched  the  cool  black  water's  brink ; 
So  filled  th'  embroidered  shoe^  and  gave  a  draught 
To  the  spent  beast^  which  whined^  and  fawned^  and 

quaffed 
Her  kind  gift  to  the  dregs ;  next  licked  her  hand. 
With  such  glad  looks  that  all  might  understand 
He  held  his  life  from  her ;  then,  at  her  feet 
He  followed  close,  all  down  the  cruel  street. 


Her  one  friend  in  that  city. 


But  the  king, 


Riding  within  his  litter,  marked  this  thing. 

And  how  the  woman,  on  her  way  to  die. 

Had  such  compassion  for  the  misery 

Of  that  parched  hound:  ^'Take  off*  her  chain,  and 

place 
The  veil  once  more  above  the  sinner's  face. 
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And  lead  her  tn  her  house  in  peace  I "  he  sud. 
"  The  law  is  that  the  people  stone  thee  dead 
For  that  which  thou  hast  wrought ;  but  there  is  ci 
Fawning  around  thy  feet,  a.  witness  dumh, 
Not  heard  upon  thy  trial ;  this  hriiie  beast 
Testifies  for  ihce,  sinter !  whose  weak  breast 
Death  could  not  make  ungentle.    I  hold  rule 
In  Allah's  stead,  who  is  '  the  Merciful,' 
And  hope  for  mercy ;  therefore  go  thou  free—  i 
1  dare  not  show  less  pity  uitto  thee  I" 


As  wejorgive — and  mart  than  wt — 
Ya  Ban- 1  good  Ged  I  show  eltmemy. 


ADAM  QUITTING  BDEN. 


MS 
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Praise  //tm,  Al-Taivwdb;  if  a  soul  repents^ 
Seven  times  and  seventy  times  thy  Lord  relents. 


At  the  gates  of  Paradise, 
Whence  the  angry  Angels  drave  him, 
Adam  heard  in  gentle  wise 
Allah's  whisper,  which  forgave  him : 
*'  Go/*  it  said,  "  from  this  fair  place. 
Ye  that  sinned;  yet  not  despairing; 
Haply  there  shall  come  a  grace 
And  a  guidance  j  and  in  fearing 
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Me,  and  following  My  wit!. 

Blessed  shall  your  seed  be  still."* 

Know  ye  not  that  Goil  receives 
Gladly  back  the  bouI  which  grieves' 
Know  ye  not  that  He  relents 
Ere  the  sinner  well  repents? 
Terribly  His  justice  burns, 
Easily  His  anger  turns.* 

Spake  our  Lnrd ;  "  IF  one  draw  near 
Unto  God — with  praise  and  prayer — 
Haifa  cubit,  God  will  go 
Twenty  leagues  to  meet  him  so. 


'  Cf.  Korin,  iL  chapter  "Ofihe  Heifer,"  ».  35. 

»  Ct.  Koiiti,  ix.  chspler  "OfRepmunct" 
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He  who  walketh  unto  God, 
God  will  run  upon  the  road. 
All  the  quicklier  to  forgive 
One  who  learns  at  last  to  live.'* 


Ya  ToTVwdb  I  for  Thy  merc^s  sake^ 
Us  to  sweet  peace  and  pity  take. 


( 
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"  Forever  /  '  and  ^Avinf^er  !  "  worship  Him 
By  these  two  names^  Ghafoor  and  Muntakim, 

^  O  Men,  of  dry  clay  moulded,  as  the  potter  moulds 

the  jars ; 
O  Djins,  that  We  have  fashioned  from  the  smokeless 

fire  of  stars : 

What  terror  of  the  Lord  will  ye  abide  F 


He  is  Lord  of  east  and  west,  He  is  Lord  of  south 
and  north ; 


1  Cf.  Korftn,  Iv.  chapter  **0f  the  Merciftil." 
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And  the  seas  obey  the  limits  which   He  set  them, 
pouring  forth : 

fVhat  terror  of  the  Lord  will  ye  abide  ? 

Their  white  pearls,  large  and  small^  are  the  handiwork 

of  Him ; 
And  the  ships^  with  towering  sails^  by  His  winds  and 

waters  swim : 

Which  terror  of  your  Lord  will  ye  abide  ? 

But  the  earth  and  all  her  creatures  shall  die  and  be 

decayed ; 
Only  the  face  of  Allah  will  never  change  nor  fade: 
Which  terror  of  your  Lord  will  ye  abide  ? 

The  face  of  Allah  ruling  in  glorious  array; 
For  all  things  look  unto  Him^  and  He  governs  day  by 
day: 

Which  terror  of  your  Lord  will  ye  abide  f 


ISO 
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Yet  will   He  find  good   leisure,  ye  twain !   ye  Djini 

and  Men, 
To  judge  you  at  the  jucgment,  O  Clay  and  Flame! 

A' hat  then  ? 

Whicli  Urror  of  your  Lord  u-Ul  tje  abi<UM 

If  ye  can  pass  His  gateways,  east,  west,  and  soutli 

north — 
Which  shut  in  earth  and   heaven — hasten   ye !   pa« 

ye  forth : 

iVhich  terror  of  your  Lord  will  ye  alide  t 


But  Life  and  Death  enclose  ye;  by  no  way  shall  jt 

pass; 
A  fence  of  flame  shall  stay  ye,  and  a  moat  of  moltOi 

brass: 

JVhich  terror  of  your  Lord  will  ye  abide  f 


HELL  AND  HBA  VBN. 


asi 


And  when  the  sky  is  rended^  red  like  a  new-ripped 

hide^ 
There  shall  be  no  accusing,  admitted  or  denied : 

Which  terror  of  your  Lord  will  ye  abide  ? 


No  yea  nor  nay!   uo  questions!  the  sinner's  brand 


•     • 


IS  sin; 


Thereby  shall  he  be  known,  and  flung  Hell's  blazing 
walls  within : 

Which  terror  of  your  Lord  will  ye  abide  F 


Flung  by  the  forelock  and  the  feet :  "'This  Hell  existed 

not,' 
Ye  said.     Now   broil  1   and   when   ye   thirst,   drink 

sulphur  scalding  hot : " 

Which  terror  of  your  Lord  will  ye  abide  f 


^H^i 

^^V    35s 
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^^^^        But  sweet  Tiir  him  who  v.ds  Taiihru 

,  and  fcard  ibc 

^^M                       of  his  God, 

^^^H        Are  the  Gardens  of  joy  preparing, 

and  the  gatu  nl 

^^H               the  Golden  Abode: 

^^H                       IVhich  houiilij  oj  hii  Lord  will  he  devy  I 

^^^H        With  leafv  branching  fruit-trees  are  set  those  Gatdcni 

^^H 

^^^1        And  softly  the   streamlctE  warble, 

and   brightly  the 

^^^K 

1 

^^B                       Whick  hounhj  of  his  Lord  a 

he  dea^^^k 

^m                          ■  — ' 

^^H         And  the  fruit  of  the  Golden  Gardens  swings  delicate, 

^^H                 near  to  reach. 

^^^^        Where  they  rest  on  tlicir  'broidcred 

couches,  hearing 

^^^B               deHghtful  speech : 

^^^L                     IFhich  buiinly  of  ikelr  Lord 

will  they  de^f. 

HELL  AND  HEAVEN.  25^ 

1  [icTcin   are  the   shy-faced    maidens,   refraining  their 

night  black  eyes 
Trom  any  save   that  glad   lover  whose  joy  is   their 

Paradise : 

Which  bounty  of  their  Lord  will  they  deny  F 

From  any  but  that  glad  lover,  that  happy  lord  for  whom 
Their  mouths  of  pearl  rain  kisses,  their  lips  of  ruby 
bloom . 

IVhtch  bounty  of  their  Lord  will  they  deny  ? 

Shall   the  wages  of  righteous-doing  be  less  than  the 

promise  given  ? 
Nay !   but  by  God,  the  Glorious,  the  debt  shall   be 

paid  in  heaven  I 

What  bounty  of  their  Lord  shall  they  deny  f 


O  man  I  fear  Him^  magnify  Himj 
Al'Ghafocr  and  Ai-Muntakim, 


-tr 
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praise  Him,  Al-RawAf,  yust  and  fCittii  ah/ay, 
H  'ho  tnovith  kciv  He  mad*  ui  of  the  clay. 


Sat,  "Lord  of  all,  to  Tliee 

Gueth  our  road  ; 
Require  not  of  our  souls 

Too  much,  dear  God  ! 
Thou  wittnot*  w!iat  was  earneil 

Thou  dost  defray  ; 
And  what  was  done  ainiss 

That  we  must  pay ; 
But  ah  !  be  not  extreme 

With  what's  forgot, 


SURA  •'OF  THE  STAR.' 
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With  error,  or  small  sin. 
And  load  us  not 
With  burdens  which  we  cannot  carry.  Lord  I 
But  favour,  help,  forgiveness  afford/'* 


Tender  His  answers  are : — 


»2 


(The  "  Chapter  of  the  Star, 


jlyat  the  Thirty-Third) :  "  The  heavens  and  earth 

To  Us  pertain,  and  We 

Will  deal,  assuredly. 
Well  with  the  good,  but  with  the  ill  in  wrath. 

Yet  not  for  each  offence. 

Errors  of  flesh  or  sense, 
Shall  there  be  judgment,  children  of  the  loam  I 

Our  mercy  reacheth  far ; 

We  know  ye  what  ye  are. 


1  Cf.  Korin,  il  chapter  "  Of  the  Heifer. 


>* 


»  Cf.  Korftn,  lilL 
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And  knew  ye  while  ye  lay  clots  in  the  womb ; 

Sin^  and  be  sorry^  and  amend : 
Who  sceketh  God  shall  find  Him  in  the  end." 


Ever- indulgent  Maker!  we 

Praise  for  these  words  Thy  clemency. 


SURA  "OP  THE  EMIGRATION."  »sr 


83 


o  fo^        f        ^ 


A7«jf  of  all  kingdoms !  only  Thou  art  crowned^ 

Whose  throne  is  heaven^  and  earth  Thy  footstool's  round. 

Ya  MAlik  !  Ya  KuddAs  !  wa  ya  Saldm  ! 
O  King  !  O  Holy  One  !  O  Peace-giver  I 
Ya  Aziz  !  Ya  Muhaimin  !   Ya  MAmin  ! 
O  Mighty !  O  Protector !  Faithful  ever  I 
Ya  Jahbdr  I  O  Thou  Sovereign,  All-compelling ! 
Ya  Mutakabhir  !  O  Thou  Lord  excelling  1 
xalted  art  Thou  over  utmost  praise  3 
ccurst  are  those  who  graven  idols  raise 

R 
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Be§ide  Thee;  unto  them  fall  plagues  and  shames! 
To  Thoe  alone  belong  "  the  comely  names."  ^ 


A'/«f  t>/  all  kings  I  ive  cdebralt 

With  eniiiesi  f  raise  Th/ glorioui  statt. 


'  Cr.  Koiin,  Itx.  dinptcr  "  Of  the  Eiuigrntion." 


J 
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O  "  Z^r//  ofawfulness  and  honour  I  **  wi 
Lack  wit  and  words  in  fitly  naming  Thee, 

things  shall  die  and  decay^  but  the  kingdom  of 

Allah  endureth^ 
langeless  in  honour  and  mighty  changeless  in  glory 

and  grace; 
led  be  He  who  is  Lord^  possessed  of  all  beauty  and 

greatness ; 
II  things  die  and  decay ;  only  endureth  His  face.^ 


DhuHjaldl  waH  ikrdm  !  thus  ever 
Praise  we  Thy  Throne  which  fadeth  never. 


»  Cf.  Koran,  Iv.  chapter  "Of  the  Merciful,"  vv.  26,  78. 
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Al-Afuksit/  "Equitable!"  mnke  us  in&of. 

At  men  have  wrought,  they  ihall be  wrmigki  niCjj 

Three  days  before  our  Lord  Muhammad  passed, 
They  bore  him  to  the  nioaque,  where  he  uprose 
Painfully  leaning  upon  Omar's  neck — 
The  fever  burning  in  his  cheeks,  his  mouth 
Dry  with  the  wind  of  death,  and  that  knit  brow; 
Shadowed  with  Azrael's  overhanging  wings. 
One  thin  hand  on  the  mimbar-rail  be  laid. 
Speaking  sweet  words  of  guidance,  precious  woi 
The  last  which  ever  fell  from  those  lit  lips. 
Teaching  his  Faithful. 
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Then  he  gazed  around. 
And  said,  "  Ye  men  of  Mecca,  where  I  lived. 
Going  and  coming,  testifying  God, 
I  shall  die  soon ;  I  pcay  ye  answer  me. 
Is  there  among  ye  here  one  I  have  wronged  ? 
I  have  borne  rule,  judging  in  Allah's  name^ 
That  am  a  man  and  sinful ;  have  I  judged 
Unrighteously,  or  wrathfully,  or  pressed 
Too    hard    in    the   amend  ?      Let    who    saith 

'Yea,' 
Make  his  '  Yea '  good  before  my  people  here, 
And  I  will  bare  my  back  that  he  may  smite. 
I  have  borne  testimony  for  the  truth. 
Not  sparing  sinners ;  speak,  if  there  be  here 
One  visited  unjustly ;  let  him  shame 
His  Prophet  now,  telling  the  sin  I  wrought 
Before  the  assembly.     I  have  gathered  dues; 
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Declare  if  I  defrauded  any  here 
Buying  or  selling." 

And  no  answer  came, 
Except  the  sound  of  sobs  and  falling  tears 
From  stem  breasts  and  the  eyes  of  bearded  mei 
Because  our  Lord  would  pass. 

But  one  arose,  ' 
A  hamal,  with  his  cord  across  his  back 
And  porter's  knot,  who  cried,  "  Abdallah'a  soal 
Three  drachms  nf  silver  owest  thou  to  me 
For  wood  I  bore  thee  after  '  Ratnadhau  I ' " 


"Good   friend,    [    ihank    thee,"   boftly  saidi 
Lord, 
"  Because  thou  didst  demand  thy  money  here. 
And  not  before  the  judgment  seat  of  God : 
111  is  it  if  men  thither  carry  debts !" 
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Therewith  he  paid  his  debt,  kissing  the  hand 
Wherein  the  dirhems  dropped ;  and  so  went  home 
To  die  upon  the  lap  of  Ayesha, 
With  glad  face  fixed  on  high,  and  holy  lips 
That  murmured^  '^  Allah  1  pardon  me  my  sins  I** 


O  ye  believers  !  if  our  Lord  did  thus, 
Consider  well  1  leave  no  unrighted  wrongs 
Against  the  ill  time  when  the  Angels  come, 
Monker  and  Naktr,  gliding  through  the  dark. 
And  set  ye  up  for  question  in  the  grave ; 
When  Israfil  his  dreadful  trumpet  blows, 
Summoning  to  judgment ;  when  the  skies  roll  back 
Like  a  scorched  scroll,  and  o'er  the  gulf  of  hell 
Al-Sirit  stretches,  ^^  thinner  than  a  hair 
And  sharper  than  a  sword,''  and  yet  to  cross  I 
Ah,  then  I  what  good  one  wrought,  he  hath  of  help 


264 


PEARLS  OF  THE  PATTH. 


Even  to  a  date-stone ;  what  of  ill  he  wrought. 
Of  hindrance,  to  a  date-stone  ;  for  your  God 
Is  righteous,  and  the  distribution  just. 


O  just  "  Distributor  I "  incline 
Our  hearts  to  keep  Thy  laws  divine. 
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Al'Jami^h  I  praise  ''the  Gatherer ^^^  Who  divides 
Evil  and  good  unto  their  proper  sides. 

Ye  who  believe,  stand  ye  steadfast  in  justice. 
Witnessing  true  though  it  be  to  displease ; 

Heed  not  your  patrons,  nor  parents,  nor  kinsmen, 
Allah  is  nearer  and  richer  than  these. 

Sit  ye  not  down  in  the  seat  of  the  scornful, 
Hear  not  the  tales  which  the  hypocrites  tell  ; 

On  the  day  when  His  children  are  folded  together 
Al-Jami'h  shall  scatter  the  sinners  to  hell.^ 


IVe  take  Thee  for  our  Shepherd;  keep 
Safe  in  the  fold  Thy  foolish  sheep. 


*  Cf.  Korftn,  iy.  chapter  «*  Of  Women,"  v.  139. 
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We  {>rahe  Thee;  bvt  ho  need  of  praise  Thou  hta 
Al-Ghantl  in  Thy  glory  bright  and  v/ut. 

MiOHTT  is  He  and  forgiving.^ 
One  sou!  did  He  first  create. 
Then  He  made  therefrom  a  mate: 
And  to  help  man  in  his  living, 
Gave  him  herds,  each  with  the  other, 
Camels,  oxen,  goats  and  sheep. 
Think  how  Allah  wakes  from  sleep 
The  babe,  close-foldod  in  its  mother! 
In  three  darknesses  He  shrouds  it; 
Wonder  upon  wonder  clouds  it. 
'  Cf,  Korln,  xixix.  ch«pler  "Of  Troop*." 
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I/e  is  sufficient^  and  He  makes  suffice  ; 
Praise  thus  again  thy  Lord,  mighty  and  wise, 

God  is  enough !  thou,  who  in  hope  and  fear 
Toilest  through  desert-sands  of  life,  sore-tried, 

Climb  trustful  over  death's  black  ridge,  for  near 
The  bright  wells  shine :  thou  wilt  be  satisfied. 


God  doth  suffice  !  O  thou,  the  patient  one, 
Who  puttest  faith  in  Him,  and  none  beside. 

Bear  yet  thy  load  ;  under  the  setting  sun 
The  glad  tents  gleam  :  thou  wilt  be  satisfied. 


SURA  ''OP  THE  APTBRNOON^ 


269 


By  God's  gold  Afternoon  !*  peace  ye  shall  have; 

Man  is  in  loss  except  he  live  aright, 
And  help  his  fellow  to  be  firm  and  brave, 

Faithful  and  patient :  then  the  restful  night ! 


A/  Mufrhni !  best  Riwarderl  we 
Endure;  putting  our  trust  in  Thee, 


•  Cf.  Korftn,  ciiL  chapter  "  Of  the  Aflernooiu' 
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Afu'hltanJ  Afdni'hi  Ifeav'n  T!u/u  mad'st,  and  H^, 

Providing  and  ^ilhkoldiug—and  liidtl  •wtli. 

Whrn  God  fashioned  Paradiae,* 

Spake  He  unto  Gabriel : 
"  See  tbis  place  which  We  created. 

Where  the  justilied  will  dwell," 


"Mv  Lord!  I  s 


By  Thy  glo. 


,  none  ot  men 


Ever  of  its 


But  will  strive  to  enter  in." 


•  Cf.  "The  Mishkw-dl-MWmi  " 


FHB  TWO  GATEWAYS.  tn 

Round  about  His  Paradise 

God  set  sorrows  and  denials ; 
Laid  the  pathway  steep  and  strait^ 

Hard  to  find  and  full  of  trials. 
"  I-ook  again  I "  God  said ;  and  he 

Looked,  and  came,  and  sadly  spake  x 
By  Thy  glorious  majesty. 

Not  one  man  will  entrance  make!" 


l€ 


Then  the  Lord  created  Hell, 

Set  ablaze  its  ache  and  grieving ; 
Saying  unto  Gabriel, 

**  This  is  for  the  unbelieving/* 
Gabriel  looked  and  said,  '^  I  swear. 

By  Thy  splendour,  not  a  mortal, 
When  of  hell-fire  he  shall  hear. 

Ever  will  approach  its  portal/* 
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Ruund  about  those  awful  gates 

Allah  set  soft  sina  and  pleasures ; 
Made  the  pathway  broad  and  plain, 

Rich  with  juya  and  gifts  and  treasures. 
"  Look  again,"  said  God ;  and  he 

Saw  ;  and  spake,  "  Save  by  Thy  blessing, 
O  my  Lord !  there  will  not  be 

One  that  must  not  love  transgressinfr," 


Lor  J  of  the  two-fold  roads,  wt  fir^ 
Leoii  us  upon  Ifu  rigktjul  way. 


THB  DOVB,  ^% 
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"  Propitious  "  is  He  unto  those  that  show 
Compassion  to  His  creatures  j  praise  Him  s&. 


ff 


"  No  beast  of  earth,  no  fowl  that  flies  with  wings, 
Saith  the  great  Book,  ^'  but  is  a  people,  too ; 

From  Allah  sprang  their  life,  and  unto  Him 

Thev  shall  return  :  with  such  heed  what  yc  do  I  '* 


There  came  before  our  Lord  a  certain  one 

Who  said,  "  O  Prophet  1  as  I  passed  the  wood, 

I  beard  the  voice  of  youngling  doves  which  cried. 

While  near  the  nest  their  pearl-necked  mother  cooed." 

s 
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"Then  in  my  cloth  I  tied  those  fledgelings  t 
But  all  the  way  the  mother  fluttered  nigh; 
Set' 1    she   hath    I'ulluMed   hither  1"      Spake   our 
Lord: 
*'  Open  thy  knotted  cloth,  and  stand  thou  b 

But  when  she  spied  ber  nestliRgs,  from  the  p 
Down  Hew  the  dove,  of  peril  nnafeared 

Su  shf  might  succour  theee.     "  Seest  thou  not," 
Our   Lord   saidj  "how   the  heart  ui   this  pog( 
bird 

"Grows,  bv  her  love,  greater  than  his  who  ria 
Full-fate  against  the  spear-blades  ?  thinlo 
thou 

Such  fire  divine  wag  kindled  to  be  quenched?  J 
I  tell  ye  nay  !    I'ut  back  upon  the  bough 


THE  DO  VS. 


VS 


'*The  nest  she  claimeth  thus.     I  tell  ye  nay ! 
*  From  Allah's  self  cometh  this  wondrous  love 
Yea!  and  I  swear  by  Hini  who  sent  me  here. 
He  is  more  tender  than  a  nursing  dove. 


*'  More  pitiful  to  men  than  she  to  these. 

Therefore  fear  God  in  whatsoe'er  ve  deal 
With  the  dumb  peoples  of  the  wing  and  hoof. 

Yours  are  they  ;  yet  whene'er  ye  lift  the  steel 


"To  slay  for  meat,  name  first  the  name  of  God, 
Saying  '  Bi  'sm  'illah  1  God  judge  thee  and  me ! 

God  give  thee  patience  to  endure  to-day 
The  portion  that  He  hath  allotted  thee.' 


€€ 


So  shall  ye  eat  and  sin  not ;  else  the  blood 
Crieth  against  you.'*     Thus  our  Prophet  spake. 
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And  Isliiii  doeth  it,  naming  God's  name 

Before  the  slaughter, — for  that  white  dove's  sake. 


By  those  dumb  tnoutks  be  ye  forgiveny 
Ere  ye  are  heard  pleading  with  Heaven. 
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AM-Zarr  !  **  Harmful  ^  He  is  to  them  that  sin 
Mocking  the  truth;  O  man  I  fear  Him  herdn. 

SheddAd,  the  son  of  Ad,  of  Hadramaut, 

Idolater,  lord  of  the  land  and  sea. 

Hath  it  come  to  ye  how  he  mocked  at  Heaven, 

Saying  the  idols  of  the  coast  were  best — 

S&kia  that  makes  the  rain,  and  Hifedha 

The  Thunderer,  Razek  who  gives  grain  to  men. 

And  S&lema,  lady  of  life  and  death  ? — 

And  how  he  sware  an  oath  by  those  four  gods^ 

Drinking  the  palm-wine  deep  at  Hadramaut, 

That  he  would  build  a  better  Paradise 
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I  iiaii  A])ah'«,  and  be  Lord  and  God  therein; 
With  earthly  Houris  fairer  than  those  maids 
Wrought  of  the  muek  and  ambergri*,  who  have 
The  great  iiiiitiortal  breasts  and  black-pearl  cvca  J 
With  sweeter  sircams  than  SalsabiV  ai\d  trees 
Riclter  ill  fruit  than  Tooba:*  this  be  sware, 
Abiding  not  the  judgment,  nor  the  blasts 
Of  Israfil,  nor  weighing  of  the  scales. 
Wherefore  he  gave  command  that  there  be  built 
In  Akhaf,  on  the  hills,  beyond  the  sand-^ 
Within  a  hollow  vale  wailed  by  wild  peaks — 
A  pleasure'houec — beuutiful  with  white  courts 
Of  levelled  marble,  and  in  every  cmirt 
A  fountain,  sparkling  from  a  t.ink  inlaid 


*  The  Tree  of  Ilkppinen,  wliicb  giows  from  MuliRinmnd\  psTJlioc 
in  ParadlM. 
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With  amber,  nacre,  coral;  and  around, 
In  every  court,  cloisters  of  columns  carved 
With  reeded  shafts  and  frontals,  wonderful 
For  beast  and  bird  and  fish  and  leaf  and  flower. 
And  round  about  this  pleasure-house  he  bade 
A  lovely  garden  bloom,  terraced  by  lanes 
Bosky  with  blossoming  trees  and  rose-thickets, 
Where  hidden  streamlets  murmured  and  gold  fruit 
Loaded  the  boughs,  and  all  the  air  was  balm. 
He  gave  command,  moreover,  that  there  rise 
Hard  by,  with  streets  and  markets,  a  fair  town 
Peopled  by  ministers  of  pleasure,  and  walled 
With  ramparts  of  the  rose  and  pomegranate ; 
Wherethrough  there  led  a  double  folding  gate, 
Fashioned  of  fragrant  woods,  and  set  with  stars 
Of  silver,  opening  downwards  to  the  vale. 
Inscribed  ''  The  Paradise  of  King  SheddAJ.*' 
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And    when   the   house   was    made,   and   all  ] 

Were  girdled  « ith  ihe  carvcn  shafts,  and  cmilcd  \ 
With  leaping  fountains;  and  the  roscB,  blown. 
Filled  the  green  vale  with  sweetness  j  and  the  t^ 
Was  heaped  with  grain  and  wtne,  and  people  im 
Busy  and  glad  about  its  new  fair  streets, 
Sheddad  set  forth.     A  shining  line  of  spears, 
League-long,  wound  first  upon  the  mountain-pntii 
And  after  them  the  camcl-litters,  decked 
With  silk  and  gold,  and  poles  of  silver,  came 
Bearing  the  Houris  of  his  Paradise  ; 
And  next^the  Prince  amid  his  lords:  so  clomb 
The  gay  march  up  the  satidy  steeps,  or  streamed 
Down  the  grey  wadis.     At  the  head  of  all 
Rode  one  who  held  a  flag  of  yellow  silk, 
Which  had  for  its  device,  "Amid  his  gods. 
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Shedddd,  the  son  of  Ad^  of  Hadramaut, 
Unasked  of  Allah,  wends  to  Paradise.^* 


That  night  they  entered  at  the  silver  gate, 
Making  bold  cheer ;  and  sweet  the  garden  wa»^ 
And  green  the  groves^  and  bright  the  pleasure-house 
Lit  with  a  thousand  scented  lamps^  and  loud 
With  dance  and  cymbal  and  the  beat  of  drum. 
But  when  the  golden  horse-shoe  of  the  moon 
Waned  in  the  west,  there  came  into  the  sky 
Three  clouds  ;  and  one  was  white  and  had  the  shape 
Of  a  winged  angel ;  one  was  red  and  burned 
Across  the  planets  like  a  blazing  sword  ; 
And  one,  thick  black,  gathered  around  the  head 
Of  a  bare  hollow  mountain,  seamed  with  gaps 
And  caverns,  wherefrom — full  upon  their  feast — 
Brake,  of  a  sudden,  flame  and  cataracts 
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Of  blood-red  molten  rock,  with  pitchy  gmoktr 
Veiling  the  heaveng,  and  rain  of  blinding  duM, 
All  pierced  by  livid  lightning-spears,  and  driven  J 
By  fierce  winds,  hotter  than  the  breath  of  hcll ; 
Which  sucked  the  streams,  and  parched  the  ttcel 

drifd 
Life  from  the  body,  as  a  furnace  draws 
The  moisture  from  the  potter's  day,  while  earth^ 
Rocked,  quaking;  and  the  thimder'a  vengeful  v 
Rolled  hiinibte  from  crag  to  crag,  and  mocked 
The  death-cry  of  those  choked  idolaters: 
Whereof,  when  the  sun  rose,  there  breathed  not 
Nor  any  green  thing  lingered  in  the  vale ; 
Nor  road  nor  gate  appeared ;  nor  might  a  man 
Say  where  the  garden  nf  King  Shedd&d  stood  : 
So  were  the  ways  iiptorn,  and  that  fair  ain 
Blotted  from  vision  by  the  wrath  oFGnd. 
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Vet  to  this  day  there  lurketh — lost  to  viftw 
Of  all  roen^  hardly  found  by  wandering  wolf^ 
Spied  seldom  by  the  vulture's  hungry  eye — 
The  remnant  of  the  garden  of  Irani. 
Deep  in  the  wilderness  of  Aden,  hid 
Behind  wild  peaks,  and  fenced  with  burning  sands. 
The  perished  relics  of  that  picasaunce  lie 
Which  Shedd&d  niade,  mocking  the  power  of  God : 
And  one  who  tended  camels  in  the  land, 
Abdallah-Ebn-KelAbah,  seeking  there 
A  beast  estrayed,  followed  her  footmarks  up 
Into  a  gorge,  which  split  a  cliff  in  twain 
From  sky  to  sand,  dark  as  the  heart  of  night. 
With  thickets  at  its  mouth  and  iuttincr  rocks. 
Therethrough  he  pushed,  and  when  the  iii^ht  once  more 
Glimmered  and  grew,  he  spied  a  hollow,  shut 
In  the  gaunt  barren  peaks,  with  black  Just  strewn. 


J 
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And  ])iied  wilh  ciiidery  crago  and  bladdered  d 
In  fniJst  of  which  lay — plain  to  see — the  boiw 
or  Shedii&d's  city  and  his  pleas  tire -house  ; 
Ail  with  thi-ir  withered  gardens,  and  the  ente  i 
Rusted  and  ruined;  and  the  cloistered  courts  J 
Swathed  in  the  death-drift,  and  the  marble  t 
Choked  to  their  hrims  ;  the  carven  columns  fi 
Or  ihntst  awry;  the  bright  pavilions  foul 
With  ashes,  and  with  remnants  of  the  drnd:  I 
For  Ebn-Kelftliah  passed  into  the  place. 
And  saw  the  valley  thronged  with  carcases 
Of  men  and  women  and  the  townspeople —   , 
Not  mouldei^d,  as  is  wont,  to  whitened  bonc^ 
But  dried,  bv  the  iiol  blasts  r>f  that  dread  nigbl« 
Unto  a  life  in  death ;  the  skin  and  Hest 
Yet  clinging,  and  the  robes  of  festival 
Still  gay  of  colour;  all  those  sinful  onei 
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Slain  in  their  sin  even  where  the  whirlwind  struck : 

So  that  he  saw  the  dancers  as  they  fell 

With  dancing-dress  and  timbrels ;  and  the  ring 

Of  watchers  round  them  ;  and  the  slaves  who  made 

Their  music ;  and  the  bearers  bringing  wine, 

Each  by  his  shrivelled  wineskin,  dead  and  dry. 

Also  within  the  courts,  lay  corpses  slim. 

Rich-clad  and  delicate,  with  jewelled  necks^ 

The  Houris  of  that  ruined  Paradise. 

The  sunken  eyes  stared,  and  the  drawn  lips  grinned 

Under  dead  rose-crowns,  and  the  shapely  limbs 

Were  grown  too  lean  for  the  loose  tarnished  gold 

Of  armlet  and  of  anklet;  dusty  lay 

Strings  of  dulled  jewels  on  their  shrunken  breasts; 

And  brimmed  with  dust  the  cups  were  which  they  clasped 

In  stiff  discoloured  fingers.     In  their  midst 

Sate^  all  a-gape.  King  Shedddd,  for  a  throne 

Propped  his  dead  form,  and  round  the  waist  of  it 
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A  sword  hung,  in  a  belt  of  gold  and  silk, 
Hilted  with  pearls  and  rubies.     This  he  touk — 
The  camel-man — and  glided,  terrified, 
Back  from  that  City  of  the  Dead ;  and  found 
The  niiiht- black  gorge,  and  groped  his  wav,  and  bt^ 
The  sword  niid  sword-hilt  into  Hadramaut, 
Telling  the  dread  things  seen  of  Allah's  M-ralh 
Wrought  on  the  misbelievers;  and  their  streets  J 
Wrecked,  and  their  painted  courts,  peopled  with] 
Such  Bwful  end  came  on  the  tnen  of  Ad, 
Who  made  the  House  of  Iram;  and  their  lord. 

But  no  foot  since  hath  found  that  road  again,  J 
Nor  shall ;  till  Israfil  sets  to  his  lips 
The  trumpet,  and  Az-Zarr  will  bid  him  blou 


0  Harmful  unto  mocken  I  we 
KnoTv  and  aiiore  Thy  majeitf. 


SURA  "  OP  LIGHT. 
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^    tf    ^ 

AnNoor!  "  The  Ughi''  thai  li/rhtens  all  who  livil 
By  this  freat  name  to  Allah  glory  give. 

Op  earth  and  heaven  God  is  the  Light.^ 
As  when  a  lamp  upon  a  height 
Is  set  within  a  niche^  and  gleams 
From  forth  the  glittering  glass,  and  seems 
A  star, — ^wide  fall  the  rays  of  it : — 
So  shines  His  glory,  and  'tis  lit 
With  holy  oil  was  never  pressed 
From  olive  tree  in  east  or  west. 


*  Cf.  Korin,  xxiv.  chapter  "  Of  Li^ht.' 
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It  burneth  without  touch  of  flame, 
A  light  beyond  all  light :  the  same 
Guideth  the  feet  of  men,  and  still 
He  leadeth  by  it  whom  He  will. 


Ught  ef  Ott  world!  An-Naor/  iliwiu 
Our  tUwIutng paihway  to  flu  tomt. 
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Al'HSidil  Lord!  the  way  is  hard^  andwe^ 

Thy  crecUureSy  have  none  other  ^  Guide  *  than  Tku» 

By  many  names  and  guides  doth  God 
Lead  men  along  the  upward  road ; 
He,  unto  each  land  under  Heaven, 
A  prophet  of  its  own  hath  given : 
Hfid,  Idris,  Eyoob,  Moses, — all 
Upon  the  self-same  Lord  did  call ; 
Seeing  there  is  no  way  besides 
His  way,  the  Guider  of  the  guides ; 
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Nor  any  light  to  monals  known 
Except  Al-Hadl — His  alone. 


'Tis  told,  njgh  to  3  city-gate 
Four  fellow-travellers  hungry  sate. 
An  Arab,  Persian,  Turk,  and  Greek; 
And  one  was  chosen  forth,  to  seek 
Their  evening  meal,  with  dirbenu  thro 
Into  a  common  scrip  ;  but  none 
Could  with  his  fellows  there  agree 
What  meat  therewith  should  purchased  fi 
"  Buy  tixam,"  quuth  the  Turk,  "  which  fi 
Is  cheaper,  sweeter,  or  so  good  ?  " 
"  Not  so,"  the  Arab  cried,  "  I  say 
Buy  anel,  and  the  most  ye  may.** 
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*'  Name  not  thy  trash  !  '*  the  Persian  said, 
*'Who  knoweth  tizum  or  aneb? 
Bring  angkur,  for  the  country^s  store 
Is  ripe  and  rich/'     The  Greek,  who  bore 
Their  dirhems,  clamoured,  ^^  What  ill  thing 
Is  anghur  ?     Surely  I  will  bring 
StaphyUon  green,  staphylion  black. 
And  a  fair  meal  we  shall  not  lack/' 
Thus  wrangled  they,  and  set  to  try 
With  blows  what  provend  he  should  buy, 
When,  lo  !  before  their  eyes  did  pass. 
Laden  with  grapes,  a  gardener's  ass. 
Sprang  to  his  feet  each  man,  and  showed 
With  eager  hand,  that  purple  load. 
"  See  uTsum  !  ^'  said  the  Turk ;  and  "  Sec 
Anghur  I "  the  Persian  ;  "  what  should  be 
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Better  ?  '*     "  Nay,  aneb  !  aneb  His ! 


n 


The  Arab  cried.     The  Greek  said,  "  This 
Is  my  staphylion  !  *'     Then  they  bought 


Their  grapes  in  peace. 


Hence  be  ye  taught ! 


But  unto  us  Thy  changeless  nam$ 
Is  Allah— praised  be  the  same. 
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Al'Atali!  Al'BdHI  praiseto  Thee 
Who  wast  before  Beginnings  and  will  be 
After  the  Ending,    From  Thy  mercy  came 
Maris  breathy  and  unto  Thee  returns  the  same. 

Al  AarAf  *  8aith — the  seventh  of  "  the  Book   '* — 

In  the  Beginning  God  from  Adam  took 

All  who  should  be  his  seed,  and  bade  them  bear 

Witness  upon  themselves^  putting  His  fear 

And  knowledge  in  the  hearts  of  all  to  be^ 

As  salt  is  set  in  all  the  waves  of  the  sea. 

A  countless^  nameless,  throng  there  gathered  they^ 

1  C£  Korftn,  chapter  yIL  verse  17a. 
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That  iinhorn  nuiltitude ;  and  God  did  say, 
"  Testify  I     Am  I  not  your  Lord  ?  "     And  ihoM  i 
Replied,  "Yea,  Dird  !  wc  testify!"     Propose 
Never,  then,  Man !  to  say,  "  we  did  not  have 
GuidancL-;"  it  shall  be  answert-d,  "Allah  gave 
With  life  that  light  which  leadeth  to  the  grave."] 


And  in  the  chapter  of  "  Ya  Sin  "  ^  it  saith — - 
Read  in  the  Muslim's  ear  at  hour  of  death:* — 
A  blast!  and  then  another  blast !  and,  lo  I 
At  sumiiinn     >f  the  trumpet,  all  shall  go 
Forth  from  their  grave-beds,  thronging  once  a 
Unto  their  Lord  ;  and  some,  in  fear  and  pain, 
Shall  cry,  "  Woe,  woe  !  what  waketh  us  ?     Is  thb 
God's  word  come  true  ?  '*  and  some,  in  joy  and  blisi, 


'  Kditii,  choFiter  xxxvi. 

•  Thii  Sum  is  recited  M  Ihe  deailibeds  of  Muhuiuned 
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Shall  say,  '^  Now,  praise  to  God !  His  prophets  spake 
Truth  unto  us."     For  all  mankind  shall  wake 
Together,  at  the  trumpet ;  and  shall  wend 
Together,  to  the  Judgment,  in  the  end. 


And  no  soul  shall  be  wronged  in  that  dread  place 
For  aught  not  wrought;  nor  any  soul  find  grace 
Except  for  what  it  wrought ;  and  there  shall  fall 
Endless  delight  in  Paradise  on  all 
Who  kept  that  witness !  happy  they  shall  be 
Reclining  with  sweet  consorts,  'neath  the  Tree 
Which  bears  all  fruits,  and  groweth  by  the  Throne^ 
And  they  shall  hear  the  Lord  say  to  His  own, 
"  Pbacb  1 " — they  shall  hear  the  Merciful  say  so. 


But  to  the  sinners  shall  be  thundered,  ^^Go! 
Divide  herefrom  !  did  not  ye  testify  ?  " 
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Yea,  dreadful  Lord  I  *' — thus  shall  they  make  reptyf 


Descending  into  Hell. 


Thy  mercy  send^ 
Thou,  the  Beginning  and  the  Endi 
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Inheritor  I  all  things  proceed  from  Thee^ 
And  re-cotnmitted  to  Thy  hands  shall  bt. 

Thb  chapter  of  AI-Hajar :  ^  There  is  nought 
But  from  the  treasury  of  God  was  brought; 

Such  and  so  much  He  lends  them;  winds  and  waters; 
Have  ye  the  store  of  these  things,  or  of  aught  ? 


Did  ye  set  in  the  sky  the  starry  band^ 

Or  pile  the  mountain  peaks  upon  the  land  ? 

Verily  He  hath  made  and  will  unmake  them. 
And  all  these  shall  return  into  His  hand. 


^  Cr.  Korftn,  chapter  xv.  verse  3i. 
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*'  O   Ro8e !  ^'   the  Dewdrop  said,  "  whence  didst  thou 

spring, 
That  art  so  sweet  and  proud  and  fair  a  thing?" 


({ 


From  dust  I  sprang/*  she  said,  "and  ere  to-morrow 


Back  to  the  dust  I  shall  be  mouldering/' 


it 


O  Dewdrop !  '*   said  the  Rose,    "  where  didst  thou 


gam 
This  light,  that  like  a  gem  on  me  hath  lain?  " 

"A  cloud,**  he  said,  ^^ uplifted  me  from  ocean. 
And  I  must  trickle  to  the  deep  again/* 


The  Bulbul  heard ;  "  O  Allah's  rose !  **  it  said, 
"The  air  is  fragrant  with  thee,  being  dead ; 

O  Allah's  Dewdrop  I    ere  the  sea  did  suck  thee. 
She  was  the  fairer ;  be  thou  comforted  !  ** 


THE  ROSE  AND  THE  BEWDROP,  199 

*  • 

For  saith  the  chapter  of  Al-Hajar  :  "  Tell 
My  servants  I  have  made  the  heavens  well, 

And  the  earth  well,  and  with  a  steadfast  purpose  ; 
And  Paradise  is  Mine,  and  Mine  is  Hell.'*  * 


Inheritor  /  all  things  are  Thins  J 
Al'  Warith  /  O  Thau  might  Divine  / 


1  Cr.  Korin,  xv.  w.  49,  8$. 
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£artlt  knows,  hem-en  sltows;  the  holy  sertptteres  a^v 
How  ri^kUous  and  "  UHoymg"  ii  Thy  way. 

"  \Vb  sent  it  ddwn  upon  the  '  Xight  of  Piiw 

The  Bnok  which  '  doth  declare.' 
In  all  the  year  that  night  is  best :  one  hour 

Thereof,  in  praise  and  prayer, 


"  la  worth  a  thousand  days  of  joy  ;  for  then   i 

The  Angels  bear  commands. 
Bringing  the  will  of  Af-Rasch!d  to  men ; 

Descending  on  all  lands. 

'  Cf.  Korin,  icvii.  cli«plet  "Of  Power." 


THE  PROPHETS  OATH.  30T 

"  Peace  ruleth  till  the  rising  of  that  dawn. 

While  Allah  doth  ordain 
How  many  souls  those  twelve  moons  shall  be  born, 

How  many  shall  attain 

*'  His  mercy ;  for  the  books  are  brought  of  these, 

And  each  account  is  cast ; 
And  Allah  maketh  ^  the  allowances/ 

Accepting  souls  at  last/* 

Thus  spake  our  Lord,  and  Ayesha  replied,* 

''  O  Prophet !  are  there  none 
Accepted,  save  by  mercy  ?  "     "  None  1  *'  he  cried^ 

"  By  God  I  I  say  not  one  !  *' 

'*  Not  thou  ! — not  even  thou ! — thou  not  to  go. 
Unquestioned,  into  heaven, 


iCC  the  Mishkat-el-M^bth. 


PEARLS  OF  THE  FAITH. 
Who  walked  with  Allah's  Angela,  and  below 
Taught  uB  the  message  given  ?  " — 

He  drew  his  cloth  across  his  bended  face 

And  thrice  he  spake  to  her: 
"  Except  God's  mercy  cover  me  with  grace, 

1  shall  not  enter  there ! " 


O  Al-Rascktd/  ann  if  not  tu. 
Increase  to  us  Thy  demency. 
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/   /  ti  ^ 


O  lovin^'hbid^  ^long-suffering^  Lord!  once  more 
We  praise  Thee^  magnifying  Az-Zaboar, 

Patient  is  Allah,  and  He  loveth  well 

The  patient,  saith  "  the  Book,"  ^  and  such  as  dwell 

In  kindness,  asking  pardon  of  their  sins 
Each  dawn,  and  pardoning  the  blameable. 


Isldm  !  this  is  the  Faith  !  thyself  resign, 
Soul,  mind,  and  body,  to  the  will  divine : 

The  kingdom  and  the  glory  and  the  power 
Are  God^s,  and  God's  the  government, — not  thine ! 

*  Cf.  Kor4n,  iii.  v.  15,  chapter  "Of  Imran's  Family." 
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PEARLS  OP  TUB  FAITH. 


There  is  no  ood  but  God  1  and  He  is  All ; 

And  whatso  doth  befall  ye  doth  befall 

By  His  decree :  therefore^  with  fear  and  love 
Upon  His  glorious  names  devoutly  call. 


Allah  /  His  holy  will  be  domt 
Jsldm  I — we  bow  before  His  throfig. 


NOTES. 


"I. 


«>« 


I 

I 
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NOTES. 


Page  2,  lifu  7. — One  version  of  this  legend  says  that  Soharah 
(or  Zoharah)  herself,  the  spirit  of  the  planet  Venus,  descended  to 
tempt  the  two  Angels.  Hariit  and  Mariit  are  fabled  to  be  con- 
fined still  in  the  vicinity  of  Babel,  where  a  man  may  go  to  learn 
sorcery  of  them,  hearing  their  voices,  but  never  seeing  their 
forms. 

Page  <S,  line  la — Gabriel,  or  Jibrail,  is  called  in  Arabian 
theology M'/i-e/-Amtn,  "the  Faithful  Spirit,"  or  M'h-el-Kudd^U^ 
**the  Holy  Spiriu"  It  was  he  who  delivered  the  Korin  to 
Muhammad. 

Page  7,  line  i. — A  commentator  on  this  legend  writes : — 
**  Some  say  that  Solomon  brought  these  horses,  being  a  thou- 
sand in  number,  from  Damascus  and  Nisibis,  which  cities  he 
had  taken  ;  others  say  that  they  were  left  him  by  his  father, 
who  took  them  from  the  Amalekites ;  while  others,  who  prefer 
the  marvellous,  pretend  that  they  came  up  out  of  the  sea,  and 
had  wings.  However,  Solomon,  having  one  day  a  mind  to  view 
the  horses,  ordered  them  to  be  brou^^ht  before  him,  and  was  so 
taken  up  with  them  that  he  spent  the  remainder  of  the  day,  till 


yA  NOTES. 

after  sunset,  in  looking  on  tiiem ;  by  which  means  he  aLno-i 
ncgkcted  the  prayer,  which  ought  to  have  been  said  ax  tha 
time,  nil  it  was  too  late :  but  when  be  perceived  hi$  oniisuoo, 
he  was  so  greatly  concerned  nt  it,  that  ordering  the  horses  to  be 
brought  back,  he  killed  ihera  all  as  an  oRerins  to  God,  excc))! 
only  a  hundred  uf  the  best  of  them.  But  God  made  him  ^mpJc 
amends  for  ihc  loss,  by  girlng  him  dominion  o\er  the  winds." 

/'age  7,  litie  15. — Arafat  is  a  mouni..tin  near  Mecca,  so  named 
from  the  tradition  that  Adam,  upon  his  repentance,  was  reunited 
there  to  Eve,  after  a.  separniion  of  two  hundred  ye^rs. 

Page  14,  iiru  I. — Isriftl  is  one  of  the  ArirhnngrU,  who  will 
sound   the   hst   trumpet   n 
leofall  God's 


P^e  15,  line  4.  — Ibli-i,  "He  who  despairs,"  is  Shailln,  or 
Satan,  whu  fell  from  Heaven  on  account  of  atroganily  refusing 
to  pay  reverence  to  Adam  at  the  creation,  when  all  the  other 
Angels  worshipped  the  first  man. 

Page  IS,  /itu  13.— IVuillA,  or  wasliing  (either  with  actual 
w.iirr,  ur  Ijy  imitating  the  proctss  with  sand,  See),  must  precede 
all  those  prayers  which  are  _^f»,  or  "  incumbenL"  These  are 
commenced  in  a  standing  .tiiiiude,  Kiydm,  the  thumbs  touching 
the  lobes  of  the  ears  and  the  dice  lurnmg  towards  Mecca. 

Page  17,  line  9.— The  "  Cumpanions  of  the  right  hand*  are 
so  called  because  they  will  have  the  book  of  their  good  deeilt 
put  into  their  right  hands  in  token  of  salvation;  wh>le  evl^ 
doers  will  have  their  scroll  of  condemnation,  at  ibe  last  da.(, 

thrust  into  their  left  h.inds. 
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Pagit  x8,  lifu  3. — '*  Such,  moreover,  as  of  old  time,"  &c.  These 
are  the  early  prophets  and  holy  teachers  in  all  nations.  The 
text  of  the  Koran  calls  them  ^'  the  leaders,  the  leaders !  ^  that 
emphatic  repetition  denoting  their  dignity,  and  the  assurance 
of  their  prominence  in  the  final  reward. 

Page  20,  line  5. — "  Mawz-trees."  The  original  word  talh* 
may  mean  either  the  plantain,  or  that  acacia  which  has  small 
round  golden  blossoms. 

Page  20y  line  11. — Sale  has  a  citation  upon  these  privileged 
attributes  of  the  Houris.  ^' Allah  has  created  them  purposely 
of  finer  materials  than  the  females  of  this  world,  and  subject  to 
none  of  those  inconveniences  which  are  natural  to  the  sex. 
Some  understand  this  passage  of  the  beatified  women  ;  who, 
though  they  died  old  and  ill-favoured,  shall  yet  all  be  restored 
to  their  youth  and  beauty  in  Paradise." 

Page  22,  line  8. — "  At  Azan."  The  time  of  the  call  to  prayer, 
and  especially  after  the  sun  has  begun  to  decline. 

Page  29,  line  9. —  "And  spider."  One  of  the  SArasofthe 
Kor&n,  the  29th,  is  named  after  this  insect. 

Page  30.— "The  Verse  of  the  Throne."  This  (which  is  often 
engraved  on  seal  rings  in  the  East)  is  so  called  from  the  word 
KoorSty^  the  "  chair  or  throne  "  of  Allah,  which  occurs  in  the 
sublime  passage  cited.  In  the  judgment  of  Muhammedans  the 
"Throne- Verse"  is  one  of  the  noblest  portions  of  the  Korin,  sur- 
passing in  majesty  of  diction  all  other  human  compositions. 
It  is  taken  from  the  2d  SCra,  verse  256,  and  is  rendered  very 
exactly,  sis  below,  by  Mr.  Redhouse  (to  whose  most  learned  and 
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KOTBS. 


laborious  article  In  the  "  Journal  or  the  Royal  Asi.itic  Society,' 
Janiiiir)"  1880,  nij'  indebrcdness  has  been  extremely  great):— 

"God.  s.ive  whom  Hiere  is  no  God,  is  ihc  Living  i^ie  Sell- 
existing  One.  Dcowiiness  overconieth  Him  not,  nor  sleep. 
Unto  Him  bclongetli  w)i,<tevrr  is  in  the  lieavena,  and  wbauitr 
is  in  the  earth.  Who  is  he  that  shall  make  intercession  wilh 
Him,  save  by  His  permission  ?  He  knoweth  wh.never  is  bef"ft 
them,  and  whatever  is  behind  them  ;  .-ind  they  compiEhend  not 
a  single  m.-itter  of  His  knoA'lcdge,  sa.ve  only  ih.it  which  He 
hath  uilled.  His  flrmanient  spans  the  he.nvcns  and  the  rA^th, 
■he  preservation  whereof  doth  not  distress  Him.  And  He  it 
the  Most  High,  the  Most  Supreme." 

Ali/.— Each  chapier  of  the  Kotiii  is  called  a  5dm,  .i  term 
signifying  a  course  of  bricks  in  a  wall;  and  the  Sflras  art 
divided  into  'dj'dt,  verses,  or  more  literally  "signs." 


Pa^  31.— This  SOra,  59,  i 


"Of  UiC 


^'i£*  34.  /'"if  I- — The  Muslim  doctors  call  the  scriptural 
Teruh,  the  father  of  Abraham,  by  the  n  ime  of  Axar.  This  "aa 
niso  the  title  of  the  god  of  the  planet  Mars,  Abrahiim's  falliet 
is  moreover  st)  led  Zarah  in  the  Talmud,  and  Atlia.r  also,  by 

Pfgf  35.  '''"'  15.— "Friend  of  Allah."  The  Musliini  M 
denominate  Abraham,  /il-KhaiU. 

Pagt  40. — This  is  sujigestcd  from  Stlra  35,  the  chapter  "  01 
the  Angels."  or  ■'  Of  ihc  Originaior."  The  Archangel  G;ibri«i 
is  said  to  have  appeared  to  Muhammad,  on  the  night  of  bis 
journey  lo  Heaven,  having  no  less  limn  three  hundred  pain  ai 
wings  1 
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^^JSg*  43,  ^'«^  5.— "Michael,"  or  Mikill.  The  Archangel 
here  named  was  especially  the  guardian  of  the  Jews.  The 
Israelites  of  Mecca  told  Muhammad  that  they  would  have  re- 
ceived his  Kirin,  if  Michael  instead  of  Gabriel  had  revealed  it. 

Pa^e  44,  line  13.—"  AzriSl."    The  Archangel  of  Death. 

Page  46,  line  i. — "  God's  Friend.'  Vt^ie  note  on  page  35, 
ittte  15. 

Page  54,  /ine  6. — "  People  of  the  bench."  This  was  the  name 
given  to  the  poor  persons  whom  the  Prophet  sustained  by  alms 
every  day,  and  who  used  to  wait  for  his  gifts,  silting  upon  the 
bench  outside  Muhammad's  house  at  Medina. 

Page  61, — ^The  very  remarkable  Sftra  quoted  here,  entitled 
sometimes  **  The  Brightness,'*  came  to  the  pro^  het  thus  : — 
*  It  is  related  that  no  revelation  having  been  vouchsafed  to 
Muhammad  for  several  days,  in  answer  to  some  questions  put 
to  him  by  the  Koreish,  because  he  had  confidently  promised  to 
resolve  them  the  next  day,  without  adding  the  exception,  i/  ii 
please  God,  or  because  he  had  repulsed  an  importunate  beggar, 
or  else  because  a  dead  puppy  lay  under  his  seat,  or  for  some 
other  reason  ;  his  enemies  said  that  God  had  left  him :  where- 
upon this  chapter  was  sent  down  for  his  consolation." 

Page  63.— "  The  Journey  of  the  Night."  "It  is  a  dispute," 
writes  Sale,  "among  the  Muhammedan  divines,  whether  their 
Prophet's  night-journey  was  really  performed  by  him  cor- 
porally, or  whether  it  was  only  a  dream  or  vision.  Some 
think  the  whole  was  no  more  than  a  vision;  and  allege  an 
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express  tradition  of  Moawijah,  one  nf  Muhammad's  laccti- 
3ors,  to  that  purpose.  Others  suppose  h«  was  carried  bodily 
to  Jerusalem,  but  no  fanher ;  and  ihiit  be  ascended  thence  id 
Heaven  in  spirit  only.  But  the  received  opinion  is,  that  it  wis 
no  vision,  but  that  he  was  aclunlly  trarS[>oned  in  the  body  W 
bis  journey's  end  ;  :ind  if  any  Impossibihty  be  objectrd,  thc^ 
think  it  a  sufficient  answer  to  say,  thnt  it  might  easily  be 
effected  by  an  omnipotent  agent," 

Pag-e  66,  fine  6. — "  One  Fdlihah."  The  name  of  the  opening 
pr.iyer  of  Muhammedans. 

Page  68,  line  3. — "  Monicer  and  N.iktr"  are  the  two  Angels 
who  conduci  "the  exnmin^ition  of  the  Tomb."  Thty  come  to 
a  m.in  directly  be  is  laid  in  his  grave,  and  catechise  him  as  to 
his  faith.  If  he  repeals  quickly  and  gladly  the  formula  of  hIiUn, 
they  cause  htm  to  rrpose  m  peace;  but  it  he  is  uncert.iln  or 
heterodox,  tbcy  belabour  him  with  iron  clubs,  till  his  cries  are  so 
bluer  that  they  are  henrd  all  ihrough  the  earth,  except  by  men 
and  Djins.  Then  the  two  black  Ministers  press  the  clay  doirn 
upon  the  corp5c-,  and  kaue  it  to  be  wasted  and  consumed  till 
the  lim       ' 


Pagt  79,  line  5. — "'Haiitih."  The  traditional  sayings  which 
supplement  the  Kor&n. 

Page  79,  line  14.— "Zem-Zem."  This  is  the  holy  well  ai 
Mecca,  within  the  sacred  precincts,  believed  to  be  that  rery 
spring  which  was  revealed  to  Hagarwhen  she  fled  with  Ishmael. 

Page  84.— This  legend  of  Nimrfld  is  alluded  to  in  S&ra  it 
of  the  Korftn,  entitled  the  "  Chapter  of  Prophets." 
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Pa/^e  87,  /ine  1 1.— -"  Black  Hallmah."  The  Prophet  was 
suckled  by  a  Bedouin  foster-nurse. 

Poffe  88,  iifu  4.—"  Hirl"  A  wild  and  solitary  mountain 
near  Mecca. 

Page  94,  line  5.—"  Mikdt!^  These  are  the  last  six  stages  on 
the  journey  to  Mecca.  The  i^hrdfn,  or  "  garb  of  sanctity,"  con- 
sists of  two  wrappers  without  seams,  one  bound  round  the 
waist,  the  other  passed  over  the  shoulders.  The  tawdf  is  the 
seven-fold  circuit  of  the  Knabah,  made  three  times  quickly,  and 
four  times  slowly,  by  all  pilgrims. 

Page  103,  line  4. — "Ye  let  stray  your  she-camels.**  Nothing 
is  held  more  valuable  among  the  goods  of  an  Arab  than  a  she- 
camel  near  to  foaling. 

Page  104,  line  5.— "Who  killed  thee,  little  maid?''  This 
alludes  to  the  ancient  practice  of  infanticide  among  the  Arabs, 
which  Muhammad  strenuously  denounced. 

Pe^  105,  line  7. — "  He  saw  it  and  he  heard."  Alluding  to 
the  Prophet  and  his  journey  to  Heaven. 

Page  1x4,  line  7,—''Ai'Akhdf"  is  the  plural  of  Hekf,  and 
signifies  ^  lands  which  lie  in  a  winding  or  narrow  boundary," 
specially  applied  to  a  district  in  the  province  of  Hadramnut 

Page  120,  line  4. — ^^  Al-K&utharP  This  word  signifies  abun- 
eUmce^  especially  of  good,  and  thence  the  gift  of  wisdom  and 
prophecy.    Or  it  may  mean  abundance  of  wealth,  followers^  and 
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ihe  like.  It  is  here  used  of  a  river  in  Paiadise,  wbencath 
water  is  derived  into  Muhammad's  pond,  of  which  theUcMd 
are  to  drink  befure  their  admission.  According  to  a  trai'/ica 
of  the  Prophet,  this  river,  wherein  his  Lord  promised  him  ibna- 
danC  good,  is  sHCcter  than  honey,  whiter  than  milk,  conlerlhan 
snow,  and  smoother  tbnn  cream  ;  its  banks  are  of  chrysditn, 
and  those  who  drink  of  it  shall  never  IhitsL 

Page  ia6,  !ine  2.—"Al-Tdrek  "  is  ihe  "  st.ir  that  Bppeari''by 
night,  i.e.,  the  morning  siar. 

Page  130,  //w  1. — "When  the  soul  comes  to  the  neck'  A 
Kotioic  phrase  for  the  last  gasp  of  death. 

Pagt  136.  /iiu  6. — "The  roses  on  lliat  tree."  In  the  mystic 
_  iangunge  of  the  East,  the  rose  is  the  symbol  ot  that  Di>'n; 
beauty  which  is  the  object  of  the  soul's  love. 

Pa^e  lipJiniT—'^  HiHiyAn,"  This  means  literally  "exalted 
places." 

Pa^  141,  Ami. — "Tasmtn."  A  stream  in  Paradise,  so  Called 
because  it  naters  the  higliest  regions  there. 

Pagt  143,  li»f  2.—"  Al-Fdtihah."  This  is  the  ist  chapter  o( 
(he  Korftn,  uhich  is  also  .1  prayer,  and  held  in  great  veneration 
by  the  Muhammeiians,  who  give  it  many  honouraMe  titles;  »s 
the  chapter  oi prayer,  oifiraise,  of  thanksgiving,  of  trteuurt,  Sc. 
They  regard  it  as  the  quintessence  of  the  whole  KuiSn,  and 
soften  rtpeat  it  in  their  devotions  both  public  and  private,! 
Christians  do  tiie  Lord's  Prayer. 
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Pofft  145,  line  6. — "The  morning  mills."  At  daybreak  in 
Eastern  countries  almost  the  first  sound  of  awaking  domestic 
life  is  the  noise  of  the  stones  used  to  grind  meal. 

Pa£^e  146,  line  4. — "The  time  for  prayer,"  says  Professor 
Palmer,  "is  called  from  the  minarets  of  the  mosques  by  Muezzins 
or  criers,  in  the  following  words  : — *  God  is  great '  (4  times) ; 
'I  bear  witness  that  there  is  no  God  but  God'  (twice);  'I 
bear  witness  that  Muhammad  is  the  apostle  of  God'  (twice) ; 
'Come  hither  to  prayers '  (twice) ;  *Come  hither  to  salvation' 
(twice)  ;  '  God  is  just  1 '  *  There  is  no  other  God  than  God  1 ' 
In  the  early  morning  the  Muezzin  adds,  *  Prayer  is  better  than 
sleep!'" 

Pa£^£  152  («£7/^).— "  The  Mishkdi-al-MdsdHh:'  The  book  of 
the  conversations  of  the  Prophet. 

Page  159,  line  j.—Lailatal-Kadr,  "The  Night  of  Power," 
was  that  on  which  the  Korin  was  declared  to  have  been 
revealed. 

Page  190,  line  \i^^*^  Al-Barsakh.^  The  Kordn  says,  "Behind 
them  shall  be  a  bar,  until  the  day  of  resurrection."  Upon  this 
Sale  writes  :  "The  original  word  barzakh^  here  translated  *  bar,' 
primarily  signi6e8  any  partition,  or  interstice,  which  divides  one 
thing  from  another  ;  but  is  used  by  the  Arabs  not  always  in  the 
same,  and  sometimes  in  an  obscure  sense.  They  seem  gene- 
rally to  express  by  it  what  tiie  Greeks  did  by  the  word  Hades  ; 
one  while  using  it  for  the  place  of  the  dead,  another  while  for 
the  time  of  their  continuance  in  that  state,  and  another  while 
for  the  state  itself.  It  is  defined  by  their  critics  to  be  the  inter- 
val or  space  between  this  world  and  the  next,  or  between  death 
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,itid  the  resurrenion  ;  every  recson  who  dies  being  said  to  enter 
imo  Ai-Bar2akh.  The  commentators  on  this  pii^s^ge  expounil 
it  as  a  b.irrier,  or  invincible  obstacle,  culling  off  all  I'ossibill* 
o(  return  into  the  world,  after  death." 


Page  191,  lim  +. — "  Birds."  If  the  depaned  psrson  was  a 
believer,  ihe  Mushms  s.iy  t«0  Angels  meet  his  soul,  and  convfy 
it  to  Heaven,  that  ii^  place  there  may  he  assigned,  nccordlng  to 
its  merit  .ind  degree.  They  distinguish  the  sodIs  of  the  Faithful 
into  three  classes :  the  first  of  prophets,  whose  souls  are  ad- 
mitted into  P.iradise  immcJiately  ;  the  second  of  martyrs,  whose 
spirits,  according  to  a  tradition  of  Muhammad,  rest  in  the  crops 
of  green  birds  which  eat  of  the  fruits  ard  drink  of  the  rivets  ol 
Par.idise  ;  and  the  ihird  of  other  believers,  concerning  the  slate 
of  whose  souh  before  the  resurrection  tliere  are  various  oplolona. 
Some  say  thev  stny  near  the  sepulchres,  with  liberty,  howev«r, 
of  going  ivhcrtver  they  please;  which  they  cunftrm  from 
Muhammad's  manner  of  saluting  the  dead,  alluded  to  else- 
iihere. 


lights  of  ii 


The   "ten   holy  eves"  arc  the  first  t 

•iitli  oi  DhuU  Hijjth. 


Page  20s,  line  7.—"  Irnm  "  was  the  nime  of  the  palace  nnd 
pleasure-garden  built  by  SheddSd,  son  of  Ad,  in  the  dciCft  of 
Aden.    The  story  is  related  on  another  page. 


Page  106,  line  I.— The  Thamuditcs  of  tlie  Hajramaui 
havins  killed  their  prophet,  were  utterly  destroyed  by  teinpestt, 
and  their  city  depopulated. 
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Pag^e  231,  //«/  7. — "Al-Hudhud."  The  Arab  historians,  Sale 
saysy  tell  us  that  Solomon,  having  finished  the  temple  of  Jeru- 
salem, went  in  pilgrimage  to  Mecca,  where,  having  stayed  as  long 
as  he  pleased,  he  proceeded  towards  Yaman  ;  and  leaving  Mecca 
in  the  morning,  he  arrived  by  noon  at  Sanaa,  and  being  extremely 
delighted  with  the  country,  rested  there ;  but  wanting  water  to 
make  the  ablution,  he  looked  nmong  the  birds  for  the  lapwing, 
called  by  the  Arabs  a/  Hudhud^  whose  business  it  was  to  find 
it;  for  it  is  pretended  she  was  sai^acious  or  sharp-sighted  enough 
to  discover  water  underground,  which  the  devils  used  to  draw, 
after  she  had  marked  the  place  by  digging  with  her  bill :  they 
add|  that  this  bird  was  then  taking  a  tour  in  the  air,  whence, 
seeing  one  of  her  companions  alighting,  she  descended  also, 
and  having  had  a  description  given  her  by  the  other  of  the  city 
of  Saba,  whence  she  was  just  arrived,  they  both  went  together 
to  t.ike  a  view  of  the  place,  and  returned  soon  after  Solomon 
had  made  the  inquiry  which  occasioned  what  follows. 

"  It  may  be  proper  to  mention  here  what  the  Eastern  writers 
fable  of  the  manner  of  Solomon's  travelling.  They  say  that  he 
bad  a  carpet  of  green  silk,  on  which  his  throne  was  placed, 
being  of  a  prodigious  length  and  breadth,  and  sufficient  for  all 
his  forces  to  stand  on,  the  men  placing  themselves  on  his  right 
hand,  and  the  spirits  on  his* left;  and  that  when  all  were- in 
order,  the  wind,  at  his  command,  took  up  the  carpet,  and  trans- 
ported it,  with  all  that  were  upon  it,  wherever  he  pleased  ;  the 
army  of  birds  at  the  snme  time  flying  over  their  heads,  and 
forming  a  kind  of  canopy,  to  shade  them  from  the  sun." 

Page  23^,  lines  13-16. — "  The  sea-worm  and  the  ant"  The 
legend  is  that  Solomon  used  the  teredo  to  bore  his  topaz,  and, 
by  filling  the  winding  hole  of  the  ruby  with  sugar  and  water, 
tempted  an  ant  to  draw  a  silk  thread  through  it. 


sa 


NOTES. 


Pag*  263,  line  9. — "  Monker  and  NaVir."  These  arc  the  t"'o 
AngeU  who  visit  the  dead  immediately  after  burial,  and  having 
set  them  upright  in  the  grave,  question  them  as  to  their  (aitb 
and  actions,  as  before  described. 


Fage  263,  line  14.—"  Al-SirSt."  The  narrow  bridge  which  all 
must  cross  from  this  to  ihe  next  world,  "finer  than  a  bair  and 
sharper  than  a  razor." 

"  This  bridge,"  it  is  «rilt*n,  "  is  beset  on  each  side  with  bfi.irs 
and  hooked  thorns;  which  will,  however,  be  no  impediment 
In  the  irood,  for  they  shall  pass  with  wondeKul  ease  and  swifi- 
ness,  like  lightning  or  the  wind,  Muhammad  and  his  Muslims 
leading  the  way  ;  whereas  the  wicked,  what  wilh  the  sllpp«ri- 
ness  and  extreme  narrowness  of  the  path,  the  entangling  of  the 
thorns,  and  the  ejtiinction  of  the  light,  which  directed  (he 
former  lo  Par.idise,  will  soon  miss  their  fooling,  and  fall  down 
headlung  into  hell,  which  is  g.nplng  beneath  them." 

"  MuhFimmad  seems  10  have  borrowed  this  from  the  Majians, 
who  teach  that  on  the  last  day  all  m:inkind  will  lie  obli>,'ed  to 
pass  a  brid:4e  called  PQ1  Chtnavad.  that  is,  tkt  strait  hridgt, 
leading  dircclly  into  Ihe  Other  world  ;  on  the  midst  of  which 
the  Angels  appointed  by  God  will  st.ind,  who  will  require  of 
every  one  a  strict  account  of  his  actions.  The  Jews  speak 
likewise  of  the  bridge  of  hell,  which  they  sny  is  no  broader  than 
a  thread." 


PagelfA,  line^— 
and  the  amnion. 


'  Three  darknes 


The  body,  the  womb, 


Page  176,  line  I.— This  is  the  origin  of  the  Hallal,  a  custom 
•f  Muslim  hunters  and  butchers,  who  pronounce  the  formuU 
•f  excuse  and  pity  before  slaying  any  animal. 


NOTES. 
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Pa^e  ?93,  line  x.— "Al  Aardf."*  The  partition  between 
Heaven  and  HelL  The  chapter  quoted  says,  *' And  betwixt  the 
two  there  is  a  wall,  and  they  shall  cry  out  to  the  companions  of 
Paradise,  '  Peace  be  upon  you/  but  they  cannot  enter  it, 
although  they  so  desire." 
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PREFACE. 


This  famous  and  marvellous  Sanskrit  poem  occurs 
as  an  episode  of  the  Mahdbhdrata,  in  the  sixth  —  or 
^'Bhishma"  —  Parva  of  the  great  Hindoo  epic.  It 
enjoys  immense  popularity  and  authority  in  India, 
where  it  is  reckoned  as  one  of  the  "Five  Jewels/' 
— pancharatndni —  of  Devanagiri  literature.  In  plain 
but  noble  language  it  unfolds  a  philosophical  system 
which  remains  to  this  day  the  prevailing  Brahmanic 
belief,  blending  as  it  does  the  doctrines  of  Kapila, 
Patanjali,  and  the  Vedas.  So  lofty  are  many  of 
its  declarations,  so  sublime  its  aspirations,  so  pure 
and  tender  its  piety,  that  Schlegel,  after  his  study 
of  the  poem,  breaks  forth  into  this  outburst  of 
delight  and  praise  towards  its  unknown  author: 
**  Magistrorum  reverentia  a  Brachnanis  inter  sanctis- 
fiima  pietatis  offida  refertur.  Ergo  te  primvm,  VaUs 
mnrMssime,    Niuninisque    lujpopltda  !    qiiiiquis  tandem 


8  phefjce. 

inter  tiiortalu  dlctuii  lu  /aenx,  fttrminii  kujui  auelitr, 
cujus  oraculU  mens  ad  ejxeisa  qu(pque,  aiema.  olgw 
divina,  cum  inenajrabili  quddam  deleetatione  rapUvr— 
te  primum,  inquam  solvere  Jvbeo,  d  vestigia  (uo  smfa 
adoTo."  [By  tlie  Brahtuitis,  reverance  of  masteis  u 
conGideretl  the  most  saci'ed  of  duties.  Tliec.  (Jierefirrc, 
first,  moat  lioly  prophet,  interpreUtr  of  the  Deit/.lT 
whatever  name  thou  wast  called  among  mortals,  llu 
author  of  tliis  poem,  by  whose  oracles  Uio  mind  i*  nj* 
with  ineffalile  delight  to  diKittines  lofty,  BtHfuaL  and 
divine,  —  thea  first,  I  say,  I  hail,  siid  shall  aliTHj^ 
worship  at  thy  feet]  Lassen  re-eclioes  tbis  epletidiii 
tribute ;  and  indeed,  so  striking  are  some  of  the  muni- 
itiea  liere  inculcated,  and  8o  close  the  parallelism  — 
ofttimes  actually  verbal  —  between  its  Leacliiiigs  ami 
those  of  the  Now  Testament,  that  a  controversy  Itw 
arisen  between  Pandits  and  MjsaionarieA  nn  Uie  point 
whether  the  autluir  liorrnwed  from  Christian  sourctf. 
or  the  Evangelists  and  Apostles  from  him. 

This  raises  the  question  oE  its  date,  which  caiiuot  W 
positively  settled.  It  must  have  been  inlaid  into  tht: 
ancient  epic  at  a  period  later  tlian  that  of  the  origituil 
MahMhdrata,  but  Mr.  KoSinutli  TeUng  ti««  ofTeteJ 
some  fair  arguments  to  prove  it  anterior  to  the  Christian 
era.     Tlie  weight  of  evidence,  however,  tends  t«  pUoe 
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its  composition  at  about  the  third  century  after  Christ ; 
and  perhaps  there  are  really  echoes  in  this  Brahmanic 
poem  of  the  lessons  of  Galilee,  and  of  the  Syrian 
incarnation. 

Its  scene  is  the  level  country  between  the  Jumna  and 
the  Sarsooti  rivers  —  now  Kumul  and  Jheend.  Its 
simple  plot  consists  of  a  dialogue  held  by  Prince  Arjuna, 
the  brother  of  King  Yudhisthira,  with  Krishna,  the 
Supreme  Deity,  wearing  the  disguise  of  a  charioteer. 
A  great  battle  is  impending  between  the  armies  of 
tiie  Kauravas  and  Pandavas,  and  this  conversation  is 
maintained  in  a  war-chariot  drawn  up  between  the 
opposing  hosts. 

The  poem  has  been  turned  into  French  by  Burnouf, 
into  Latin  by  Lassen,  into  Italian  by  Stanislav  Gratti, 
into  Greek  by  Galanos,  and  into  English  by  Mr. 
Thomson  and  Mr.  Davies,  the  prose  transcript  of  the 
last-named  being  truly  beyond  praise  for  its  fidelity 
and  clearness.  Mr.  Telang  has  also  published  at  Bom- 
bay a  version  in  colloquial  rhythm,  eminently  learned 
and  intelligent,  but  not  conveying  the  dignity  or  grace 
of  the  original  If  I  venture  to  offer  a  translation  of 
the  wonderful  poem  after  so  many  superior  scholars,  it 
is  in  grateful  recognition  of  the  lielp  derived  from  their 
labors,  and  because  Euj^lish  literature  would  certainly 
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be  incomplete  without  posseasiug  in  popular  form  a 
poetical  and  philosophical  work  so  dear  to  India. 

There  is  little  else  to  aiy  which  the  "  Song  Ceb- 
tial"  does  not  explain  for  itself.  Tlie  Saiiskrit  original 
ia  written  in  the  Anushtvhk  metre,  which  cannot  be 
successfully  reproduced  for  Western  ears.  I  hsi-o 
therefore  cast  it  into  our  flexible  hlank  veise,  chang- 
ing into  lyrical  raeasntea  where  the  text  itself  siiuilarljr 
breaks.  For  the  most  part,  I  believe  the  seDse  tn  be 
faithfully  preserved  in  the  following  pages ;  hut 
Sclilegel  himself  had  to  ?ay :  "  In  reconditurrihn  w 
semper  poctw  mcnteiii,  recti  dinrutsse  ajirmnrt  vm 
aimm."  [In  the  more  recondite  mysteries  IdoreinA 
affirm  that  I  have  always  rightly  divined  the  poet's 
meaning.]  Those  who  would  read  more  upon  ll» 
philosophy  of  the  poem  may  find  an  ndmir&Ue-i|r- 
troduction  in  the  volume  of  Mr.  Davies,  pri 
Messrs.  Triibner  &  Co. 

EDWIN   ARNOLDJ 
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OR, 

BHAGA  VAD-GITA. 


CHAPTER  I. 

^HRITIRASHTRA: 

Banged  thus  for  battle  on  the  sacred  plain  — 
On  Kunikshetra  —  say,  Sanjaya !  say 
What  wrought  my  people,  and  the  Panda vas  ? 

6Af4JAYA: 

When  he  beheld  the  host  of  Pandavas 

Raja  Duryodhana  to  Drona  drew. 

And  spake  these  words :  "  Ah,  Guru !  see  this  line, 

How  vast  it  is  of  Pandu  fighting-men, 

Embattled  by  the  sou  of  Drupada, 
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Thy  scholar  in  the  war  1     Tliei-eiii  sUuid  r 
Chiefs  like  Arjiina,  like  to  Blilma  chiefs. 
Benders  of  bows ;  ViriUa,  Yiiyudhan, 
Dniputla,  eminent  upon  bis  car, 
Uhrishtaki't,  Chekitiin,  Kali's  mml  lord, 
Purujit,  Kuntibhitj,  and  Saivya, 
Witli  Yiidhrimanyu,  and  I'ttainauj 
Subhadra'a  child ;  and  Drupatli'e ;  —  all  famd 
All  mounted  on  tli6ir  eliining  chnriot-s  I 
On  our  side,  too,  —  thou  best  of  lirahmniis ! 
Excellent  chiefs,  commanders  of  toy  lino. 
Whose  names  I  joy  to  count :  tliyself  the  fin 
Then  Uhiahina,  Kama,  Kripa  fierce  in  fi^t,  j 
Vikarna,  Aswatthrnnan ;  next  to  these 
Strong  Saumadatti,  with  full  many  more 
Valiant  and  tried,  ready  this  day  to  die 
For  me  their  king,  each  with  his  weapon  g 
F^ch  skilful  in  the  field.     Weakest — meseei 
Our  battle  shows  where  Bhishina  linlds  c 
And  Bhima,  fronting  him,  something  tixj  stra 
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Have  care  our  captains  nigh  to  Bhishma's  ranks 
Prepare  what  help  they  may !    Now,  blow  my  shell ! " 


Then,  at  the  signal  of  the  aged  king. 
With  blare  to  wake  the  blood,  rolling  around 
Like  to  a  lion's  roar,  the  trumpeter 
Blew  the  great  Conch  ;  and,  at  the  noise  of  it, 
Trumpets  and  drums,  cymbals  and  gongs  and  horns 
Burst  into  sudden  clamor ;  as  the  blasts 
Of  loosened  tempest,  such  the  tumult  seemed ! 
Then  might  be  seen,  upon  their  car  of  gold 
Yoked  with  white  steeds,  blowing  their  battle-shells, 
Krishna  the  Grod,  Arjuna  at  his  side : 
Krishna,  with  knotted  locks,  blew  his  great  conch 
Carved  of  the  "  Giant's  bone  ; "  Arjuna  blew 
Indra's  loud  gift ;  Bhima  the  terrible  — 
Wolf-bellied  Bhima  —  blew  a  long  reed-conch; 
And  Yudhisthira,  Kunti's  blameless  son. 
Winded  a  mighty  shell,  "Victory's  Voice;" 
And  Nakula  blew  shrill  upon  liis  conch 
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Named  the  "  Swcet-souiniing,"  Raliadev  on  his 
Called  •'  Gein-bedocked,"  and  Kasi's  Prince  on  his. 
Sikbandi  ou  his  car,  DhrishUidyman. 
Vinita,  Si'ityaki  tlie  Unsubdued, 
Drupada,  with  his  sons,  (0  Lord  of  Earth  !) 
Long-armed  Suhliadra's  children,  tLlI  Wew  loud, 
So  that  the  clangdr  ahook  their  foenien's  hearu. 
With  quaking  eiirth  and  thuDdering  hoiv'ii. 

Then  'twas  — 
Beholding  Dhritirashtra'a  battle  set. 
Weapons  unsheathing,  bows  drawn  forth,  the  war 
Instant  to  break  — Arjuu,  whose  ensign-badge 
Was  Hanuman  the  monkey,  spake  this  thing 
To  Krishna  the  Divine,  his  charioteer : 
"  Drive,  Dauntless  One !  to  yonder  open  ground 
Betwixt  the  armies ;  1  would  see  more  nigh 
These  who  will  fight  with  ns,  those  we  must  slay 
To-day,  in  war's  arbitrament ;  for,  sure. 
On  bloodshed  all  are  bent  who  throng  this  phuo, 
Obeying  Dhritirashtra'a  sinful  son." 
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Thus,  by  Arjnna  prayed  (0  Bharata !) 
Between  the  hosts  tliat  heavenly  Charioteer 
Drove  the  bright  car,  reigning  its  milk-white  steeds 
Where  Bhishma  led,  and  Drona,  and  their  Lords. 
**  See ! "  spake  he  to  Arjuna,  "  where  they  stand, 
Thy  kindred  of  the  Kurus : "  and  the  Prince 
Marked  on  each  hand  the  kinsmen  of  his  house, 
Grandsires  and  sires,  uncles  and  brothers  and  sons. 
Cousins  and  sons-in-law  and  nephews,  mixed 
With  friends  and  honored  elders  ;  some  this  side, 
Some  that  side  ranged :  and,  seeing  those  opposed, 
Such  kith  grown  enemies  —  Arjuna's  lieart 
Melted  with  pity,  while  he  uttered  this : 


ARJUNA: 

Krishna !  as  I  behold,  come  here  to  shed 
Their  common  blood,  yon  concourse  of  our  kin. 
My  members  fail,  my  tongue  dries  in  my  mouth, 
A  shudder  thrills  my  body,  and  my  hair 

Bristles  with  horror ;  from  my  weak  liaiul  slips 

2 
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Gandiv,  the  goodly  bow;  a  fever  bums 

My  skin  to  parching ;  hardly  may  I  stand ; 

The  life  within  me  seems  to  swim  and  faint ; 

Nothing  do  I  foresee  save  woe  and  wail  I 

It  is  not  good,  O  Keshav !  nought  of  good 

Can  spring  from  mutual  slaughter !    Lo,  I  hate 

Triumph  and  domination,  wealth  and  ease. 

Thus  sadly  won !     AJio  !  what  victory 

Can  bring  delight,  Grovinda !  what  rich  spoils 

Could  profit ;  what  rule  recompense ;  what  span 

Of  life  itself  seem  sweet,  bought  with  such  blood? 

Seeing  that  these  stand  here,  ready  to  die. 

For  whose  sake  life  was  fair,  and  pleasure  pleased, 

And  power  grew  precious:  — grandsires,  sires,  and 

sons, 
Brothers,  and  fathers-in-law,  and  sons-in-law. 
Elders  and  friends !     Shall  I  deal  death  on  these 
Even  though  they  seek  to  slay  us?    Not  one  blow, 
0  Madhusudan  !  will  I  strike  to  gain 
The  rule  of  all  Three  Worlds;  then,  how  much  less 
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To  seize  an  earthly  kingdom !    Killing  these 

Must  breed  but  anguish.  Krishna  !     If  they  be 

Guilty,  we  shall  grow  guilty  by  their  deaths ; 

Their  sins  will  light  on  us,  if  we  shall  slay 

Those  sons  of  Dhritirashtra,  and  our  kin  ; 

What  peace  could  come  of  that,  O  Madhava  ? 

For  if  indeed,  blinded  by  lust  and  wrath, 

These  cannot  see,  or  will  not  see,  the  sin 

Of  kingly  lines  o'erfhrown  and  kinsmen  slain, 

How  should  not  we,  who  see,  shun  such  a  crime  — 

We  who  perceive  the  guilt  and  feel  the  shame  — 

Oh,  thou  Delight  of  Men,  Janurdana  ? 

By  overthrow  of  houses  perisheth 

Their  sweet  continuous  household  piety. 

And  —  rites  neglected,  piety  extinct  — 

Enters  impiety  upon  that  home ; 

Its  women  grow  unwomaned,  whence  there  spring 

Mad  passions,  and  the  mingling-up  of  castes, 

iSending  a  Hell-ward  road  that  family, 

And  whoso  wrouL'lit  its  doom  bv  wicked  wrath. 
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Nay,  and  the  souls  of  honored  ancest(»rs 
Fall  from  their  place  of  peace,  being  bereft 
Of  funeral-cakes  and  the  wan  death-water.^ 
So  teach  our  holy  hymns.    Thus,  if  we  slay 
Kinsfolk  and  friends  for  love  of  earthly  power, 
Ahovat !  what  an  evil  fault  it  were  1 
Better  I  deem  it,  if  my  kinsmen  strike. 
To  face  them  weaponless,  and  bare  my  breast 
To  shaft  and  spear,  than  answer  blow  with  blow. 


So  speaking,  in  the  face  of  those  two  hosts, 
Arjuna  sank  upon  his  chariot-seat, 
And  let  fall  bow  and  arrows,  sick  at  heart 

HERE  ENDETH  CIIAPTEE  I.   OF  THE 

Bhagavad-Gita, 

Entitled  '' Arjun-Vuthddj'' 
Or  '*  The  Book  of  the  Distress  of  Arjuna^ 

^  Some  rcpetitionary  lines  are  here  onutted. 


CHAPTER  11. 

SANJAYA : 

Him,  filled  with  such  compassion  and  such  grief, 
With  eyes  tear-dimmed,  despondent,  in  stem  words 
The  Driver,  Madhusudan,  thus  addressed : 


KRISHNA: 

How  hath  this  weakness  taken  thee  ?     Whence 

springs 
The  inglorious  trouble,  shameful  to  the  brave, 
Barring  the  path  of  virtue  ?    Nay,  Arjun ! 
Forbid  thyself  to  feebleness !  it  mars 
Thy  warrior-name !  cast  off  the  coward-fit ! 
Wake  !     Be  thyself !     Arise,  Scourge  of  thy  foes  ! 


ARJUNA: 

How  can  I,  in  the  battle,  slioot  with  shafts 
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On  Bliishma,  or  on  Droiia  —  ob.  tlicpu  Chief  !^ 
Butb  worshijtful,  iiutU  iioiiorable  men  ? 


Better  to  live  on  beggar's  bread 

With  those  we  love  alive, 
Tlian  taste  their  blood  in  rich  feasts  sfB 

And  gniltily  survive ' 
Ah !  were  it  worse —  who  knows  ? —  t 

Victor  or  vanquished  here. 
When  thosa  confront  ua  angrily 

Wliose  death  leaves  living  drear  1 
In  pity  lost,  by  lioubtinga  tossed. 

My  thongbta  —  distracted  —  tura 
To  Thee,  the  Guide  I  reverence  moBt, 

That  I  may  counsel  learn  : 
I  know  not  what  would  heal  the  grief 

Burned  into  soul  and  sense, 
If  I  were  earth's  unchallenged  chief — 

A  god  —  and  these  gone  thence ! 
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SAN  JAVA: 

So  spake  Arjuna  to  the  Lord  of  Hearts, 

And  sighing,  "  I  will  not  fight ! "  held  silence  then. 

To  whom,  with  tender  smile  (0  Bharata ! ) 

While  the  Prince  wept  despairing  'twixt  those  hosts, 

Krishna  made  answer  in  divinest  verse : 


KRISHNA: 

Thou  grievest  where  no  grief  should  be!  thou 

speak'st 
Words  lacking  wisdom !  for  the  wise  in  heart 
Mourn  not  for  those  that  live,  nor  those  that  die. 
Nor  I,  nor  thou,  nor  any  one  of  these, 
Ever  was  not,  nor  ever  will  not  be, 
For  ever  and  for  ever  afterwards. 
All,  that  doth  live,  lives  always  !    To  man's  frame 
As  there  come  infancy  and  youth  and  age, 
So  come  there  raisings-up  and  layings-down 
Of  other  and  of  other  life-abodes, 
Which  the  wise  know,  and  fear  not.     Tlii.s  tliat  irks  — 
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Tliy  sense-life,  thrilling  to  Uie  elemeDts  — 

Hriiiging  thee  heat  and  colli,  sorrows  anci  joys, 

Tis  brief  fliid  mutable !     Bear  with  it,  Prince  \  I 

As  the  wise  ht-ar.     The  soul  which  is  not  n 

The  soul  that  with  a  strong  and  cunsLant  calm  | 

Takes  sorrow  aiiJ  takes  jny  indifferently. 

Lives  in  the  life  undying !     Tliat  which  is 

Can  never  cease  to  be ;  that  wlUch  is  not 

Will  not  exist.     To  see  this  truth  of  botli 

Is  theirs  who  part  essence  from  scddent. 

Siibstanco  from  shadow.     Indestructible, 

Leani  thou  I  the  Life  j»,  siireading  life  through  all ; 

It  caunot  imywhere,  by  any  laesns. 

Be  anywise  diminished,  stayed,  or  changed. 

Hut  for  these  fleeting  frames  which  it  informs 

With  spirit  deathless,  endless,  infmit«. 

They  perish.     \jsl  them  perish,  Prince  f  and  light  I 

He  who  shall  say.  "  Lo  !  1  have  slain  a  man ! " 

He  who  shall  think,  "  Lo !  I  am  slain  t"  those  both  I 

Know  naught  1     Life  cannot  slay.     life  is  not  slnin 
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Never  the  spirit  was  born ;  the  spirit  shall  cease  to  be 
never ; 
Never  was  time  it  was  not ;  End  and  Beginning  are 
dreams! 
Birthless  and  deathless  and  changeless  remaineth  the 
spirit  for  ever ; 
Death  hath  not  touched  it  at  all,  dead  though  the 
house  of  it  seems ! 

Who  knoweth  it  exhaustless,  self-sustained. 

Immortal,  indestructible,  —  shall  such 

Say,  "  I  have  killed  a  man,  or  caused  to  kill  ? " 

Nay,  but  as  when  one  layetli 

His  worn-out  robes  away. 
And,  taking  new  ones,  sayeth, 

"These  will  I  wear  to-day  ! " 
So  putteth  by  the  spirit 

Lightly  its  garb  of  flesh, 
And  passeth  to  inherit 

A  residence  afresh. 
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I  sny  to  llico  weapons  reach  nut  tbe  Life, 
Flaiuo  IjTinis  it  not,  wat«ra  cannot  o'erwlielui, 
Xnr  rlry  winds  wither  it.     Impenetrable. 
UiKintijred,  unassaibd,  iinhanned,  untouched, 
IniHinrta].  all-arriving,  stable,  sure, 
Tiivisil'lc,  inefTable,  by  wonl 
And  thought  uncompaasod,  ever  all  itwlf. 
Thus  ia  the  Soul  dt^ckreil!    How  wilt  tboii,  then, 
Knowing  it  so, — grieve   when   thou    ehouUUt  nn- 

grieve  ? 
Hnw.  if  thou  hearest  that  the  man  now  '?aad 
Is,  like  the  man  uew-boru,  still  living  mitu  — 
One  same,  existent  Spirit — witt  thou  weep  ? 
The  end  of  birth  ia  death  ;  the  end  of  de-atli 
Is  birth :  this  b  ordiiineil  1  and  niounie&t  thtm. 
Chief  of  the  aUilwart  arm !  for  what  b^'falU 
W^uch  could  not  otherwise  befall !     Tlie  birth 
Of  living  things  comes  unperceived  ;  tbe  dentli 
Comes  unperceived ;  between  them,  IicingB  perceiv>; 
What  is  there  surrowful  herein,  dear  Prince  ' 
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Wonderful,  wistful,  to  contemplate ! 

Difficult,  doubtful,  to  speak  upon ! 
Strange  and  great  for  tongue  to  relate, 

Mystical  hearing  for  every  one ! 
Nor  wotteth  man  this,  what  a  marvel  it  is, 

When  seeing,  and  saying,  and  hearing  are  done ! 


This  Life  within  all  living  things,  my  Prince  1 
Hides  beyond  harm ;  scorn  thou  to  suffer,  then. 
For  that  which  cannot  suffer.     Do  thy  part ! 
Be  mindful  of  thy  name,  and  tremble  not ! 
Nought  better  can  betide  a  martial  soul 
Than  lawful  war ;  happy  the  warrior 
To  whom  comes  joy  of  battle  —  comes,  as  now, 
Glorious  and  fair,  unsought ;  opening  for  him 
A  gateway  unto  Heav'n.     But,  if  thou  shunn*st 
This  honorable  field  —  a  Kshattriya  - 
If,  knowing  thy  duty  and  thy  task,  thou  bidd'st 
Duty  and  task  go  by  —  that  shall  be  sin  ! 
And  those  to  come  shall  speak  thee  infainy 
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Hear  now  the  deeper  teaching  of  the  Yog, 
Which  holding,  understanding,  thou  shalt  burst 
Thy    Karmabandh,    the    bondage    of    wrought 

deeds. 
Here  shall  no  end  be  hindered,  no  hope  marred 
No  loss  be  feared  :  faith  —  yea,  a  little  faith  — . 
Shall  save  thee  from  the  anguish  of  thy  dread. 
Here,  Glory  of  the  Kurus !  sliines  one  rule  — 
One  steadfast  rule— while  shifting  souls  have  laws 
Many  and  hard.     Specious,  but  wrongful  deem 
The  speech  of  those  ill-taught  ones  who  extol 
The  letter  of  their  Vedas,  saying,  "  This 
Is  all  we  have,  or  need ;  **  being  weak  at  heart 
With  wants,  seekers  of  Heaven :  which  comes  — 

they  say  — 
As  "  fruit  of  good  deeds  done  ; "  promising  men 
Much  profit  in  new  births  for  works  of  faith ; 
In  various  rites  abounding ;  following  whereon 
Large   merit   shall   accrue   towards   wealth   and 

power ; 
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AUreit,  who  wealth  and  power  do  must  deeire 
Least  fixity  of  soul  have  such,  least  hold 
On  h<]aveuly  lueditation.     Much  tliese  teach, 
From  Veda,  concerning  the  "tlirw  qualities:  " 
But  thou,  be  free  of  the  "  three  qualities," 
Free  of  tlie  "  pairs  of  opposites," '  and  free 
From  that  sad  righteousness  which  calculates ; 
Self-ruled,  Arjuna!  Bimple,  satisfied  !' 
L(jok  I  like  as  when  a  tank  poura  water  forth 
To  suit  all  needs,  so  do  these  BralimanB  draw 
Texts  for  all  wauts  from  tank  of  Holy  Writ. 
But  thou,  waul  uotl  ask  not  I     Find  full  rewanl 
Of  doing  right  in  right !     Let  right  deeds  hi; 
Thy  motive,  not  the  fruit  which  comes  from  theni. 
And  live  in  action  I     Labor !     Make  thiue  auts 
Thy  piety,  casting  all  self  aside, 
Contemning  gain  and  merit;  equable 


'  Tet'liuicnl  plinses  orVci'liv  trligiou, 

'  The  whole  of  Uik  puMo^  u  higlily  involved  a 


BOOK  THE  SECOND.  3 1 


In  good  or  evil :  equability 
Is  Yog,  is  piety ! 


Yet,  the  right  act 
Is  less,  far  less,  than  the  right-thinking  mind. 
Seek  refuge  in  thy  soul ;  have  there  thy  heaven ! 
Scorn  them  that  follow  virtue  for  her  gifts  ! 
The  mind  of  pure  devotion  —  even  here  — 
Casts  equally  aside  good  deeds  and  bad, 
Passing  above  them.     Unto  pure  devotion 
Devote  thyself :  with  perfect  meditation 
Comes  perfect  act,  and  the  right-hearted  rise  — 
More  certainly  because  they  seek  no  gain  — 
Forth  from  the  bands  of  body,  step  by  step, 
To  highest  seats  of  bliss.    When  thy  firm  soul 
Hath  shaken  off  those  tangled  oracles 
Which  ignorantly  guide,  then  shall  it  soar 
To  high  neglect  of  what's  denied  or  said, 
This  way  or  that  way,  in  doctrinal  writ 
Troubled  no  longer  by  the  priestly  lure 
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Snfe  shall  it  live,  and  sure ;  BteadfaBll)'  bent 
Ou  meditatiou.     This  is  Yog  — and  Peace  I 

ARJUNA; 

What  is  Ills  mark  who  hath  thnt  steadfast  ht-art. 
Confirmed  in  holy  meditation  ?    How 
Know  we  his  speech,  Kefeva?     Site  he,  moves  he 
Like  other  men  ? 

KRISHNA: 

When  one,  0  Prithu's  Sun  I — 
Abandoning  desires  which  shitke  the  mind  — 
rinds  in  his  soul  full  comfort  for  his  soul. 
He  hath  attained  the  Yog  —  tliat  man  is  such  ! 
In  sorrows  not  dejected,  and  in  joys 
Not  overjoyed ;  dwelling  outside  the  stress 
Of  passion,  fear,  and  anger ;  fixed  in  calma 
Of  lofty  conteuiplatiou  ;  —  such  an  one 
Is  Muni,  is  the  Sage,  the  true  Itecluse! 
He,  who  to  none  and  nowhere  overbound 
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By  ties  of  flesh,  takes  evil  things  and  good 

Neither  desponding  nor  exulting,  such 

Bears  wisdom's  plainest  mark  !    He  who  shall  draw. 

As  the  wise  tortoise  draws  its  four  feet  safe 

Under  its  shield,  his  five  frail  senses  back 

Under  the  spirit's  buckler  from  the  world 

Which  else  assails  them,  such  an  one,  my  Prince ! 

Hath  wisdom's  mark!    Things  that  solicit  sense 

Hold  off  from  the  self-governed ;  nay,  it  comes, 

Tlie  appetites  of  him  who  lives  beyond 

Depart,  —  aroused  no  more.     Yet  may  it  chance 

O  Son  of  Eunti !  that  a  governed  mind 

Shall  some  time  feel  the  sense-storms  sweep,  and 

wrest 
Strong  self-control  by  the  roots.     Let  him  r^ain 
His  kingdom !  let  him  conquer  this,  and  sit 
On  Me  intent    That  man  alone  is  wise 
Who  keeps  the  mastery  of  himself !     If  one 
Ponders  on  objects  of  the  sense,  tliere  springs 
Attraction  ;  from  attraction  grows  desire, 
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Whose  senses  are  not  swayed  by  things  of  sense  — 

Only  with  him  who  holds  his  mastery, 

Shows  wisdom  perfect.     What  is  midnight-gloom 

To  unenlightened  souls  shines  wakeful  day 

To  his  clear  gaze ;  what  seems  as  wakeful  day 

Is  known  for  night,  thick  night  of  ignorance. 

To  his  true-seeing  eyes.     Such  is  the  Saint  1 


And  like  the  ocean,  day  by  day  receiving 

Floods  from  all  lands,  which  never  overflows  ; 

Its  boundary-line  not  leaping,  and  not  leaving, 
Fed  by  the  rivers,  but  unswelled  by  those ;  — 


So  is  the  perfect  one  !  to  his  souPs  ocean 

The  world  of  sense  pours  streams  of  witchery ; 

They  leave  him  as  they  find,  without  commotion. 
Taking  their  tribute,  but  remaining  sea. 


Yea  I  whoso,  shaking  off  the  yf)ke  of  flesh, 
Lives  lord,  not  servant,  of  his  hists ;  set  free 
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From  pride,  from  passion,  from  the  sin  of  "  Self," 
Toucheth  tranquillity  I     0  Pritha*s  son ! 
That  is  the  state  of  Brahm !    There  rests  no  dread 
When  that  last  step  is  reached  I    Live  where  he  will. 
Die  when  he  may,  such  passeth  from  all  'plaining. 
To  blest  Nirv^a,  with  the  Gods,  attaining. 


HERE  ENDETH  CHAPTER  II.  OF  THE 

Bhagavad-Gita, 

EniUled  '' Sankhya-Yog,'' 
Or  **  The  Book  of  Doctrines.'* 


CHAPTER  III, 

ARJUNA: 

Thou  whom  alT  mortals  praise,  Jan^xdana  I 
If  meditation  be  a  nobler  thing 
Than  action,  wherefore,  then,  great  Ke^ava ! 
Dost  thou  impel  me  to  this  dreadful  fight  ? 
Now  am  I  by  thy  doubtful  speech  disturbed  I 
Tell  me  one  thing,  and  tell  me  certainly ; 
By  what  road  shall  I  find  the  better  end  ? 


KRISHNA: 

I  told  thee,  blameless  Lord !  there  be  two  paths 
Shown  to  this  world  ;  two  schools  of  wisdom.     First 
The  Sdnkhya's,  which  doth  save  in  way  of  works 
Prescribed  ^  by  reason ;  next,  the  Yog,  which  bids 

^  I  fcL'l  Louvinced  sdakhydadii  and  yoijinda  must  be  traiisj)o^c(l  Iiltl' 
in  senst*. 
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Attain  by  meditation,  siiiritiially : 

Yet  these  are  one !     No  man  shall  'scape  from 

By  shuuuing  action ;  nay,  and  none  shall  c 

By  mere  renouncementa  unto  perfectness. 

Nay,  and  no  jot  of  time,  at  any  time, 

Kests  any  actionless ;  his  nature'e  law 

CumpelM  liim,  even  unwilling,  into  act; 

[For  thought  is  act  in  fancy].     He  who  sits  \ 

Suppressing  all  the  iustmmeats  of  flesh. 

Yet  in  Ma  idle  heart  thiokiny  on  them, 

Plays  the  inept  and  guilty  hypocrite : 

But  he  who,  with  strong  body  serving  mind,  j 

Gives  up  his  mortal  powers  to  worthy  work. 

Kot  seeking  gain,  Arjuna !  sueti  au  one 

Is  houoraltle.     Do  thine  allotted  tusk ! 

Work  is  more  excellent  than  idleness ; 

The  body's  life  proceeds  not,  lacking  work. 

There  is  a  task  of  holiness  tu  do, 

UuHke  world-binding  toil,  which  bindcth  not  I 

The  faithful  aoul;  such  eiirLhlv  duh-  do 
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Free  from  desire,  and  thou  shalt  well  perform 
Thy  heavenly  purpose.     Spake  Pra japati  — 
In  the  b^inning,  when  all  men  were  made, 
And,  with  mankind,  the  sacrifice  —  "  Do  this  I 
Work !  sacrifice !     Increase  and  multiply 
With  sacrifice !    This  shall  be  Kamaduk, 
Your  '  Cow  of  Plenty,*  giving  back  her  milk 
Of  all  abundance.     Worship  the  gods  thereby ; 
The  gods  shall  yield  ye  grace.    Those  meats  ye  crave 
The  gods  will  grant  to  Labor,  when  it  pays 
Tithes  in  the  altar-flame.     But  if  one  eats 
Fruits  of  the  earth,  rendering  to  kindly  Heaven 
No  gift  of  toil,  that  thief  steals  from  his  world." 


Who  eat  of  food  after  their  sacrifice 
Are  quit  of  fault,  but  they  that  spread  a  feast 
All  for  themselves,  eat  sin  and  drink  of  sin. 
By  food  the  living  live ;  food  comes  of  rain. 
And  rain  comes  by  the  pious  sacrifice. 
And  sacritiee  is  paid  with  tithes  of  toil , 
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Thus  action  is  of  Brahma,  wliu  is  One. 

The  Only.  All-pervading ;  ut  all  times 

Prcseut  in  sacrifice.     Hu  ttial  abstains 

To  help  the  rolling  wheels  of  this  grest  world. 

Glutting  his  idle  Buosc,  lives  a  lost  life, 

Shameful  and  vain.     Existiug  for  himself, 

Self-coiiceiitrated,  serving  self  alone, 

No  part  hatli  he  in  aught;  nothing  achieved. 

Nought  wrought  or  luiwrougbt  touclictli  Iiini;  no 

hope 
Of  help  for  all  the  living  things  of  enrth 
Depends  from  him.'     Therefore,  thy  task  prescrihci! 
With  spirit  unattached  gladly  perfonn. 
Since  in  performance  of  plain  duty  man 
Mounts  to  his  highest  bliss.     Hy  works  alone 
Janak,  and  ancient  saints  reached  blessedness  It  j 
Moreover,  for  tlie  upholding  of  thy  kind. 
Action   thou   should'st   embrace.      What    the   wise 

choose 


I  'lauMful  of  ni 
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The  unwise  people  take ;  what  best  men  do 
The  multitude  will  follow.     Look  on  me, 
Thou  Son  of  PrithS, !  in  the  three  wide  worlds 
I  am  not  bound  to  any  toil,  no  height 
Awaits  to  scale,  no  gift  remains  to  gain, 
Yet  I  act  here !  and,  if  I  acted  not  — 
Earnest  and  watchful  —  those  that  look  to  me 
For  guidance,  sinking  back  to  sloth  again 
Because  I  slumbered,  would  decline  from  good. 
And  I  should  break  earth's  order  and  commit 
Her  offspring  unto  ruin,  Bharata ! 
Even  as  the  unknowing  toil,  wedded  to  sense, 
So  let  the  enlightened  toil,  sense-freed,  but  set 
To  bring  the  world  deliverance,  and  its  bliss ; 
Not  sowing  in  those  simple,  busy  hearts 
Seed  of  despair.     Yea !  let  each  play  his  part 
In  all  he  finds  to  do,  with  unyoked  soul. 
All  things  are  everywhere  by  Nature  wrought 
In  interaction  of  the  qualities. 
Tlie  fool,  cheatud  by  self,  thinks,  "  This  I  (li<1  " 
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Doth  of  his  kind,  following  what  fits  him  most ; 

And  lower  creatures  of  their  kind ;  in  vain 

Contending  Against  the  law.     Needs  must  it  be 

The  objects  of  the  sense  will  stir  the  sense 

To  like  and  dislike,  yet  th*  enlightened  man 

Yields  not  to  these,  knowing  them  enemies. 

Finally,  this  is  better,  that  one  do 

His  own  task  as  he  may,  even  though  he  fail. 

Than  take  tasks  not  his  own,  though  they  seem  good 

To  die  performing  duty  is  no  ill ; 

But  who  seeks  other  roads  shall  wander  still. 


fVRJUNA: 

Yet  tell  me.  Teacher !  by  what  force  doth  man 
Go  to  his  ill,  unwilling ;  as  if  one 
Pushed  liim  that  evil  path  ? 


KRISHNA 

Kama  it  is! 

Passion  it  is !  born  of  the  Darkiies.su.s, 


THE  SOjVC   CELEfiT/AL. 


WTiich  pushetli  liiin.     Miglity  n(  appetite. 
Sinful,  and  strong  is  this  1  —  man's  enemy  I 
As  smoke  biota  the  white  fire,  aa  clinging  mat 
Mars  the  bright  mirror,  as  the  womb  siirroandl 
The  babe  unborn,  so  is  tlie  world  of  things 
Foiled,  soiled,  enclosed  in  this  desire  of  flesh. 
The  wise  fall,  caught  in  it ;  the  unresting  foe 
It  is  of  wisdom,  wearing  countless  forma. 
Fair  but  deceitful,  subtle  as  a  flame. 
Sense,  mind,  and  reason  —  tliese,  O  Kunti's  a 
Are  booty  for  it ;  in  its  play  with  these 
It  maddens  man,  beguiling,  blinding  him. 
Therefore,  thou  noblest  child  of  Bharata  ! 
(iovem  thy  heart  1    Construiu  th'  enloagled  9 
Resist  the  false,  soft  sinfulness  which  saps 
Knowledge   and  judgment !     Yea.   the    world 

strong. 

But  what  discerns  it  stronger,  and  the  miud 
Strongest;  and  high  o'er  all  the  ruling  Soul. 
Wherefore,  porceiviug  Him  who  ivigus  supp 
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Put  forth  full  force  of  Soul  in  thy  own  soul ! 
Fight !  vanquish  foes  and  doubts,  dear  Hero !  slay 
What   haunts   thee   in    fond   shapes,  and  would 
betray ! 


here  exdeth  chapter  iii.  of  the 
Bhagavad-Gita, 

EmitUd  "  Karma  -  Yog,'' 
Or ''The  Book  of  Virtue  in  Work.'' 


CHAPTER   IV. 
I  KRISHNA: 

This  deathless  Yoga,  this  deep  union, 

I  taugbt  Vivaswftta,'  the  Lord  of  Light; 

Vivaswata  to  Maiiu  gave  it ;  lie 

To  IkshwAku ;  so  passed  it  down  the  line 

Of  all  my  royal  Eishis.    Then,  witli  years. 

The  truth  grew  dim  and  perished,  noble  Prince  ! 

Now  once  again  to  thee  it  is  declared  — 

This  ancient  lore,  this  mysterj-  supreme  — 

Seeing  I  find  thee  votarj-  and  friend. 

ARJUNA: 

Thy  birth,  dear  Lord,  was  in  these  later  days. 
And  bright  Vivaswata's  preceded  time  ! 


'  A  aiuno  of  the  lun. 
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How  shall  I  comprehend  this  thing  thou  sayest, 
"  From  the  beginning  it  was  I  who  taught  ?" 


KRISHNA: 

Manifold  the  renewals  of  my  birth 

Have  been,  Aijuna !  and  of  thy  births,  too ! 

But  mine  I  know,  and  thine  thou  knowest  not, 

0  Slayer  of  thy  Foes !    Albeit  I  be 
Unborn,  undying,  indestructible, 

The  Lord  of  all  things  living ;  not  the  less  — 

By  Maya,  by  my  magic  which  I  stamp 

On  floating  Nature-forms,  the  primal  vast  — 

1  come,  and  go,  and  come.     When  Eighteousness 
I>eclines,  O  Bharata !  when  Wickedness 

Is  strong,  I  rise,  from  age  to  age,  and  take 
Visible  shape,  and  move  a  man  with  men, 
Succoring  the  good,  thrusting  the  evil  back, 
And  setting  Virtue  on  her  seat  again. 
WTio  knows  the  tnith  touohino:  111  v  births  on  earth 
And  my  divine  work,  when  lie  (luits  the  tlesh 
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I'lits  on  its  l(>iwl  110  more,  fiills  uo  more  ilijwn 
To  earthly  birth :  to  lie  lie  comes,  deiir  I'rince ! 


Many  there  be  who  come !  from  fear  »et  fr««. 
From  anger,  from  desire ;  keeping  their  hearts 
Fixed  upon  me  —  my  Faithful  —  purified 
By  sacred  flame  of  Knowledge     Such  as  those 
,  Mix  with  my  being,     Whoso  worship  me, 
Them  I  cxnlt;  but  all  men  everywhere 
Shall  fall  into  my  path ;  albeit,  those  soula 
Which  seek  reward  for  works,  make  eacriGce 
Now,  to  the  lower  gods.     I  say  to  thee 
Here  have  they  their  reward,     lint  I  am  He 
Made  the  Four  Castes,  and  portioned  them  a  pUix 
After  their  qualities  and  gifts.     Yea,  I 
Created,  the  Reposeful;  T  that  live 
Immortally,  made  all  those  mortal  births : 
Tor  works  soil  not  my  essence,  l>eing  works 
Wrought  uiiinvolved.'     "Who  knows  me  acting  thnj 
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Unchained  by  action,  action  binds  not  him  ; 
And,  so  perceiving,  all  those  saints  of  old 
Worked,  seeking  for  deliverance.     Work  thou 
As,  in  the  days  gone  by,  thy  fathers  did. 


Thou  sayst,  perplexed,  It  hath  been  asked  before 

By  singers  and  by  sages,  "  What  is  act. 

And  what  inaction  ? "     I  will  teach  thee  this, 

And,  knowing,  thou  shalt  learn  which  work  doth  save 

Needs  must  one  rightly  meditate  those  three  — 

Doing,  —  not  doing,  —  and  undoing.     Here 

Thorny  and  dark  the  path  is !     He  who  sees 

How  action  may  be  rest,  rest  action — he 

Is  wisest  'mid  his  kind ;  he  hath  the  truth  ! 

He  doeth  well,  acting  or  resting.     Freed 

In  all  his  works  from  prickings  of  desire, 

Burned  clean  in  act  by  the  white  fire  of  truth. 

The  wise  call  that  man  wise ;  and  such  an  one, 

Renouncing  fruit  of  deeds,  always  content, 

Always  self-satisfying,  if  he  works, 
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Doth  nnthiiig  that  shall  stain  hU  sepnnite  sou 
Which  —  quit  of  fear  and  hojje  —  siibdiuiig  t 
Rejecting  outward  impulse  —  yielding  up 
To  body's  need  nuthuig  save  body,  dwells 
Sinless  amid  all  siii,  with  equal  calm 
Taking  wliat  may  hefall,  by  grief  unmoved. 
Unmoved  by  joy,  unenvyiiigly ;  the  same 
In  gixid  and  evil  fortunes ;  uowiae  bound 
Hy  bond  of  deeds.     Nay,  but  uf  such  an  one,  J 
Whose  crave  is  gone,  whose  soul  is  lilwrate. 
Whose  heart  is  set  on  truUi  —  of  suth  au  ooe 
Wliat  work  he  does  ia  work  of  sacrilice. 
Which  pasaeth  purely  into  ash  and  smoke 
Consumed  upon  the  altar  !     All's  tlieii  (iod ! 
The  sacrifice  is  Bmhm,  the  ghee  iimi  gmia 
Are  Dralim.  the  fire  is  Bmhm.  the  flesh  it  0£ 
Is  Bralim,  luid  untu  Brahiu  attainetli  he 
Who,  in  such  office,  mediUites  ou  Bralim. 
Some  votaries  there  be  who  serve  the  gods 
With  flesh  and  altar-smoke ;  but  other  soma  J 
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Who,  lighting  subtler  fires,  make  purer  rite 
With  will  of  worship.     Of  the  which  be  they 
Who,  in  white  flame  of  continence,  consume 
Joys  of  the  sense,  delights  of  eye  and  ear, 
Foregoing  tender  speech  and  sound  of  song: 
And  they  who,  kindling  fires  with  torch  of  Truth, 
Burn  on  a  hidden  altar-stone  the  bliss 
Of  youth  and  love,  renouncing  happiness : 
And  they  who  lay  for  offering  there  their  wealth, 
Their  penance,  meditation,  piety, 
Their  steadfast  reading  of  the  scrolls,  their  lore 
Painfully  gained  with  long  austerities : 
And  they  who,  making  silent  sacrifice, 
Draw  in  their  breath  to  feed  the  flame  of  thought. 
And  breathe  it  forth  to  waft  the  heart  on  high, 
Groveming  the  ventage  of  each  entering  air 
Lest  one  sigh  pass  which  helpeth  not  the  soul : 
And  they  who,  day  by  day  denying  needs, 
Lay  life  itself  upon  the  altar-flame, 
Burning  the  body  wan.      Lo!  all  these  kc-p 
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Tlic  rite  of  oH'eving,  aa  if  tliey  slew 

Viijtiius ;  fttiJ  nil  tliereby  efface  much  bid. 

Yea !  and  who  feed  ou  the  immurtal  food 

Left  of  siidi  sacrificB,  to  Bralima  pass. 

To  TLe  Uneuding.     But  for  him  tliat  makes 

No  sacrifice,  Im  bath  nor  jmrt  nor  lot 

Even  iu  the  present  world.     How  should  be  eliarv 

Another,  0  thou  Glory  cif  thy  Line 


In  sight  of  lii'ulima  all  these  olTeriugs 
Are  spread  and  are  accepted '     Couiprehend 
That  all  proceed  hy  act ;  for  knowing  this. 
Thou  sbalt  be  quit  of  doubt.     The  sucritice 
Which  Knowledge  pays  is  better  than  great  gifts 
Offered  hy  wealth,  since  gifts'  worth  —  O  nij  Prince! 
Lies  ill  tlie  mind  which  gives,  the  will  that  serves : 
And  these  are  gained  by  reverenco,  by  strong  scan;h, 
By  humble  heed  of  those  who  see  the  Truth 
And  teach  it.     Knowing  Truth,  thy  heart  no  mors 
Will  ache  with  error,  for  the  Truth  shall  show 
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All  things  subdued  to  thee,  as  thou  to  Me. 

Moreover,  Son  of  Pandu !  wert  thou  worst 

Of  all  wrong-doers,  this  fair  ship  of  Truth 

Should  bear  thee  safe  and  dry  across  the  sea 

Of  thy  transgressions.     As  the  kindled  flame 

Feeds  on  the  fuel  till  it  sinks  to  ash. 

So  unto  ash,  Arjuna !  unto  nought 

The  flame  of  Knowledge  wastes  works'  dross  away ! 

There  is  no  purifier  like  thereto 

In  all  this  world,  and  he  who  seeketh  it 

Shall  find  it  —  being  grown  perfect  —  in  himself. 

Believing,  he  receives  it  when  the  soul 

Masters  itself,  and -cleaves  to  Truth,  and  comes  — 

Possessing  knowledge  —  to  the  higher  peace, 

The  uttermost  repose.     But  those  untaught, 

And  those  without  full  faith,  and  those  who  fear 

Are  shent ;  no  peace  is  here  or  other  where, 

No  hope,  nor  happiness  for  whoso  doubts. 

He  that,  being  self-contained,  hath  vanquished  doubt, 

Disparting  self  from  ser\ice,  soul  from  works, 
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EclighteDed  and  emancipate,  my  Prince ! 

Works  fetter  him  no  more !    Cut  then  atwain 

With  sword  of  wisdom,  Son  of  Bharata ! 

This  doubt  that  binds   thy  heart-beat3 !    cleave  the 

bond 
Bom  of  thy  ignorance !    Be  hold  and  wise ! 
Give  thyself  to  the  field  with  me !    Arise  I 

HEEE   EHDETH    CUAFTEE    IV.    OP   THE 

BHAQAVAD-GiTA, 

Entitled  ^^  Jnana-Yog" 

Or  "  The  Book  of  the  Religion  of  Knoaledge." 


CHAPTEE  V. 

ARJUNA: 

Yet,  Krishna !  at  the  one  time  thou  dost  laud 
Surcease  of  works,  and,  at  another  time. 
Service  through  work.     Of  these  twain  plainly  tell 
Which  is  the  better  way  ? 


KRISHNA: 

To  cease  from  works 
Is  well,  and  to  do  works  in  holiness 
Is  well ;  and  both  conduct  to  bliss  supreme  ; 
But  of  these  twain  the  better  way  is  his 
Wlio  working  piously  refraineth  not. 


That  is  the  true  Eenouncer,  firm  and  fixed, 
Who  —  seeking  nought,  rejecting  nought  —  dwells 
proof 


THE   SONQ   CELESTIAL, 


Against  the  "  opposiUfs." '     0  valiant  Priitoe  I  i 

In  doing,  such  breaks  lightly  from  all  deed :  j 

Tia  the  new  scholar  talks  as  they  were  two, 
This  Sankhyn  and  this  Yoga:  wise  moti  know         i 
Who  husbantls  one  plucks  gald«a  fruit  ti[  l>o*Ii !       | 
The  region  of  high  rest  which  Suukliyans  reach        { 
Yogins  attain.     Who  sees  these  twain  as  one 
Sees  n'ith  clear  eyes  1    Yet  such  abstraction,  Chid!  I 
Is  hard  to  win  without  much  holiness. 
Wiioso  is  iixi'il  in  linlini'ss,  pelf-iuli-d. 
I'ltre-liearti'd,  Icril  of  senses  ami  of  .'^'If. 
Lost  in  tlic  common  Ufe  of  all  which  livos  — 
A  "  Yt'^aytikt "  —  lie  is  a  Saint  who  wciui> 
Straiglitway   to    Erahni.      Such    an    one   i^   w-i 

toudied 
ISy  taint  of  ileeils.      "  Nonplif  of  myself  I  do!  ■' 
Tims   will   ho   think— who   holds   tin-    tinil!   ■. 

tiuth«  — 
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In  seeing,  hearing,  touching,  smelling ;  when 

He    eats,    or    goes,    or    breathes;    slumbers    or 

talks. 
Holds  fast  or  loosens,  opes  his  eyes  or  shuts  ; 
Always  assured  "  This  is  the  sense-world  plays 
With    senses."      He    that    acts    in    thought    of 

Brahm, 
Detaching  end  from  act,  with  act  content, 
The  world  of  sense  can  no  more  stain  his  soul 
Than  waters  mar  th*  enamelled  lotus-leaf. 
With  life,  with  heart,  with  mind,  —  nay,  with  the 

help 
Of  all  five  senses  —  letting  selfhood  go  — 
Yogins  toil  ever  towards  their  souls'  release. 
Such  votaries,  renouncing  fruit  of  deeds. 
Gain  endless   peace :   the  unvowed,  the  passion- 
bound, 
Seeking  a  fruit  from  works,  are  fastened  down. 
The  embodied  sage,  withdrawn  within  his  soul, 
At  every  act  sits  *^odlike  in   "  the  town 
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Wliich  linth  nine  gaU-wnys," '  neither  doing  augU 
Nor  causing  any  deed.    This  world's  Lurd  mako 
Neither  the  work,  nor  passicm  for  the  work. 
Nor  lust  for  fruit  of  work ;  the  man's  own  aclf 
Pushes  to  these  !     The  Must«r  of  tliis  World 
Takes  on  himself  the  good  or  evil  dt»ds 
Of  no  man  — dwelling  beyond  1     Mankind  ens  ltii-i 
By  fully,  darkeniiij^  knowledge.     Bui.,  fur  whom 
That  darkness  of  the  sonl  is  chased  by  linUt. 
Splendid  and  clear  shines  mauifeet  the  Truth 
As  if  a  Sun  of  Wisdom  sprang  to  shed 
Its  beams  of  dawn.     Him  meditating  still, 
Hiui  seeking,  with  Him  bleudeii,  stayed  on  Hiiu 
The  souls  illuminated  take  tliat  road 
Which  liatli  no  turning  bock  —  their  eius  tltiiig 
By   strength   of   faith.     [Who   will  may    liavt 

Light; 
Who  hath  it  sees.]    To  him  who  wisely  sees. 
The  Brahman  with  hia  scrolls  and  sanctitica, 
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The  cow,  the  elephant,  the  unclean  dog, 
The  Outcast  gorging  dog's  meat,  are  all  ona 


The  world  is  overcome — aye  I  even  here ! 
By  such  as  tix  their  faith  on  Unity. 
The  sinless  Brahma  dwells  in  Unity, 
And  they  in  Brahma.     Be  not  over-glad 
Attaining  joy,  and  be  not  over-sad 
Encountering  grief,  but,  stayed  on  Brahma,  still 
Constant  let  each  abide !     'i'he  sage  whose  soul 
Holds  off  from  outer  contacts,  in  himself 
Finds  bliss ;  to  Brahma  joined  by  piety. 
His  spirit  tastes  eternal  peace.     The  joys 
Springing  from  sense-life  are  but  quickenmg  womb.5 
Which   breed   sure  griefs:    those   joys   begin   and 

end! 
The  wise  mind  takes  no  pleasure,  Kunti's  Son ! 
In  such  as  those !     But  if  a  man  shall  learn, 
Even  wliile  he  lives  and  bears  his  body's  chain, 
To  master  lust  and  aiiLrtjr,  lie  is  hirst! 
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He  is  tlie  Yukta ;  lie  bath  liapiiuiess, 
Couteutmeiit,  light,  vrltbin  :  lua  life  is  merged 
In  Bnibma'a  life ;  lie  dtith  Nirvilna  touch  ! 
Thus  go  tbii  Risliis  iiiito  rest,  whu  dwell 
With  sins  effaced,  with  douhls  at  end,  with  hearts 
Governed  aiid  calm.     Glad  in  all  good  tbey  livu. 
Nigh  to  the  peace  of  God ;  and  ull  those  live 
Who  pass  their  days  exempt  from  greed  and  w-nilh. 
Subduing  self  tiud  senses,  knowing  the  Soul  1 

The  Saint  who  shuts  out«iide  his  placid  son! 
All  touch  of  sense,  letting  no  contact  through ; 
Whose  quiet  eyes  gaze  straight  from  fixi-d  brv^ws. 
Whose  outward  breath  and  inward  breath  are  drawn 
Equal  and  slow  through  nostrils  still  and  close ; 
That  ono  —  with  organs,  heart,  and  miud  constrained 
Bent  on  deliverance,  having  put  away 
Passion,  and  fear,  and  rage ;  —  hath,  even  now, 
(Iblained  deliverance,  ever  and  ever  freed. 
Yea!  for  he  knows  Me  Who  am  He  that  hwds 
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The  sacrifice  and  worship.  God  revealed ; 
And  He  who  heeds  not,  being  Lord  of  Worlda. 
Lover  of  all  that  lives.  God  unrevealed, 
Wbereiu  who  will  shall  find  surety  aud  shield ! 

HERE   ESD3   CIIAPTEB   V.    OP  THE 
BhaOAVAD-0  ITA, 
Entiileil  "  Karmotanyatayog,'" 
"The  Bool  ofMigiiin  by  Renouncing  Fruil  0/  Worh." 


CHAPTEE  VL 

KRISHNA 

Therefore,  who  doeth  work  rightful  to  do. 

Not    seeking    gain    from    work,    that    man,  O 

Prince  ! 
Is  Srinyasi  and  Yogi  —  both  in  one  1 
And  he  is  neither  who  lights  not  the  flame 
Of  sacrifice,  nor  setteth  hand  to  task. 


Eegard  as  true  Renouncer  him  that  makes 
Worship  by  work,  for  who  renounceth  not 
Works  not  as  Yogin.     So  is  that  well  said 
"  I>y  works  the  votary  doth  rise  to  saint. 
And  saintship  is  the  ceasing  from  all  works ; " 
Because  the  perfect  Yogin  acts  —  but  acts 
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Unmoved  by  passions  and  unbound  by  deeds, 
Setting  result  asida 


Let  each  man  raise 
The  Self  by  Soul,  not  trample  down  liLs  Self, 
Since  Soul  that  is  Selfs  friend  may  grow  Selfs 

foe. 
Soul  is  Seirs  friend  when  Self  doth  rule  o'er  Self, 
But  Self  turns  enemy  if  Soul's  own  self 
Hates  Self  as  not  itself.^ 

The  sovereign  soul 
Of  him  who  lives  self-governed  and  at  peace 
Is  centred  in  itself,  taking  alike 
Pleasure  and  pain ;  heat,  cold  ;  glory  and  shame. 
He  is  the  Yogi,  he  is  YiXkta,  glad 
With  joy  of  light  and  truth ;  dwelling  apart 
Upon  a  peak,  with  senses  subjugate 
Whereto  the  clod,  the  rock,  the  glistering  gold 
Show  all  as  one.     By  this  sIot  is  he  known 


^   The  Siuiskiit  1ms  this  pl.*>y  on  tln^  <h)HM<*  ineanini;  of  .ifui-iv. 
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Being  of  equal  grace  to  comrades,  friends. 
Chance-comers,  strangers,  lovers,  enemies, 
Aliens  and  kinsmen  ;  loving  all  alike, 
Evil  or  good. 

Sequestered  should  he  sit. 
Steadfastly  meditating,  solitary. 
His  thoughts  controlled,  his  passions  laid  away, 
Quit  of  belongings.     In  a  fair,  still  spot 
Having  his  fixed  abode,  —  not  too  much  raised. 
Nor  yet  too  low,  —  let  him  abide,  his  goods 
A  cloth,  a  deerskin,  and  the  Kufe-grass. 
There,  setting  hard  his  mind  upon  The  One, 
Kestraining  heart  and  senses,  silent,  calm, 
Let  him  accomplish  Yoga,  and  achieve 
Pureness  of  soul,  holding  immovable 
Body  and  neck  and  head,  his  gaze  absorbed 
Upon  his  nose-end,^  rapt  from  all  around, 
Tranquil  in  spirit,  free  of  fear,  intent 
Upon  his  Brahmacharya  vow,  devout. 


^  So  in  original. 
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Musing  on  Me,  lost  in  the  thought  of  Me. 
That  Yojin,  so  devoted,  so  controlled, 
Comes  to  the  peace  beyond,  —  My  peace,  the  peace 
Of  high  Nirvana ! 

But  for  earthly  needs 
Religion  is  not  his  who  too  much  fasts 
Or  too  much  feasts,  nor  his  who  sleeps  away 
An  idle  mind  ;  nor  his  who  wears  to  waste 
His  strength  in  vigils.     Nay,  Arjuna !  call 
That  the  true  piety  which  most  removes 
Earth-aches  and  ills,  where  one  is  moderate 
In  eating  and  in  resting,  and  in  sport ; 
Measured  in  wish  and  act ;  sleeping  betimes, 
Waking  betimes  for  duty. 

When  the  man, 
So  living,  centres  on  his  soul  the  thought 
Straitly  restrained  —  untouched  internally 
By  streas  of  sense  —  then  is  he  Yilkta,     See  .• 
Steadfast  a  lamp  burns  sheltered  from  the  wind  ; 
Such  is  the  likeness  of  the  YiViVs  mind 
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shut   fnini   sense-storms   auJ   burning   liriybt  i 

Heaven. 

Wlieii  uiind  broods  placid,  eootked  with  holy  i 
Wlien  Self  uoutemplates  self,  aud  iu  itself 
Hutli  coiafutt;  when  it  kno^rs  the  oameless  jcfl 
Itcyond  all  scope  of  sense,  revealed  in  soul  —  \ 
Only  to  .soul !  and,  knowing,  wavers  not. 
True  tci  the  farther  Truth  ;  wlieu,  lnjldiiiK  this,  ' 
It  deein-s  uo  other  treasure  comparable, 
I!ut,  harbored  there,  cannot  be  stirred  nr  shook 
By  any  gravest  grief,  call  that  state  "  poaw," 
That  happy  severance  Yoga ;  call  that  man 
The  perfect  Yogin ! 

Steadfastly  the  will 
Must  tc.il  tlicR^o,  til)  ctt'orts  end  in  ease. 
And  thought  has  [lassed  from  thinking.     ShaklngJ 
All  longings  bred  by  dreams  of  fame  and  gain. 
Shutting  the  doorways  of  the  senses  close 
With  watchful  ward;  bo,  step  by  step,  it  coniesi 
To  gi(t  of  peace  iissured  mid  heart  assiinged. 
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When  the  mind  dwells  self-wrapped,  and  the  soul 

broods 
Cumberless.     But,  as  often  as  the  heart 
Breaks  —  wild  and  wavering  —  from  control,  so  oft 
Let  him  re-curb  it,  let  him  rein  it  back 
To  the  souls  governance ;  for  perfect  bliss 
Grows  only  in  the  bosom  tranquillized, 
The  spirit  passionless,  purged  from  offence. 
Vowed  to  the  Infinite.     He  who  thus  vows 
His  soul  to  the  Supreme  Soul,  quitting  sin, 
Passes  unhindered  to  the  endless  bliss 
Of  unity  with  Brahma.     He  so  vowed. 
So  blended,  sees  the  Life-Soul  resident 
In  all  things  living,  and  all  living  things 
In  that  Life-Soul  contained.     And  whoso  thus 
Discerneth  Me  in  all,  and  all  in  Me, 
I  never  let  him  go ;  nor  looseneth  he 
Hold  upon  Me ;  but,  dwell  he  where  he  may. 
Whatever  his  life,  in  Me  he  dwells  and  lives,   . 
Because  he  knows  and  worships  Me,  Who  dwell 
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In  all  which  lives,  and  cleaves  to  Me  in  alL 
Arjuna !  if  a  man  sees  everywhere  — 
Taught  by  his  own  similitude  —  one  Life, 
One  Essence  in  the  Evil  and  the  Good, 
Hold  him  a  Yogi,  yea !  well-perfected  I 


ARJUNA: 

Slayer  of  Madhu !  yet  again,  this  Yog, 
This  Peace,  derived  from  equanimity, 
Made  known  by  thee  —  I  see  no  fixity 
Therein,  no  rest,  because  the  heart  of  men 
Is  unfixed,  Krishna !  ra^h,  tumultuous. 
Wilful  and  strong.     It  were  all  one,  I  think. 
To   hold   the   wayward   wind,   as   tame   man's 
heart. 


KRISHNA: 

Hero  long-armed  !  beyond  denial,  hard 
Man's  heart  is  to  restrain,  and  wavering ; 
Yet  may  it  grow  restrained  by  habit,  Prince ! 
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By  wont  of  self-command.     This  Yog,  I  say, 
Cometh  not  lightly  to  th'  ungoverned  ones ; 
But  he  who  will  be  master  of  himself 
Shall  win  it,  if  he  stoutly  strive  thereto. 


\RJUNA: 

And  what  road  goeth  he  who,  having  faith, 
Fails,  Krishna  !  in  the  striving ;  falling  back 
From  holiness,  missing  the  perfect  rule  ? 
Is  he  not  lost,  straying  from  Brahma's  light. 
Like  the  vain  cloud,  which  floats  'twixt  earth  and 

Heaven 
When  lightning  splits  it,  and  it  vanisheth  ? 
Fain  would  T  hear  thee  answer  me  herein. 
Since,  Krishna !  none  save  thou  can  clear  the  doubt 


KRISHNA: 

He  is  not  lost,  thou  Son  of  Pritha  !     No  I 
Nor  earth,  nor  heaven  is  forfeit,  even  f(>r  him, 
P>e(;aiise  no  heart  that  holds  one  rinht  desin^ 
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TrcQilttli  till'  roiid  of  l.jss  :     Hi-  who  sliould  I 
Desiring  rigUteousnuss,  cometli  nl  deaLli 
I.'iiLo  the  liegion  nf  tlia  Jusl;  dwella  tbere 
Mcasiireleaa  years,  and  being  bom  aiiisw, 
li('<;iniieUi  life  again  in  some  fuir  home 
Amia  tlie  milJ  and  happy.     It  may  chance 
H>'  iliiLli  duscuttd  into  a  Yi'^ii  house 
(.)n  Virtue's  breust ;  but  that  is  rare  1    Such  I 
la  hard  u.\  l)e  obtained  on  tliis  earth,  Chief  1 
Ko  hath  be  back  again  what  heights  of  ht-Hrt 
He  did  achieve,  and  so  ho  strives  anew 
To  perfectness.  wilb  belter  hope,  dear  I'riiicc  1 
For  by  the  okl  desire  he  a  ilrawu  ou 
Unwittingly  ;  and  only  to  desire 
The  purity  of  Voga  is  to  pass 
Beyond  tbe  SitMal/riiJim,  tlie  spoki-n  Vwi 
But,  beiug  Yitgi,  striving  strong  iiud  long. 
Purged  from  tranagreaaions,  perfected  by  hiJ 
Folliiwiug  on  births,  he  plunta  his  feet  at  Ij 
I'pou  the  farther  path.     Such  an  one  raiil| 
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Above  ascetics,  higher  than  the  wise, 
Beyond  achievers  of  vast  deeds !     Be  thou 
Yogi,  Arjuna !     And  of  such  believe, 
Truest  and  best  is  he  who  worships  Me 
With  inmost  soul,  stayed  on  My  Mystery  I 


hebe  endeth  chapter  vi.  of  the 
Bhagavad-Gita, 

Entitled  **  Almasanyamayog,** 
Or  «*  The  Book  0/ Religion  by  Self- Restraint.** 


CHAPTER  VII. 

KRISHNA: 

Learn  now,  dear  Prince !  how,  if  thy  soul  be  set 

Ever  on  Me  —  still  exercising  Yog, 

Still  making  Me  thy  Refuge  —  thou  shalt  come 

Most  surely  unto  perfect  hold  of  Me. 

I  will  declare  to  thee  that  utmost  lore. 

Whole  and  particular,  which,  when  thou  knowest, 

Leaveth  no  more  to  know  here  in  this  world. 


Of  many  thousand  mortals,  one,  perchance, 
Striveth  for  Truth ;  and  of  those  few  that  strive  — 
Nay,  and  rise  high  —  one  only  —  here  and  there  — 
Knoweth  Me,  as  I  am,  the  very  Truth. 
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Earth,  water,  flame,  air,  ether,  life,  and  mind. 
And  individuality  —  those  eight 
Make  up  the  showing  of  Me,  Manifest 


These  be  my  lower  Nature ;  learn  the  higher,. 
Whereby,  thou  Valiant  One !  this  Universe 
Is,  by  its  principle  of  life,  produced ; 
Whereby  the  worlds  of  visible  things  are  born 
As  from  a  Yoni.     Know !  I  am  that  womb : 
I  make  and  I  unmake  this  Universe : 
Than  me  there  is  no  other  Master,  Prince ! 
No  other  Maker !    All  these  hang  on  me 
As  hangs  a  row  of  pearls  upon  its  string. 
I  am  the  fresh  taste  of  the  water ;  1 
The  silver  of  the  moon,  the  gold  o*  the  sun. 
The  word  of  worship  in  the  Veds,  the  thrill 
That  passeth  in  the  ether,  and  the  strength 
Of  man's  shed  seed.      I  am  the  good  sweet  smell 
Of  the  moistened  earth,  I  am  tlie  fire's  red  light, 
The  vitiil  air  moving'  in  all  which  moves. 
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The  holiness  of  hallowed  souls,  the  rout 
Uuiiying,  wheuce  hath  sprung  whatever  is ; 
The  wisdom  of  the  wise,  the  intellect 
Of  the  informed,  the  BTeatneas  o(  the  great, 
Thi'  splendor  of  the  splendid.     Kuiiti's  Sua  I  J 
These  nm  1,  free  from  pasaioa  and  desire , 
Yet  am  I  right  desire  in  all  who  yearn, 
C'liic'f  of  the  Bhiiratas  I  fur  all  those  laiKxls, 
Soothfust,  or  passionate,  or  ignorant, 
Which  Nature  frames,  deducB  from  me;  but| 
Are  meiged  in  me  —  not  I  in  Uiem  !     Thi; 
Deceived  hy  those  three  qualities  of  Lciag  — M 
Wottctb  not  Me  Who  am  outaide  them  all, 
Above  them  all,  Et«mal !     Hard  it  is 
To  pierce  tliat  veil  divine  of  various  shows 
Which  hideth  Me ;  yet  they  who  worship  iff 
I'ierce  it  and  pass  beyond. 

I  am  not  knownf 
To  evil-doers,  nor  to  foolish  ones. 
Nor  to  the  base  and  churlish ;  uov  to  those 
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Wliose  mind  is  cheated  by  the  show  of  things. 
Nor  those  that  take  the  way  of  Asuras.^ 

Four  sorts  of  mortals  know  me :  he  who  weeps, 
Arjiina !  and  the  man  who  yearns  to  know  ; 
And  he  wlio  toils  to  help ;  and  he  who  sits 
Certain  of  me,  enlightened. 

Of  these  four, 
O  Prince  of  India !  highest,  nearest,  best 
That  last  is,  the  devout  soul,  wise,  intent 
Upon  "  The  One."    Dear,  above  all,  am  I 
To  him  ;  and  he  is  dearest  unto  me  1 
All  four  are  good,  and  seek  nie  ;  but  mine  own. 
The  true  of  heart,  the  faithful  —  stayed  on  me. 
Taking  me  as  their  utmost  blessedness. 
They  are  not  "mine,"  but  T  —  even  I  myself! 
At  end  of  many  births  U)  Me  they  come ! 
Yet  hard  the  wise  ilahatma  is  to  find. 
That  man  who  savoth,  "  All  is  Vrisudov  !  "^ 


^   ik-iiigs  ol"  low  ainl  (k'vilish  iiuluu'.  -   Kiisiiiii. 


•n.o.eme.ofl.1  .^„4,„ 

^icHdeem*  "  „,.,»»  Sell  1 

X.„uot.ee«byan.  ^^,  ^ 
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But  I,  Arjuna !  know  all  things  which  were, 
And  all  which  are,  and  all  which  are  to  be, 
Albeit  not  one  among  them  knoweth  Me ! 


By  passion  for  the  "  pairs  of  opposites," 
By  those  twain  snares  of  Like  and  Dislike,  Prince  * 
All  creatures  live  bewildered,  save  some  few 
Who,  quit  of  sins,  holy  in  act,  informed, 
Freed  from  the  "  opposites,"  and  fixed  in  faith, 
Cleave  unto  Me. 

Who  cleave,  who  seek  in  Me 
Refuge  from   birth  ^  and   death,  those  have   the 

Truth ! 
Those  know  Me  Braiima  ;  know  Me  Soul  of  Souls, 
The  Adhyatman  ;  know  Karma,  my  work ; 
Know  I  am  Adhibhlta,  Lord  of  Life, 
And  AnmDAiVA,  Lord  of  all  the  (jods. 
And  Adhiyajna,  I^rd  of  Sacrifice ; 


^  I  read  lien.'  Juamn,  "  l»iitli  ;"  not  j-a'a,  ^^  [x\^i',^' 
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Worship  M«  well,  with  hearts  of  love  and  faith, 
And  find  and  hold  Me  in  the  hour  of  death. 


HERE  ENDETH  CHAPTER  VII.  OF  THB 

Bhagavad-Gita, 

Entitled  "  Vijndnayog,** 
Or  **  The  Book  cf  Religion  by  DiscemmerU.** 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

\RJUNA: 

Who  is  that  Brahma  ?    What  that  Soul  of  Souls, 
The  Adhyatman  ?    What,  Thou  Best  of  All ! 
Thy  work,  the  Karma  ?    Tell  me  what  it  is 
Thou  uamest  Adhibhuta  ?    What  again 
Means  ADfflDAiVA  ?    Yea,  and  how  it  comes 
Thou  canst  be  Adhiya jna  in  thy  flesh  ? 
Slayer  of  Madhu !     Further,  make  me  know 
How  good  men  find  thee  in  the  hour  of  death  ? 


KRISHNA: 

I  Brahma  am !  the  One  Eternal  God, 

And  Adhyatman  is  My  Being's  name. 

The  Soul  of  Souls !    What  goeth  forth  from  Me, 

Causing'  all  life  to  live,  is  Karma  ciilleJ: 
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Aud.  Manifested  in  divided  forms, 

I  am  the  AdhibhCta,  Lord  of  Livea; 

And  Adhidaiva,  Lord  of  all  the  Gods, 

Because  I  am  PonusHA,  who  begets, 

And  Adhiyajna,  Lord  of  Sacrifice. 

I  — speukiug  with  thoc  in  this  body  here  - 

Am,  thou  embodied  one !  (for  all  the  shrines  j 

Flnme  unto  Me  I)     And,  at  the  hour  of  deatlit 

He  that  hatli  meditated  Me  alonu, 

lu  putting  off  liis  flesh,  comes  forth  to  Me, 

Enters  into  My  Being  —  doubt  thou  not ! 

But,  if  he  meditated  otherwise 

At  hour  of  death,  in  putting  off  the  flesh. 

He  goes  to  what  ho  looked  tor,  Kuuti's  Son !  I 

Becaiiae  the  Soul  is  fashioned  to  iU  like. 


Have  Me,  then,  in  thy  heart  always!  nnd  fi 
Thou  too,  when  heart  and  mind  are  fixed  on  Mb, 
Shalt  surely  come  to  Me !    All  come  who  ciM 
With  never-wavering  will  of  firmest  &uth. 
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Owning  none  other  Gods :  all  come  to  Me, 
The  Uttermost,  Purusha,  Holiest ! 


Whoso  hath  known  Me,  Lord  of  sage  and  singer. 
Ancient  of  days ;  of  all  the  Three  Worlds  Stay, 

Boundless,  —  but  unto  every  atom  Bringer 
Of  that  which  quickens  it :  whoso,  I  say, 


Hath   known    My    form,   which  passeth   mortal 
knowing ; 

Seen  my  effulgence  —  which  no  eye  hath  seen  — 
Than  the  sun's  burning  gold  more  brightly  glowing. 

Dispersing  darkness,  —  unto  him  hath  been 


Right    life!    And,  in    the   hour    when     life   is 
ending, 
With  mind  set  fast  and  trustful  piety, 
Drawing  still   breath   beneath  calm    brows    un- 
bending, 
In  ha})py  peace  that  faithful  one  doth  die, — 
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In  glad  peace  passeth  to  Puruaha's  beftven, 

Tim   jilftce   wliich   tliey   who   read   the   Todas 
name 

Aksbabam,  "  Ultimate ; "  wUerato  have  slriTJ 
Saiiite  itnd  ascetics  —  their  roiid  is  tin; 

That  wny  —  the  highest  way  —  goes    he  t 
shuts 
Tlte  gates  of  all  his  seusoa,  locks  desire 
Safe  in  his  lienrt,  reiitrifs  the  vital  airs 
U[)Oii  hia  parting  thought,  eteadfafltly  set ; 
And,  murmuring  Om.  the  sacrLni  syllable  — 
Kmhlem  of  Bkaitm  —  dies,  ineditatiug  Me. 

For  who,  none  othiT  Gods  regarding,  looka 
Ever  to  Me,  easily  am  I  gained 
By  such  a  Yogi ;  and,  Htlaiiiing  Me, 
They  fall  not  —  those  Mahatmas  —  back  to  bir 
To  life,  which  is  the  place  of  iiabt.  which  e 
But  take  the  way  of  ntmost  hlessedneas. 
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The  worlds,  Arjuna  !  —  even  Brahma's  world — 
Koll  back  again  from  Death  to  Life's  unrest ; 
But  they,  0  Kunti's  Son  !  that  reach  to  Me, 
Taste  birth  no   more.      If  ye  know  Brahma's 

Day 
Which  is  a  thousand  Yugas ;  if  ye  know 
The  thousand  Yugas  making  Brahma's  Night, 
Then   know  ye   Day  and  Night   as    He    doth 

know ! 
When   that    vast   Dawn    doth    break,    th'    In- 
visible 
Is  brought  anew  into  the  Visible ; 
When  that  deep  Night  doth  darken,  all  which 

is 
Fades  back  again  to  Him  Who  sent  it  forth  ; 
Yea  !  this  vast  company  of  living  things  — 
Again  and  yet  again  produced  —  expires 
At    Brahma's    Nightfall;     and,    at    Brahma's 

Dawn, 
Kiseth,  witliout  its  will,  to  life  new-born. 
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But  —  biyher,  deeper,  inneriuo^t  —  abides 
Another  Life,  iiot  like  tbe  Ijfe  of  sense, 
Kacaping  sight,  utichangiag.     This  eiiduree 
When  all  created  things  have  passed  away : 
This  is  that  Ltfo  named  the  Unuunifest, 
The  Infinite  !  the  All !  the  Uttermost. 
Thither  arriving  none  return.    That  Life 
Is    Mine,   and   I   am   there !     And,   Priucu 

faith 
Which  wanders  not,  there  is  a  way  to  come 
Thither.     I,  the  PuKUSHA,  I  Wlio  spread 
The  Universe  around  me  —  in  Whom  dwell 
All   livii^   Thmgs  —  may   so   be   reacheil 


Richer  than  holy  fruit  on  Yedos  growing, 
Greater    than    gifts,    better    tlian    prayer  1 


'  I  hive  disi^untod  tm  Un»  of  Sanskrit  Inxt  bctv  u  an  t 
toteT{iol«tiiHi  by  some  VettjuilisL 
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Such  wisdom  is  !    The  Yogi,  this  way  knowing, 
Comes  to  the  Utmost  Perfect  Peace  at  last 


HERE  ENDETH  CHAPTER  VIII.  OF  THE 

BHAGAVAI>-GiTA, 
Entitled  *  *yl ksharaparabrahmayog, ' ' 
Or  **  7%c  Book  of  Religion  by  Devotion  to  the  One  Supreme  GodV 


CHAPTER  IX. 

"ICRiSKNA: 

Niiw  will  I  u\)cn  unto  ihee — whose  heart 
EejectB  not —  that  last  lore,  deepest-concfoled 
That  farthest  secret  of  My  Heavens  and  Eartii 
Which  but  to  know  shall  set  thee  free  frj 

ills,— 
A  Royal  lore  !  a  Kingly  mystery  ! 
Yea  I  tor  the  soul  such  light  as  pui^eth  it 
From  every  siu ;  a  light  of  holiness 
With  inmost  splendor  shining ;  plain  to  see; 
Easy  to  walk  by,  inexliaustible  I 


They  that  receive  not  this,  failing  in  faith 
To  grasp  the  greater  wisdom,  roach  not  He,     i 


BOOK  THE  NINTH.  87 

Destroyer  of  thy  foes  1    They  sink  anew 

Into  the  realm  of  Flesh,  whlsre  all  things  change  I 

By  Me  the  whole  vast  Universe  of  things 
Is  spread  abroad ;  —  by  Me,  the  Unmanifest ! 
In  Me  are  all  existences  contained ; 
Not  I  in  them  I 

Yet  they  are  not  contained. 
Those  visible  tilings !    Receive  and  strive  to  embrace 
The  mystery  majestical !    My  Being  — 
Creating  all,  sustaining  all  —  still  dwells 
Outside  of  all ! 

See  !  as  the  shoreless  airs 
Move  in  the  measureless  space,  but  are  not  space, 
[And  space  were  space  without  the  moving  airs] ; 
So  all  things  are  in  Me,  but  are  not  I. 

At  closing  of  each  Kalpa,  Indian  Prince ! 

All  thirif][s  wliicli  be  l)a('k  to  My  Beiii*'  come : 
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At  the  beginning  of  each  Kalpa,  all 
Issue  iiew-boni  from  Me. 

By  Energy 
And  help  of  Pnikriti,  my  outer  Self, 
Again,  and  yet  again.  I  make  gu  forth 
ITie  realms  of  visible  UiiugB  —  witliout  their  will- 
All  of  tbeni  —  by  the  puwer  of  I'mkriti. 

Yet  these  gri-al   makings.   Prince  !   Involve  M<' 
not, 
Enchain  Me  not !     I  sit  opart  from  them. 
Other,  and  Higher,  and  Free ;  nowise  atUtchej 

Titus  doth  the  stuff  of  worlds,  moulded  by  ] 
Bring  forth  all  that  which  is,  moving  (>r  sUlI,  I 
Living  or  lifeless  I     Thus  the  worlds  go  on  1 

The  minds  untniight  mistake  Me,  veiled  in  fi 
Naught  see  they  of  Sly  si'-TiH  l'n«e«ce.  uonglfl 
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Of  My  hid  Nature,  ruling  all  which  lives. 

Vaiu  hopes  pursuing,  vain  deeds  doing ;  fed 

On  vainest  knowledge,  senselessly  they  seek 

An  evil  way,  the  way  of  brutes  and  fiends. 

But  My  Mahatraas,  those  of  noble  soul 

Who  tread  the  path  celestial,  worship  Me 

With  hearts  un  wandering, — knowing  Me  the  Source, 

Th'  Eternal  Source,  of  Life.     Unendingly 

They  glorify  Me ;  seek  Me ;  keep  their  vows 

Of  reverence  and  love,  with  changeless  faith 

Adoring  Me.     Yea,  and  those  too  adore, 

Who,  offering  sacrifice  of  wakened  hearts. 

Have  sense  of  one  pervading  Spirit's  stress, 

One  Force  in  every  place,  thougli  manifold ! 

I  am  the  Sacrifice  !     I  am  the  Prayer  ! 

I  am  the  Funeral-Cake  set  for  the  dead ! 

I  am  the  healing  herb  !     I  am  the  ghee. 

The  Mantra,  and  the  flame,  and  that  which  burns ! 

I  am  —  of  all  this  boundless  Universe  — 

The  Father,  Muthi'r,  Anci'stor,  and  (Juan!  ! 
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The  end  of  learning !     That  which  purifies 

In  lustral  water '     I  am  Ou  I     I  am 

Big  -  Veda,  Saiua-Veiia,  Yajur-Ved; 

The  Way,  tlie  Fosterur.  the  Lord,  the  Judge, 

The  Witness ;  the  Abode,  thu  l!efuge-Hoase. 

The  Friend,  the  Fountnin  and  the  Sea  of  Life  i 

Which   8enda,   and   bwbUows   up ;   Treasure  j 

Worlds 

And  Treasure-Chamber !     Seed  and  Seed-Sow 
Wlience  endless  harvests  spring!  Sun's  IieabJ^ 

mine ; 
Heaven's  rain  is  mine  to  grant  or  to  withheld  ^ 
Death  am  I,  and  Immortal  Life  I  am, 
Arjuna  1     Sat  and  Asat,  Visible  Life, 
And  Life  Invisible  I 


Tea  !  those  who  lean  J 
The  threefold  Veds,  wlio  drink  the  Sooii-i 
Pui^  aina,  pay  sacrifice  —  from  Me  they  earttj 
Passage  to  Swarga ;  where  the  meatd  divintg 
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Of  great  gods  feed  them  in  high  Indra's  heaven. 

Yet  they,  when  that  prodigious  joy  is  o'er, 
Paradise  spent,  and  wage  for  merits  given, 

Come  to   the   world  of  death   and   change   once 
more. 


They  had  their  recompense !  they  stored  their  trea- 
sure. 

Following  the  threefold  Scripture  and  its  writ ; 
Who  seeketh  such  gaineth  the  fleeting  pleasure 

Of  joy  which  comes  and  goes !     I  grant  them  it ! 

But  to  those  blessM  ones  who  worship  Me, 
Turning  not  otherwhere,  with  minds  set  fast, 
I  bring  assurance  of  full  bliss  beyond. 

Nay,  and  of  hearts  which  follow  other  gods 
In  simple  faith,  their  prayers  arise  to  me, 
O  Kunti's  Son!  though  tliey  pray  wrongfully; 
For  I  am  the  PJeceiver  and  the  Lord 
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Of  every  eaerifici*.  which  these  know  not 

RiglitfuUy ;  so  they  £all  to  earth  again ! 

Who  toUow  gods  go  to  their  gods ;  who  vow   ' 

Their  eouls  to  Pitris  go  to  Pitris ;  minds 

To  evil  BhOts  given  o'er  siuk  to  the  Bhftts  j 

And  whose  loveth  Me  cometh  to  Me. 

Whoso  shall  offer  Me  m  fnith  and  love 

A  leaf,  a  flower,  a  fruit,  watt^r  poured  forth. 

Thnt  offering  I  accept,  lovingly  niade 

With  pious  will     Whale'er  thou  doest,  IMucI 

Eating  or  saerificiug,  giving  gifts, 

Praying  or  fasting,  let  it  all  be  done 

For  Me,  as  Mine.     So  slinlt  thou  free  thj'self 

From  Karmabun<!/i,  the  chain  which  holdt-tbi 

To  good  and  evil  issue,  bo  ahalt  cimie 

Siife  unto  Me  —  when  thou  art  quit  of  flesh  -i 

By  faith  and  abdication  joineil  to  Mel 


I  am  alike  for  all  I     I  know  not  hate, 
I  know  not  favor !     What  is  made  is  Minu  1 
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But  them  that  worship  Me  with  love,  I  love ; 
They  are  in  Me,  and  I  in  them  ! 

Nay,  Prince ! 
If  one  of  evil  life  turn  in  his  thought 
Straightly  to  Me,  count  him  amidst  the  good  ; 
He  hath  the  high  way  chosen  ;  he  shall  grow 
Righteous  ere  long ;  he  shall  attain  that  peace 
Which  changes  not.     Thou  Prince  of  India ! 
Be  certain  none  can  perish,  trusting  Me ! 
O  Pritha's  Son  !  whoso  will  turn  to  Me, 
Though  they  be  born   from  the  very  womb  of 

Sin, 
Woman  or  man ;  sprung  of  the  Vais'ya  caste 
Or  lowly  disregarded  Sudra,  —  all 
Plant  foot  upon  the  highest  path ;  how  then 
The  holy  Brahmans  and  My  Royal  Saints  ? 
Ah !  ye  who  into  this  ill  world  are  come  — 
Fleeting  and  false  —  set  your  faith  fast  on  ^le ! 
Fix  heart  and  thought  on  Mc  !     Adore  Me  !     Bring 
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OfTerings  to  Me !    Make  Me  prostratioDS  I    Make 
Me  your  aupremest  joy !  and,  undivided. 
Unto  My  rest  your  spirits  shall  be  guided. 

h£be  ends  chapter  ix.  of  the 
Bbagatab-Gita, 

Entitled  "  RajamdyAraJaguiyayig," 

Or  "  The  Book  of  Beligion  bg  Ihe  Kingly  Knowledge  and  At 

Kingly  Mysltry." 


CHAPTER  X. 


KRISHNA:! 

Hear  farther  yet,   thou   Long-Armed  Lord !    these 

latest  words  I  say  -r- 

Uttered  to  bring  thee  bliss  and  peace,  who  lovest 
Me  alway  — 

Not  the  great  company  of  gods  nor  kingly  Rishis 
know 

My  Nature,  Who  have  made  the  gods  and  Rishis 
long  ago; 

He  only  knoweth  —  only  he  is  free  of  sin,  and  wise, 

Who  seeth  Me,  Lord  of  the  Worlds,  with  faith- 
enlightened  eyes, 

Unborn,  undying,  unbegun.     Whatever  Natures  be 

1  Tlie  Sanskrit  poem  licre  risrs  to  an  elevation  of  style  and  manner 
A-lii'.h  I  have  endeavored  to  mark  bv  rhan^ce  of  metre. 
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To    mortal   men    distributvd,   tbose    natUTf^ 

from  Mel 
Intellect,    skill,    eiiliglitenment,    entli 

control, 
Truthfulness,  equability,  and  grief  or  j<iy  of  soul, 
Ami  birth  and  death,  and  fcarfulntss,  aiid  foarless- 

ness,  and  shame. 
And  honor,   and  swei't    harixilessness,'    .>nd    pe-aci> 

which  is  the  same 
Whate'er   befalls,  and   mirth,  and  t(.'ors,  and  |>ii.*lr  , 

and  thrift, 
And  wish  U>  give,  and  will  to  help,^  nil  coini-Lh  «</ 

My  gift! 
The  Seven  Cliief  Siiints,  the  Elders  Four,  the  LonlJj 

Manus  aet  — 
Sharing  My  woi'k  —  to  rule  the  worlds,  these  too  dU 

I  beget; 
And  Kishis.  Pitris,  Manus,  all,  by  one   thm 

My  mind ; 
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Thence  did  arise,  to  fill  this  world,  the  races  of 
mankind ; 

Wherefrom  who  comprehends  My  Beign  of  mystic 
Majesty  — 

That  truth  of  truths  —  is  thenceforth  linked  in  fault- 
less faith  to  Me: 

Yea!  knowing  Me  the  source  of  all,  by  Me  all 
creatures  wrought, 

The  wise  in  spirit  cleave  to  Me,  into  My  Being 
brought ; 

Hearts  fixed  on  Me  ;  breaths  breathed  to  Me ;  prais- 
ing Me,  each  to  each. 

So  have  they  happiness  and  peace,  with  pious 
thought  and  speech ; 

And  unto  these  —  thus  serving  well,  thus  loving 
ceaselessly  — 

I  give  a  mind  of  perfect  mood,  whereby  they  draw 
to  Me; 

And,  all  for  love  of  them,  within  their  darkened 
souls  I  dwell, 

7 
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And,   witli   bright  rays   of   wisdom's   lamp,  J 
ignorauce  dispel. 


ARJUNA: 

Yes !   Thou  art  Parabrahm  !   The  Hij^h  Alio* 

The  Great  Purification  1     Tiioii  art  God 

Et«rnal,  All-creating,  Holy,  Firet, 

Without  beginning  I     Ixird  of  Lords  and  Go< 

Declared  by  all  the  Saints  —  by  Narada, 

Vvi'isa,  Asita.  and  Dovalas; 

And  here  Thyself  declaring  unto  me  1 

\\'\\sX  Thou  hast  said  now  know  I  to  Im  trutl 

n  Kessva  I  that  ueitlier  gods  nor  men 

Nor  demons  nonipreheiid  Thy  mystery 

Made  maiiiteet,  IMvinest !     Thou  Thyself 

Thyself  al"iie  dost  know,  Maker  Supreme  1 

Master  of  all  the  living  !     Ltml  of  (>odsl 

King  of  the  UniversL- !     To  Tbcie  alone 

Belongs  to  tell  the  heavenly  excellence 

Of  those  perfections  wherewith  Thon  dost  flUl 
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These  worlds  of  Thine ;  Pervading,  Immanent ! 
How  shall  I  learn,  Supremest  Mystery  ! 
To  know  Thee,  though  I  muse  continually  ? 
Under  what  form  of  Thine  unnumbered  forms 
Mayst  Thou  be  grasped  ?    Ah !  yet  again  recount, 
Clear  and  complete,  Thy  great  appearances, 
Tlie  secrets  of  Thy  Majesty  and  Might, 
Thou  High  Delight  of  Men  !     Never  enough 
Can  mine  ears  drink  the  Amrit  ^  of  such  words  ! 


KRISHNA: 

Hanta  !    So  be  it !  Kuru   Prince !     I  will   to  thee 

unfold 
Some   portions  of   My   Majesty,  whose   powers   arc 

manifold ! 
I  am  the  Spirit  seated  deep  in  every  creature's  heart ; 
From   Me  they  come ;  by   Me  they   live  ;  at  My 

word  they  depart ! 
Vishnu  of  the  Adityas  I  am,  those  Lords  of  Light ; 


^    iiic  iK'la'.'  "'l  iMiiiiorlulitv. 


M^ 

^^^^B 

^^M     100 
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^^^^        MnriUrfai  of  tlu' 

Maiuts.  the   Kings   i.f   Storm   uml 

^^m 

^^^M        By  day  I  gleam 

the  golden  Sun  of  burniuj^   .li.uii 

^^^P               less  Noon ; 

^^^L      hy  Night,  amid 

the  asterisms  I  glide,  the  dappW 

^^M            Moou! 

^^^1     Of  Vedas    I    am    Sama-Yed.    of  gods    ill    Iudn'»     1 

^^^H             Heaven 

^^^V     Vil^ava;  of  the  faculties  to  living  I)eing3  given 

^^^1       The  mind  which  apprehetuls  und  thinks  ;  of  liudms 

^^^1               i^nkora; 

^^M       Of  Yakshas  and 

.f  llakshasas,  ■\'ittesh  ;  and  IVi\'aka 

^^H       Of   Vaaus.  and 

of   mountain-peaks   Mem  ;   Vrihas- 

^^^1 

^^^B       Know  Me  'mid 

planetary   Powers;    'mid  Warriors 

^^^H              heavenly 

^^H       Skiindn;    o£    all 

the   watt'T-floods    the    Sea    wliirli 

^^^H             drinketh  ea 

)', 

^^^H      Aiid   Bhrigu  of  the  holy  Saints,  and  Om   of  snrrt-d      1 

^^^^1              speech 

^^ 
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Of  prayers  the  prayer  ye  whisper;^  of  hills  Him- 

ala's  snow, 
And  Aswattha,  the   fig-tree,  of  all  the  trees  that 

grow; 
Of  the  Devarshis,  Narada  ;  and  Chitrarath  of  them 
That  sing  in  Heaven,  and  Kapila  of  Munis,  and  the 

gem 
Of  flying  steeds,  Uchchaisravas,   from   Amrit-wave 

which   burst ; 
Of  elephants  Airavata ;  of  males  the  Best  and  First ; 
Of   weapons    Heav'n's    hot    thunderbolt;    of   cows 

white  E^madhuk, 
From   whose  great    milky    udder-teats    all    hearts' 

desires  are  strook ; 
Vasuki  of  the   serpent-tribes,  round   Mandara   en- 
twined ; 
And    thousand-fanged    Ananta,    on    whose    broad 

coils  reclined 
Leans  Vishnu  ;  and  of  water-things  Varuna  ;  Aryam 


1   Called  "  Til.' Jap." 
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And  Endless  Life,  and  boundless  Love,  whose  power 

sustaineth  each ; 
And  bitter  Death    which    seizes    all,  and   joyous 

sudden  Birth, 
Which  brings  to  liglit  all  beings  that  are  to  be  on 

earth; 
And  of  the  viewless  virtues,  Fame,  Fortune,  Song 

am  I, 
And  Memory,  and  Patience;   and  Craft,  and  Con- 
stancy : 
Of  Vedic  hymns  the  Vrihatsam,  of  metres  Gayatri, 
Of  months  the  Margasirsha,  of  all  the  seasons  three 
The    flower- wreathed    Spring;    in    dicer's-play   the 

conquering  Double-Eight ; 
The  splendor  of  the  splendid,  and  the  greatness  of 

the  great, 
Victory  I   am,  and   Action !   and  the  goodness  of 

the  good. 
And  V^udev  of  Vrishnfs  race,  and  of  this  Pandu 

brood 


Aote  ol  *^  '^'  ,,  beting* 

mis'*-  ,,  „ioc«4«*- 

„  -Me  to*  *  * 
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Yet  how  shouldst  thou  receive,  0  Prince !  the  vast- 

ness  of  this  word  ? 
I,  who  am  all,  and  made  it  all,  abide  its  separate 

Lord! 


HEBE   ENDETH   CHAPTER  X.   OF  THE 


BHiGAVAD-GlTA, 

EntUled  "  Vibhuti  Yog," 

Or  ^^The  Book  of  Religion  by  the  Heavenly  Perfections,'^ 


CHAPTER  XL 


ARJUNA: 

This,   for  my   sours  peace,  have   I   heard  from 

Thee, 
The  unfolding  of  the  Mystery  Supreme 
Named  Adhyiltman  ;  comprehending  which, 
My  darkness  is  dispelled  ;  for  now  I  know  — 
0  Lotus-eved  ! '  —  whence  is  the  hirth  of  men, 
And  whence  their  death,  and  what  the  majesties 
Of  thine  immortal  rule.     Fain  would  1  see. 
As  thou  Thyself  declar'st  it,  Sovereign  Lord  1 
The  likeness  of  that  glory  of  Thy  Form 
WlioUy  revealed.     O  Tliou  Divinest  One  ! 
If  this  can  be,  if  I  may  bear  the  sight, 


1  (< 


K  amalapatraksha. 


tt 
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Make  Thyself  visible,  Lord  of  all  prayers ! 
Show  me  Thy  very  self,  the  Eternal  God ! 


RISHNA: 

Gaze,  then,  thou  Son  of  PrithS !    I  manifest  for  thee 
Those  hundred  thousand  thousand  shapes  that  clothe 

my  Mystery : 
I  show  thee  all  my  semblances,  infinite,  rich,  divine. 
My  changeful  hues,  my  countless  forms.      See !   in 

this  face  of  mine, 
Adityas,  Vasus,  Rudras,  A^wins,  and  Maruts ;  see 
Wonders  unnumbered,  Indian  Prince!   revealed  to 

none  save  thee. 
Behold  !  this  is  the  Universe !  —  Look  !  what  is  live 

and  dead 
I  gather  all  in  one  —  in  Me !     Gaze,  as  thy  lips  have 

said, 
On  God  Eternal,  Very  God  !    See  Me  !  see  what 

thou  prayest ! 
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Thou  janst  not!  —  nor,  with  human  eyes,  Arjium'. 

ever  mayest! 
Therefore  I  give  thee  sense  divine.     Have  other  eyes. 

new  light ! 
And,  look  I    This  is  My  glory,  unveiled  to  mortal 

sight  I 


SANJAYA : 

Then,  0  King !  the  God,  so  saying, 
Stood,  to  PrithS,'s  Son  displaying 
All  the  splendor,  wonder,  dread 
Of  His  vast  Almighty-head. 
Out  of  countless  eyes  beholding, 
Out  of  countless  mouths  commanding. 
Countless  mystic  forms  enfolding 
In  one  Form  :  supremely  standing 
Countless  radiant  glories  wearing, 
Countless  heavenly  weapons  bearing. 
Crowned  with  garlands  of  3tar-clusters, 
Eobed  in  garb  of  woven  lustres, 
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Breathing  from  His  perfect  Presence 
Breaths  of  all  delicious  essence 
Of  all  sweetest  odors ;  shedding 
Blinding  brilliance,  overspreading  — 
Boundless,  beautiful  —  all  spaces 
From  His  all-regarding  faces ; 
So  He  showed !    If  there  should  rise 
Suddenly  within  the  skies 
Sunburst  of  a  thousand  suns 
Flooding  earth  with  rays  undeemed-of/ 
Then  might  be  that  Holy  One's 
Majesty  and  glory  dreamed  of ! 


So  did  Pandu*s  Son  behold 
All  this  universe  enfold 
All  its  huge  diversity 
Into  one  great  shape,  and  be 
Visible,  and  viewed,  and  blended 
In  one  Body  —  subtle,  splendid, 
Nameless  —  tli'  All-comprehendiug 
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CJod  of  Gods,  the  Never-Ending 
DeJtjl 

But,  sore  amazed. 
Thrilled,  o'erfilled,  dfizKltsd,  aud  dazed,  j 
Arjuna  knelt,  and  bowed  bia  bead, 
Aud  clasped  his  palms,  and  cried,  aud  s 


Yea !  I  have  seen  !     I  see ! 

Lord !  all  is  wrapped  in  Thee ! 
The  gods  are  in  Tliy  glorious  frame  I    the  i 
tares 

Of  earth,  and  heaven,  and  hell 

In  Thy  Divine  fonn  dwell. 
And  iu  Thy  countenance  show  all  the  featuit 

Of  Bralmia,  sitting  lone 

Ifpon  His  lotus-throne; 

Of  saints  and  sages,  and  the  serpent  races 


'^■-* 


%f/V^ 
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Ananta,  VtlsukL 
Yea !  mightiest  Lord !  I  see 
Thy  thousand  thousand  arms,  and  breasts,  and  faces, 


And  eyes,  —  on  every  side 

Perfect,  diversified ; 
And  nowhere  end  of  Thee,  nowhere  beginning. 

Nowhere  a  centre !     Shifts 

Wherever  souFs  gaze  lifts 
Thy  central  Self,  all-willing,  and  all-winning  I 

Infinite  King  !  I  see 

The  anadem  on  Thee, 
The  club,  the  shell,  the  discus ;  see  Thee  burning 

In  beams  insuflerable, 

Lighting  earth,  heaven,  and  hell 
With  brilliance  blinding,  glorious,  flashing,  turning 


Darkness  to  dazzling  day. 
Look  I  whichever  way. 


THB  SONG   CELESTUC    ^^^^^H 

All,  Lord  !  1  uorship  Tliue,  the  Undivided,        ^^^H 
Tlie  rttermost  of  tbouglit,  ^^^H 

Tlie  TrtHisuru-Pnlacti  wrought  ^^^^| 

To  hold  tlie  wenlth  uf  the  worlds  ;  the  sliield  ^^^^| 

To  abolter  Virtue's  laws ;  ^^^H 
The  Fount  wheuue  life's  strenm  draws  ^^^H 

All  waters  of  all  rivers  of  nil  being  :  ^^^H 

The  One  Xlnbaru,  Fnendiug:  ^^^^| 

Unchangiug  and  unhlending !  ^^^^ 

With    might    and  majestj',  past  thought,  post 
seeing! 

Silver  of  moon  and  gold 

Of  sun  are  glances  rolled 
From  Thy  great  eyes ;  Thy  visage,  beaming  tci 

Over  the  stars  and  skies, 

Doth  tci  warm  life  surprise 
Thy  Universe.  The  worlds  are  filled  with  woa 
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Of  Thy  perfections  !    Space 

Star-sprinkledy  and  the  place 
From  pole  to  pole  of  the  heavens,  from  bound  to 
bound, 

Hath  Thee  in  every  spot, 

Thee,  Thee  !  —  Where  Thou  art  not 
O  Holy,  Marvellous  Form !  is  nowhere  found ! 

O  Mystic,  Awful  One  I 
At  sight  of  Thee,  made  known, 
The  Three  Worlds  quake ;  the  lower  gods  draw 
nigh  Thee; 
They  fold  their  palms,  and  bow 
Body,  and  breast,  and  brow, 
And,    whispering    worship,    laud    and    magnify 
Thee! 


Eishis  and  Siddhas  cry 
«  Hail !  Highest  Majesty  ! '' 
From  sage  and  singer  breaks  the  hymn  of  glory 
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In  hc'ly  melody, 
SijTinding  tho  praise  of  Thee, 
While  eouDtlesB  compauies  take  up  thd  stoiyJ 

Rudras,  who  ride  the  storms, 

Th'  Adityas'  ehiuing  forra», 
Vaans  and  ^iiKlhyas,  Viiwas,  I'ehmiipas, 

Maruts,  and  those  great  Twins. 

Tlio  heiwenly,  fair,  Aiwina, 
Gacdharvas,  Rakshasas,  Siddbas,  Asures,  — 

These  see  Thee,  and  revere 
In  silence-stricken  fear; 
Yea!  the  Worlds,  —  seeing  Thee  with   forial 
peudous. 
With  faces  manifold. 
With  eyes  which  all  behold. 
Unnumbered   eyes,  vast  arms,   members 
lions, 
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Flanks,  lit  with  sun  and  star, 

Feet  planted  near  and  far, 
Tushes  of  terror,  mouths  wrathful  and  tender;  — 

The  Three  wide  Worlds  before  Thee 

Adore,  as  I  adore  Thee, 
Quake,  as  I  quake,  to  witness  so  much  splendor ! 


I  mark  Thee  strike  the  skies 

With  front  in  wondrous  wise 
Huge,  rainbow-painted,  glittering ;  and  thy  mouth 

Opened,  and  orbs  which  see 

All  things,  whatever  be. 
In  all  Thy  worlds,  east,  west,  and  north  and  south. 


0  Eyes  of  God  !    0  Head  ! 

My  strength  of  soul  is  fled, 
Gone  is  heart's  force,  rebuked  is  mind's  desire! 

When  I  behold  Thee  so. 

With  awful  brows  a-glow. 
With  burning  glance,  and  lips  lighted  with  fire. 
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Fierce  as  those  flames  which  shall 

Consume,  at  cloae  of  all. 
Earth,    Heaven !     Ah   me !   I   see   no   Earth  \ 
Heaven ! 

Thee,  L-jnl  nf  Lords!   I  see, 

Thee  only  —  only  TheL- 1 
Ah  1  let  Thy  mercy  unto  me  be  giveo  1 

Thou  Refuge  of  the  World  1 

Lo  !  to  the  cavcni  hurled 
Of    Thy    wide-opeued    throat,    and    lips    white- 
tushed, 

I  see  our  noblest  ones, 

Great  Dhritarashtra's  sons. 
Bhishma,  Drona,  and  Kama,  caught  and  crashed ! 

The  Kings  and  Chiefs  drawn  iu, 
That  gaping  gorge  within ; 
The  best  of  all  both  armies  torn  and  riven  I 
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Between  Thy  jaws  they  lie 
Mangled  fell  bloodily, 
Ground  into  dust  and  death !    Like  streams  down- 
driven 


With  helpless  haste,  which  go 

In  headlong  furious  flow 
Straight    to    the    gulfing    maw    of    th'    unfilled 
ocean. 

So  to  that  flaming  cave 

These  heroes  great  and  brave 
Pour,  in  unending  streams,  with  helpless  motion! 


like  moths  which  in  the  night 

Flutter  towards  a  light, 
Drawn  to  their  fiery  doom,  flying  and  dying, 

So  to  their  death  still  throng. 

Blind,  dazzled,  borne  along 
Ceaselessly,  all  these  multitudes,  wild  flying ! 
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Tliou,  tliat  hast  faahioned  meu, 

Devourest  them  agen, 
One  with  another,  giisat  ami  small,  alike  I 

The  creatures  whom  Tliou  mak'st. 

With  tlamuig  jaws  Thou  tak'st, 
Lapping    them    up !      Lord    Grod  \    Thy 
strike 

From  end  to  end  of  earth. 

Filling  life  full,  from  birth 
To  death,  with  deadly,  burning,  lurid  dreadl 

Ah,  Vifihnu  !  make  me  know 

Why  is  Thy  visage  so  7 
Who  art  Thou,  feasting  thus  uiwii  Thy  dead  ? 

Wlio  ?  awful  Deity  1 

I  bow  myself  to  Thee, 

Ndniosta  TV  Devavara  !    Prasld .' ' 

'  "  Huil  tu  TLoe.  0ml  of  (Jmls  t     Br'  Ui-umljle  ( " 
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O  Mightiest  Lord !  rehearse 
Why  hast  Thou  face  so  fierce  ? 
Whence  did  this  aspect  horrible  proceed  ? 


KRISHNA: 

Thou  seest  Me  as  Time  who  kills,  Time  who  brings 

all  to  doom, 
The  Slayer  Time,  Ancient  of  Days,  come  hither  to 

consume ; 
Excepting  thee,  of  all  these  hosts  of  hostile  chiefs 

arrayed, 
There  shines  not  one  shall  leave  alive  the  battle- 
field !     Dismayed 
No  longer  be !     Arise !  obtain  renown !  destroy  thy 

foes! 
Fight  for  the  kingdom  waiting  thee  when  thou  hast 

vanquished  those. 
By  Me  they  fall  —  not  thee !  the  stroke  of  death  is 

dealt  them  now. 
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Eieii  as  tliey  stand  thus  gallantly ;  My  instruioGnt 

art  thou  I 
Strike,  strong-armed  Prince !  at  Urona !  at  Bhishina 

strike  1  deal  deatli 
To  Kitnia,  Jyadratha  ;  stay  all  this  warlike  breath ! 
"Tis  1  wlio  bid  tlitm  jMitiah  I     Thon  wilt  but  slay  the 

slain. 
Fight!   they  must  fall,  and  thou  must  live,  victor^ 

upon  this  plain ! 

SANJAYA ; 

Hearing  mighty  Keshav's  word. 
Tremblingly  that  helmtd  Lord 
Clasped  his  lifted  [Kilms,  and  — praying 
Grace  of  Krishna  —  stood  th^e,  saying. 
With  bowed  brow  and  iiccents  brok«u, 
These  words,  timorously  spoken : 


Worthily,  Lord  of  Might  1 
The  whole  world  hath  delight 
In  Thy  surpassing  power,  obeying  Thee ; 
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The  Rakshasas,  in  dread 

At  sight  of  Thee,  are  sped 
To  all  four  quarters ;  and  the  company 

Of  Siddhas  sound  Thy  name. 

How  should  they  not  proclaim 
Thy  Majesties,  Divinest,  Mightiest  ? 

Thou  Brahm,  than  Brahma  greater! 

Thou  Infinite  Creator ! 
Thou  Gkxl  of  gods,  Life's  Dwelling-place  and  Rest  I 


Thou,  of  all  souls  the  Soul ! 

The  Comprehending  Whole ! 
Of  Being  formed,  and  formless  Being  the  Framer ; 

O  Utmost  One  !  0  Lord ! 

Older  than  eld,  Who  stored 
The  worlds  with  wealth  of  life.      0   Treasure- 
claimed. 


Who  wottest  all,  and  art 
Wisdom  Thyself !     0  Part 
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Ill  all,  and  all,  for  all  from  Thee  have  risen  I 
Nuiubeiless  DOW  I  see 
Tim  aspects  are  of  Itee ! 

\'ayii '  Tlioii  art.  and  He  who  keeps  the  prison 


Of  Xnrak,  Yama  dark, 
And  Agni's  sliiuing  spark. 
Varima'a  waves  are  Tliy  waves.     Moon  and  star- 

lifrht 

Are  Thiiie !     PnijApati 
Art  TIk.u,  and  'tia  U)  Thee 
Men  kueel  in  worshipping  the  (dd  world's  far  IJgii^cr:^* 

The  first  of  mortal  men. 

AgatD,  TItuii  God  1  again 
A  thousand  thousand  times  be  magnified ! 

Honor  and  worship  be  — 

Glory  and  pmise.  —  to  Thee 
Namd,  NnmaxtS,  eried  on  every  side 
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Cried  here,  above,  below. 

Uttered  when  Thou  dost  go, 
:ered  when  Thou  dost  come  I    Narad  !  we  calL 

Namdstu  !    God  adored  ! 

Namdstu  !  Nameless  Lord ! 
a  to  Thee  !     Praise  to  Thee  !    Thou  One  in  alL 


For  Thou  art  All !     Yea,  Thou ! 

Ah  I  if  ill  anger  now 
)u  shouldst  remember  1  did  think  Thee  Friend, 

Speaking  with  easy  speech, 

As  men  use  each  to  each ; 
I  call  Thee  "  Krishna,"  "  Prince,"  nor  comprehend 


Thy  hidden  majesty. 

The  might,  the  awe  of  Thee  ; 

1,  in  ray  heedlessness,  or  in  my  love, 
On  journey,  or  in  jest, 
Or  when  we  lay  at  rest, 

;iiig  at  council,  straying  in  the  grove, 
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Alone,  or  in  the  throng. 

Do  Tliee,  most  Holy  !  wrong, 
Be  Thy  grace  granted  for  that  witleaa  sin  ! 

For  Thou  art  now  I  know, 

father  of  all  below, 
Of  all  above,  of  all  the  worlds  within, 

Gum  of  Gurus,  raor^ 

To  reverence  and  adore 
Than  all  wliich  is  adorable  and  high  I 

How,  in  the  wide  worlds  three 

Should  any  equal  be  ? 
Shall  any  other  share  Thy  majesty  ? 

Therefore,  with  body  bent 

And  reverent  int«nt, 
I  praise,  and  serve,  and  seek  Thee,  asking  ^ 

As  fatlier  to  a  son, 

As  friend  to  friend,  as  one 
Who  loveth  to  his  lover,  turn  Thy  faca 
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In  gentleness  on  me ! 
Good  is  it  I  did  see 
s    unknown    marvel    of    Thy    Form !      But 
fear 
Mingles  with  joy  !     Retake, 
Dear  Lord !  for  pity's  sake 
ne  earthly  shape,  which  earthly  eyes  may 
bear! 


Be  merciful,  and'  show 

The  visage  that  I  know ; 
me  regard  Thee,  as  of  yore,  arrayed 

With  disc  and  forehead-gem, 

With  mace  and  anadem, 
lu  who  sustainest  all  things !     Undismayed 


Let  me  once  more  behold 
The  form  I  loved  of  old, 
lU    of    the    thousand    arms    and    countless 

eyes  1 


i 
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My  frighu?n§d  heart  is  fain 
To  see  restored  agaiu 
The  Charioteer,  lay  Krishua'a  kind  disguise. 


KRISHNA  1 

Yea  I    tliou    linst   seen,   Arjiiua  I    hecaiise    I  i 

ttiee  well, 
The  secret  coiintenauce  of  Me.  revealed  by  ] 

spell. 
Shining,  and   wonderful,  and   vast,  majestio,! 

fold. 
Wliich  none  save  thou  in  all  the  j-ears  had  i 

behold ; 
For  not  by   A'edas   coiueth    this,  nor   sncriGi 

ahns, 
Nor  works  well-done,  nor  peoanue  long,  nor  ] 

nor  chaunted  psalms. 
That  mortal  eyes  should  bear  to  view  the  i 

Soul  unclad, 
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Prince  of   the   Kurus !      This   was    kept   for  thee 

alone!     Be  glad! 
Let  no  more  trouble  shake  thy  heart  because  thine 

eves  have  seen 
My    terror   with    My    glory.      As   I    before   liave 

l)een 
So  will  I  be  again  for  thee;  with  lightened  heart 

behold ! 
Once    more    I    am    thy   Krishna,  the    form    thou 

knew'st  of  old! 


SAN JAVA : 

These  words  to  Arjuna  spake 
Vasudev,  and  straight  did  take 
Back  again  the  semblance  dear 
Of  the  well-loved  charioteer ; 
Peace  and  joy  it  did  restore 
When  the  Prince  beheld  once  more 
Mighty  Brahma's  form  and  face 
Clothed  in  Krishna's  gentle  grace. 


F 
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ARJUNA: 

Now  that  I  si^e  come  back,  Janardana  t 
This    friendly    human    frame,    my    mind 

think 
Calm  thoughts  once  more ;  my  heart  beats  siiU 

again  I 

KRISHNA: 

Yea  !  it  was  wonderfitl  and  terrible 

To  view    me  as  thou  didst,  dear  Prince  I     The 

gods 
Dread  and  desire  continually  to  view ! 
Yet  not  by  Vedas,  nor  from  sacrifice, 
Nor  penance,  nor  gift^giving,  nor  with  prayer 
Slioll  any  so  behuld,  as  thou  hast  seen  I 
Only  by  fullest  service,  perfect  faith. 
And  uttermost  surrender  am  1  known 
And  seen,  and  entered  into.  Indian  Prince  I 
Who  doeth  all  for  Me ;  who  findeth  Me 
In  all ;  adoretb  always ;  loveth  all 


/ 
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Which  I  have  made,  and  Me,   for   Love's  sole 

end, 
That  man,  Arjuna !  unto  Me  doth  wend. 


HERE  ENDETH  CHAPTER  XL  OF  THE 

Bhaoavad-Gita, 

Entitled  **  Vi^toarupdariananif** 
Or*' The  Book  of  the  Manifesting  of  the  One  and  Manifold.'' 


9 


CHAPTER  XIL 

ARJUNA: 

Lord !  ot  the  men  who  serve  Thee  —  true  in  heart  - 
As  God  revealed  ;  and  of  the  men  who  serve. 
Worshipping  Thee  Unrevealed,  Unbodied,  far. 
Which  take  the  better  way  of  faith  and  life  ? 

KRISHNA: 

Whoever  serve  Me  —  a-^  1  show  Myself  — 
Constantly  true,  in  full  devotion  fixed. 
These  hold  I  very  holy.     But  wlio  ser\'e  — 
Worshipping  Me  The  One,  The  Invisible, 
The  Unrevealed,  Unnamed,  Unthinkable, 
Uttermost,  All-pervading,  Highest,  Sure  — 
Who  thus  adore  Me,  mastering  their  sense, 
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Of  one  set  mind  to  all,  glad  in  all  good, 

These  blessed  souls  come  unto  Me. 

Yet,  hard 

The  travail  is  for  whoso  bend  their  minds 

To  reach  th*  Unmanifest     That  viewless  path 

Shall  scarce  be  trod  by  man  bearing  his  flesh  1 

But  whereso  any  doeth  all  his  deeds, 

Renouncing  self  in  Me,  full  of  Me,  fixed 

To  serve  only  the  Highest,  night  and  day 

Musing  on  Me  —  him  will  I  swiftly  lift 

Forth  from  Ufe's  ocean  of  distress  and  death 

Whose  soul  clings  fast  to  Me.     Cling  thou   to 

Me! 
Clasp  Me  with  heart  and  mind  !    so  shalt  thou 

dwell 
Surely  with  Me  on  high.     But  if  thy  thought 
Droops  from  such  height;   if  thou  best  weak  to 

set 
Bcxly  and  soul  upon  Me  constantly, 
jK'spair  not!  give  ^le  lower  serviee !  seek 
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To  read  Me,  worshipping  with  steadfast  will ; 

And,  if  thou  canst  not  worship  steadfastly. 

Work  for  Me,  toil  in  works  pleasing  to  Me ! 

For  he  that  laboreth  right  for  love  of  Me 

Shall  finally  attain !     But,  if  in  this 

Thy  faint  heart  fails,  bring  Me  thy  failure !  find 

Kef uge  in  Me !  let  fruits  of  labor  go, 

Renouncing  all  for  me,  with  lowliest  heart. 

So  shalt  thou  come;     for,    though   to  know  is 

more 
Than  diligence,  yet  worship  better  is 
Than  knowing,  and  renouncing  better  stilL 
Near  to  renunciation  —  very  near  — 
Dwelleth  Eternal  Peace ! 

Who  hateth  nought 
Of  all  which  lives,  living  himself  benign, 
Compassionate,  from  arrogance  exempt, 
Exempt  from  love  of  self,  unchangeable 
By  good  or  ill ;  patient,  contented,  firm 
In  faith,  mastering  himself,  true  to  his  word, 
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Seeking  Me,  heart  and  soul ;  vowed  unto  Me,  — 
That  man  I  love !     Who  troubleth  not  his  kind, 
And  is  not  troubled  by  them;  clear  of  wrath, 
Living  too  high  for  gladness,  grief,  or  fear. 
That  man  I  love !    Who,  dwelling  quiet-eyed,^ 
Stainless,  serene,  well-balanced,  unperplexed. 
Working  with  Me,  yet  from  all  works  detached. 
That  man  I  love !     Who,  fixed  in  faith  on  Me, 
Dotes  upon  none,  scorns  none ;  rejoices  not, 
And  grieves  not,  letting  good  and  evil  hap 
Light  when  it  will,  and  when  it  will  depart. 
That  man  I  love !     Who,  unto  friend  and  foe 
Keeping  an  equal  heart,  with  equal  mind 
Bears  shame  and  glory,  with  an  equal  peace 
Takes  heat  and  cold,  pleasure  and  pain  ;  abides 
Quit  of  desires,  hears  praise  or  calumny 
In  passionless  restraint,  unmoved  by  each, 
Linked  by  no  ties  to  earth,  steadfast  in  Me, 
That  man  I  love  !     But  most  of  all  T  love 


^   "Not  iH'fiing  al»()ut,"  —  aniijhk'^h't. 
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Those  happy  ones  to  whom  'tis  life  to  live 
In  single  fervid  faith  and  love  unseeing. 
Eating  the  blessM  Amrit  of  my  Being  1 


HERE  ENDETH  CHAPTER  XII.  OF  THE 

BHAGAVAThGlTA, 

EntUled  *•  Bhaktiifdgd,'' 
Or  •*  The  Book  of  the  Religion  of  Faith.'* 


CHAPTER  XIIL 


\RJUNA: 

Now  would  I  hear,  0  gracious  Ke&va !  ^ 

Of  Life  which  seems,  and  Soul  beyond,  which  sees. 

And  what  it  is  we  know  —  or  seem  to  know. 


KRISHNA: 

Yea !  Son  of  Kunti !  for  this  flesh  ye  see 
Is  Kshetray  is  the  field  where  Life  disports ; 
And  that  which  views  and  knows  it  is  the  Soul, 
Kiilietrajna.     In  all  "  fields,"  thou  Indian  prince  ! 
lam  Kshetrajna,     I  am  what  surveys ! 
Only  that  knowledge  knows  which  knows  the 
known 

^  Tlie  Calcutta  edition  of  tlu-  MaliiiMianita  lia.s  tliu^f  oi)t'iiiii<j;  liin>. 
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By  the  knower !  ^     What  it  is,  that  "  field  "  of  life, 

What  qualities  it  hath,  and  whence  it  is, 

And  why  it  cliangeth,  and  the  faculty 

That  wotteth  it,  tlie  mightiness  of  this, 

And  how  it  wotteth  -r-  hear  these  things  from  Me ! 


The  elements,  the  conscious  life,  the  mind. 
The  unseen  vital  force,  the  nine  great  gates 
Of  the  body,  or  the  five  domains  of  sense. 
Desire,  dislike,  pleasure  and  pain,  and  thought 
Deep-woven,  and  persistency  of  being ; 
These  all  are  wrought  on  matter  by  the  Soul ! 

Humbleness,  truthfulness,  and  harmlessness. 
Patience  and  honor,  reverence  for  the  wise. 
Purity,  constancy,  control  of  self, 

^  This  is  the  nearest  possible  vei-sion  of 

Kshctrakshetmjnnyqjn^iian  yat  tagjndn  matan  truima, 

2  I  omit  two  lines  of  the  Sanskrit  here,  evidently  interpolat 
some  Vedantist 
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Contempt  of  sense-delights,  self-sacrifice, 
Perception  of  the  certitude  of  ill 
In  birth,  death,  aye,  disease,  suffering,  and  sin ; 
Detachment,  lightly  holding  unto  home. 
Children,  and  wife,  and  all  that  bindeth  men ; 
An  ever-tranquil  heart  in  fortunes  good 
And  fortunes  evil,  with  a  will  set  firm 
To  worship  Me  —  Me  only !  ceasing  not ; 
Loving  all  solitudes,  and  shunning  noise 
Of  foolish  crowds ;  endeavors  resolute 
To  reach  perception  of  the  Utmost  Soul, 
And  grace  to  understand  what  gain  it  were 
So  to  attain,  —  this  is  true  Wisdom,  Prince  ! 
And  what  is  otherwise  is  ignorance ! 


Now  will  I  speak  of  knowledge  best  to  know  — 
That  Truth  which  giveth  man  Amrit  to  drink. 
The  Truth  of  Him,  the  Para-Brahm,  the  All, 
The  Uncreated;  not  Asat,  not  &/, 
Not  Form,  nor  the  Unformed  ;  vet  both,  and  more  ; 
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And  Wisdom's  way,  and  Guide  of  all  the  wise, 
Planted  in  every  heart 

So  have  I  told 
Of  Life  8  stuflf,  and  the  moulding,  and  the  lore 
To  comprehend.     Whoso,  adoring  Me, 
Perceiveth  this,  shall  surely  come  to  Me ! 


Know  thou  that  Nature  and  the  Spirit  both 
Have  no  beginning!     Know  that  qualities 
And  changes  of  them  are  by  Nature  wrought ; 
That  Nature  puts  to  work  the  acting  frame. 
But  Spirit  doth  inform  it,  and  so  cause 
Feeling  of  pain  and  pleasure.     Spirit,  linked 
To  moulded  matter,  entereth  into  bond 
With  qualities  by  Nature  framed,  and,  thus 
Married  to  matter,  breeds  the  birth  again 
In  good  or  evil  yoiiis} 

Yet  is  this  — 
Yea  !  in  its  bodily  prison  !  —  Spirit  pure, 


1  AVoim1)s. 
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Spirit  supreme ;  surveying,  governing, 
Guardiug,  possessing ;  Lord  and  Master  still 
PuHUSHA.  Ultimttte,' One  Soul  with  Me. 


WTioso  thus  knows  himself,  and  knows  Iiis  swil 
PiiRUSiiA,  working  thrangli  the  qualities 
With  Nature's  modes,  the  light  hath  come  for  him ! 
Wliatever  flesh  he  bears,  never  again 
Slmll  he  take  on  its  load.     Some  few  there  be 
By  meditation  find  the  Sou!  in  Self 
Self-schooled ;  and  some  by  long  philosophy 
Aii'l  holy  life  reach  thither ;  some  by  wotka: 
Some,  never  so  attaining,  hear  of  light 
From  other  lips,  and  seize,  and  cleave  to  it 
Worshipping;  yea!  and  those  —  to  teaching  tme — 
Overpass  Death ! 

Wherever,  Indian  Prince  I 
Life  is —  of  moving  thin^,  or  tilings  nnmoved. 
Plant  or  still  seed  — know,  what  is  there  hath  grown 
By  bond  of  flatter  and  of  Spirit :  Know 
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He  sees  indeed  who  sees  in  all  alike 

The  living,  lordly  Soul ;  the  Soul  Supreme, 

Imperishable  amid  the  Perishing : 

For,  whoso  thus  beholds,  in  every  place, 

In  every  form,  the  same,  one,  Living  Lord, 

Doth  no  more  wrongfulness  unto  himself, 

But  goes  the  highest  road  which  brings  to  bliss. 

Seeing,  he  sees,  indeed,  who  sees  that  works 

Are  Nature's  wont,  for  Soul  to  use,  not  love. 

Acting,  yet  not  the  actor ;  sees  the  mass 

Of  separate  living  things  —  each  of  its  kind  — 

Issue  from  One,  and  blend  again  to  One : 

Then  hath  he  Brahma,  he  attains ! 

0  Prince! 
That  Ultimate,  High  Spirit,  Uncreate, 
Unqualified,  even  when  it  entereth  flesh 
Taketh  no  stain  of  acts,  worketh  in  nought ! 
Like  to  th'  ethereal  air,  pervading  all, 
Wliich,  for  sheer  subtlety,  avoideth  taint, 
The  subtle  Soul  sits  everywhere,  unstained : 
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Like  to  the  light  of  the  all-piercing  sud 
[Which  is  not  changed  hy  aught  it  shines  apon,] 
The  Soul's  light  shin^h  pure  in  every  place  ; 
And  they  who,  by  such  eye  of  wisdom  see 
How  matter,  and  what  deals  with  it,  divide ; 
And  how  the  Spirit  and  the  flesh  have  strife. 
These  wise  ones  go  the  way  which  leads  to  Life  I 

hbeb  ends  chiptek  xhi.  op  the 
Bbaoavad-Gita, 

Entiltfd  "  Kshelrakshttrejnavibhagayogo," 
Or  "  The  Book  of  Religion  by  Stparatiou  0/ Mailer  and  Spirit." 


CHAPTER  XIV. 


KRISHNA: 

Yet  farther  will  I  open  unto  thee 

This  wisdom  of  all  wisdoms,  uttermost, 

The    which    possessing,    all    My    saints    have 

passed 
To  perfectness.     On  these  high  verities 
Reliant,  rising  into  fellowship 
With  Me,  they  are  not  born  again  at  birth 
Of  Kalpas,  nor  at  Pralyas  suffer  change ! 


This  Universe  the  Womb  is  where  I  plant 
Seed   of  all  lives!      Thence,   Prince   of   India 
comes 

Birth  to  all  bein^^s  !     Wlioso,  Kuuti's  Son  ! 
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The  beams  of  wisdom,  binds  the  soul  to  sloth. 

Passion  and  Ignorance,  once  overcome, 

Leave  Soothfastness,  O  Bharata !     AVhere  this 

With  Ignorance  are  absent,  Passion  rules  ; 

And  Ignorance  in  hearts  not  good  nor  quick. 

When  at  all  gateways  of  the  liody  shines 

The  I^mp  of  Knowledge,  then  may  one  see  well 

Soothfastness  settled  in  that  city  reigns ; 

Where  longing  is,  and  ardor,  and  unrest, 

Impulse  to  strive  and  gain,  and  avarice. 

Those  spring  from  Passion  —  Prince !  —  engrained ; 

and  where 
Darkness  and  dulness,  sloth  and  stupor  are, 
*Tis  Ignorance  hath  caused  them,  Kuru  Chief ! 

Moreover,  when  a  soul  departeth,  fixed 
In  Soothfastness,  it  goeth  to  the  place  — 
Perfect  and  pure  —  of  those  that  know  all  Truth. 
If  it  departeth  in  set  hebetude 

Of  impulse,  it  shall  go  into  the  world 

10 
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Of  ppiriis  tied  to  works  ;  and,  if  it  dies 
In  hardened  Ignorance,  that  blinded  soul 
Is  born  anew  in  some  unlight«d  womli. 

The  fniil  uf  Sootbfastneas  is  true  and  swo< 
The  fruit  of  hists  is  pain  and  toil ;  the  fruit  j 
Of  Ignorance  is  deeper  darkness.  Vea ! 
Fur   Light   brings   light,    and    Passion    achal 

have. 
IJIiudness,  hewildnrmcnts,  and  ignorance 
(irow  forth  from  Ignoranca     Those  of  tlie  &ti 
Uise  ever  higher ;  tliose  of  Uie  second  mode 
Toku   II   mid    jilnce;    Lh«    darkened   souls 

l.aik 
To  lower  deeps,  loaded  with  witk'ssnesi  I 


When,  watcliing  life,  the  living  man  iwrc 
The  only  nctorfi  are  the  Qunlilies, 
And  knows  what  lives  beyond  the  Qualities,  1 
Then  is  he  come  nigh  unto  Me  ! 


BOOK  THE  FOURTEENTH.  147 

The  Soul, 
Thus  passing  forth  from  the  Three  Qualities  — 
Whereof  arise  all  bodies  —  overcomes 
Birth,  Death,  Sorrow,  and  Age;    and   drinketh 

deep 
The  undying  wine  of  Amrit. 


\RJUNA: 

Oh,  my  Lord ! 
Which  be  the  signs  to  know  him  that  hath  gone 
Past  the  Three  Modes  ?    How  liveth  he  ?    What 

way 
Leadeth  him  safe  beyond  the  threefold  modes  ? 


KRISHNA: 

He  who  with  equanimity  surveys 
Lustre  of  goodness,  strife  of  passion,  sloth 
Of  ignorance,  not  angry  if  they  are, 
Not  angry  when  they  are  not  r  he  who  sits 
A  sojounu'v  and  straiiiicr  in  tluMi  midst 
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Uuruffled,  standing  off,  saying —  serene  — 
When  troubluB  break,  "  These  ore  the  Qualities  \ 
He  unto  whom  —  aelf-ceiitred  —  grief  and  joy 
Sound  B3  one  word ;  to  whose  dGe|v«ecii)g  eyes 
The  dud,  the  marble,  and  the  gold  are  one; 
Whose  equal  heart  holds  tlie  same  gentleDcsa 
For  lovely  and  unlovely  things,  firm-set, 
Well-pleaaed  in  praise  and  dispraise  ;  satishV'd 
With  honor  or  dishonor  ;  unto  friends 
And  unto  foes  alike  in  tolemncet 
Detached  from  undertakings,  —  he  is  named 
Surmounter  of  the  Qualities  I 

And  such  — 
With  single,  fervent  faith  adoring  Me, 
Massing  beyond  the  Qualities,  conforms 
To  Brahria,  and  attains  Me  I 


For  I  am 
That  whereof  Brahma  is  the  likeness  1     Mine 
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The  Amrit  is ;  and  Immortality 
Is  mine;  and  mine  perfect  Felicity! 


149 


here  ends  chapteb  xiv.  of  the 
Bhagavad-Gita, 

Entitled  **  Gunairayavibhagayogdy^ 
Or  **  The  Book  0/ Religion  by  Separatum  from  the  Qtudities,^* 


CHAPTER  XV. 


KRISHNA: 

Men  call  the  xVfiwattha,  —  the  Bauyan-tree,  — 
Which  hath  its  bouglis  beneath,  its  roots  on  high,  - 
The  ever-holy  tree.     Yea !  for  its  leaves 
Are    green    and   waving    hymns   which    whisper 

Truth! 
Who  knoweth  well  the  Ai^wattha,  knows  all. 


Its  branches  shoot  to  heaven  and  sink  to  earth,^ 
Even  as  the  deeds  of  men,  which  take  their  birth 

From  qualities :  its  silver  sprays  and  blooms, 
And  all  the  eager  verdure  of  its  girth, 


1  I  do  not  consider  these  verses  —  which  are  somewhat  freely  ivn- 
dcred  here  —  **  an  attack  on  the  authority  of  the  Vedas,"  but  a  beau< 
tiful  lyrical  episode,  a  new  "  Parable  of  the  fig-trc<j." 
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Leap  to  quick  life  at  touch  of  sua  and  air, 
As  men's  lives  quicken  to  the  temptings  fair 
Of  wooing  sense :  its  hanging  rootlets  seek 
The  soil  beneath,  helping  to  hold  it  there, 


As  actions  wrought  amid  tliis  world  of  men 
Bind  them  by  ever-tightening  bonds  again. 
If  ye  knew  well  the  teaching  of  the  Tree, 
What  its  shape  saith;  and  whence  it  springs;  and, 
then 


How  it  must  end,  and  all  the  iUs  of  it, 

The  axe  of  sharp  Detachment  ye  would  whet. 

And  cleave  the  clinging  snaky  roots,  and  lay 
This  A^wattha  of  sense-life  low,  —  to  set 


New  growths  upspringing  to  that  happier  sky,  — 
Wliich  they  who  reach  shall  have  no  day  to  die. 

Nor  fade  away,  nor  fall  —  to  Him,  I  mean. 
Father  and  First,  Who  made  the  mystery 
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Thus  entering  the  flesh,  or  quitting  it, 
(Tathers  these  up,  as  the  wind  gathers  scents, 
Blowing  above  the  flower-banks.     Ear  and  Eye, 
And  Touch  and  Taste,  and  SmelUng,  these  it  takes,  — 
Yea,  and  a  sentient  mind ;  —  linking  itself 
To  sense-things  so. 


The  unenlightened  ones 
Mark  not  that  Spirit  when  he  goes  or  comes, 
Nor  when  he  takes  his  pleasure  in  the  form. 
Conjoined  with  qualities ;  but  those  see  plain 
Who  have  the  eyes  to  see.     Holy  souls  see 
Wliich  strive  thereto.     Enlightened,  they  behold 
That  Spirit  in  themselves ;  but  foolish  ones, 
Even  though  they  strive,  discern  not,  having  hearts 
Unkindled,  ill-informed ! 


Know,  too,  from  Me 
Shineth  the  gathered  glory  of  tlie  sun 

AVhicli  li-'litjus  all  tlic,  world:   fioia  M<'  tli.-  in  .«ni 
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Draws  silvery  Wains,  and  fite  fierce  lovelma 
I  penetrate  tlie  clay,  and  lend  all  shapes 
Their  living  force ;  I  glide  into  the  plant  - 
Us  root,  luaf.  bloom  —  to  malce  the  woodland  green 
With  springing  sup.     KeciHiiing  vital  warmth, 
I  glyw  m  glad,  rospiring  frumijs,  and  pass 
With  ontward  aud  with  iiiward  breath  to  feed^ 
The  budy  with  all  meats.' 

I'ur  in  this  world 
Being  is  twofold :  the  Dividud,  une  ; 
The  Undivided,  one.     All  things  that  live 
Are  "  the  Divided."     That  which  sits  apart, 
'■  The  Undivided." 

Higher  still  is  One. 
The  Highest,  holding  all.  whose  Nuine  is  Lqkd, 
The  Eternal,  yovereign,  First!   Who  tills  all  vroi 


e.  evident!}'  inlerpuUted- 
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Sustaining  them.     And  —  dwelling  thus  beyond 

Divided  Life  and  Undivided  —  I 

Am  called  of  men  and  Vedas,  God  Supreme, 

The  PURUSHOTTAMA. 


Who  knows  Me  thus, 
With  mind  unclouded,  knoweth  all,  dear  Prince ! 
And  with  his  whole  soul  ever  worshippeth  Ma 


Now  is  the  saci'ed,  secret  Mystery 
Declared  to  thee !    Who  comprehendeth  this 
Hath  wisdom !     He  is  quit  of  works  in  bliss ! 


HERE   ENDS   CHAPTER   XV.    OF   THE 

BnAOAVAD-GlTA, 

EntUle.d  **  Pnrushottamapraptif/ogO^^^ 
Or  "  Tke  Booh  of  Religion  by  attaining  the  Supreme. 


>» 


CHAPTER  XVI. 

KRISHNA: 

Fearlessness,  singleness  of  soul,  the  will 

Always  to  stri\'e  for  wisdom ;  opened  hand 
And  governe<l  appetites  ;  and  piety 
And  love  of  lonely  study ;  hnmhleness. 
Uprightness,  heed  to  injure  nought  which  lives, 
Truthfulness,  slowness  unto  wrath,  a  mind 
That  lightly  lettetli  go  what  others  prize ; 
And  equanimity,  and  charity 
Wliich  spieth  no  man's  faults ;  and  tenderness 
Towards  all  that  suffer;  a  contented  heart. 
Fluttered  by  no  desires ;  a  bearing  mild. 
Modest,  and  grave,  with  nianliood  nobly  mixed 
With  pjitience,  fortitude,  and  purity; 
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-An  unrevengeful  spirit,  never  given 
To  rate  itself  too  high ;  —  such  be  the  signs, 
O  Indian  Prince!  of  him  whose  feet  are  set 
Oq  that  fair  path  wliich  leads  to  heavenly  birth! 


Deceitfulness,  and  arrogance,  and  pride, 
Quickness  to  anger,  harsh  and  evil  speech, 
And  ignorance,  to  its  own  darkness  blind, — 
These  be  the  signs,  My  Prince!  of  him  whose 

birth 
Is  fated  for  the  regions  of  the  vile.^ 

The  Heavenly  Birth  brings  to  deliverance, 
So  should'st  thou  know !    The  birth  with  Asuras 
Brings  into  bondage.     Be  thou  joyous,  Prince 
Whose  lot  is  set  apart  for  heavenly  Birth. 

Two  stamps  there  are  marked  on  all  living  men, 
Divine  and  Undivine ;  I  spake  to  thee 

i  **Oi'thc  Asuras,"  lit. 
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By  wlinl  marks  tlioii  shouldst  know  tlie  Heavenly 

Mail, 
Hear  from  me  now  of  the  Uiiheavenly ! 


They  cumpreheiid  nut,  the  Unhfavenly, 
How  souls  go  forth  from  Me;  nor  how  they  come 
Back  unto  Mu :  nor  is  tlu^re  Truth  iii  tliese. 
Nor  purity,  nor  rule  of  Lil'e.     "This  world 
Hath  not  h  Law,  nor  Order,  nor  a  Lord," 
80  Bay  they :  "  nor  hath  risen  up  by  Causo 
Following  on  Cause,  iu  periart  purposing. 
But  is  none  other  than  a  House  of  Lust." 
And,  this  thing  thinking,  all  those  ruined  ones  — 
Of  littic  wit,  dark-minded  —  gire  tbeihsslvas 
To  evil  deeds,  the  curses  of  their  kind. 
Surrendered  to  desires  insatiable, 
Full  of  deceitfulness.  foUy.  and  pride, 
In  blindness  cleaving  to  their  errors,  caaght 
Into  the  sinful  course,  tbey  trust  tikis  lie 
As  it  were  true  —  tiiia  lie  which  Iwids  to  deatli  — 


BOOK   THE   SIXTEENTH.  I  59 

Finding  in  Pleasure  all  the  good  which  is, 
And  crying  "  Here  it  finisheth ! " 


Ensnared 
la  nooses  of  a  hundred  idle  hopes, 
Slaves  to  their  passion  and  their  wrath,  they  buy 
Wealth  with  base  deeds,  to  glut  hot  appetites  ; 
"  Thus   much,  to-day,"   they   say,   "  we  gained ! 

thereby 
Such  and  such  wish  of  heart  shall  have  its  fill ; 
And  this  is  ours  !  and  th'  other  shall  be  ours ! 
To-day  we  slew  a  foe,  and  we  will  slay 
Our  other  enemy  to-morrow  !     Look  ! 
Are  we  not  lords  ?     Make  we  not  goodly  cheer  ? 
Is  not  our  fortune  famous,  brave,  and  great  ? 
Rich  are  we,  proudly  born  !     What  other  men 
Live  like  to  us  ?     Kill,  then,  for  sacrifice  ! 
Cast  largesse,  and  be  merry ! "     So  they  speak 
Darkened  by  ignorance ;  and  so  they  fall  — 
Tossed  to  and  fro  with  projects,  tricked,  and  bound 
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In  net  of  black  delusion,  lust  in  liista  — 
Dott-n  to  foul  Nitraka,     Conceited,  fond. 
Stubborn  and  proud,  ilea  d-d  runic  en  with  the  v 
Of  wi'.iUli,  and  reckless,  nil  tbeir  nlTcTings 
Have  but  a  show  of  reverence,  l>ein^  not  made  J 
In  piety  of  ancient  faith.     Thus  vowed 
To  seU-liood,  force,  insolence,  feasting,  wrath. 
These  My  lilasphemers,  in  the  forms  they  wead 
And  in  the  forms  tliey  breed,  niy  foeinen  are. 
Hateful  and  hating ;  crui-l,  evil,  vile, 
Lowest  and  least  of  men,  whom  I  cast  down 
Again,  and  yet  again,  at  end  of  lives. 
Into  some  devilish  womb,  whence— bitth  by  birt 
The  devilish  wombs  re-sfHiwn  them,  bU  U'guiled ; 
And,  till  they  find  aud  worship  Me,  sweet  Priad 
Tread  they  tliat  Nether  Road. 


The  Doors  of  Hell  . 
Are  threefold,  whereby  men  to  ruin  pass,  - 
The  door  of  Lust:  the  door  of  Wrath,  the  door  4 
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Of  Avarice.     Let  a  man  shun  those  three ! 
He  who  shall  turn  aside  from  entering 
All  those  three  gates  of  Narak,  wendeth  straight 
To  find  his  peace,  and  comes  to  Swarga's  gate. 


HERE  ENDETH  CHAPTER  XVI.  OF  THE 

Bhagavad-Gita, 

Entitled  *  *  Daivasarasaupadwibhdgayogy ' ' 
Or  ^^  The  Book  of  the  Separateness  of  the  Divine  and  Undivine.** 

^  I  omit  the  ten  concluding  shlokas,  with  Mr.  Davies. 


II 


CHAPTER  XVIL 


ARJUNA: 

If  men  forsake  the  holy  ordinance, 
Heedless  of  Shastras,  yet  keep  faith  at  heart 
And  worship,  what  shall  be  the  state  of  those. 
Great  Krishna !  Sattwan,  Eajas,  Tamas  /     Say  1 

KRISHNA: 

Threefold  the  faith  is  of  mankind,  and  springs 
From  those  three  qualities,  —  becoming  "  true," 
Or  "  passion-stained,'*  or  "  dark,"  as  thou  shalt 
hear ! 


The  faith  of  each  believer,  Indian  Prince ! 
Conforms  itself  to  what  he  tnily  is. 
Wiere  thou  shalt  see  a  worshipper,  that  one 
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To  what  he  worsliips  lives  assimilate, 

[Such  as  the  shrine,  so  is  the  votary,] 

The  "  soothfast"  souh  adore  true  gods  ;  the  souls 

Obeying  Rnjas  worship  Rakshavsas  * 

Or  Yakshas ;  and  the  men  of  Darkness  pray 

To  Pretas  and  to  Bhutas .^    Yea,  and  those 

Who  practise  hitter  penance,  not  enjoined 

By  rightful  rule  —  penance  which  hath  its  root 

In  self-sufficient,  proud  hypocrisies  — 

Those  men,  passion -beset,  violent,  wild, 

Torturing  —  the  witless  ones — My  elements 

Shut  in  fair  company  within  their  flesh, 

(Nay,  Me  myself,  present  within  the  flesh !) 

Know  them  to  devils  devoted,  not  to  Heaven ! 

For  like  as  foods  are  threefoM  for  mankind 

In  nourishing,  so  is  there  threefold  way 

Of  worship,  abstinence,  and  almsgiving  ! 


'  Rakshasas  and  Yakshas  are  unembodied  but  capricioas  beings  of 
^reat  power,  gifts,  and  beauty,  soinotimes  also  ot  benignity. 
*  These  are  spirits  of  evil,  wandering  ghosts. 
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Hear  tliis  of  Mel  there  is  a  food  which  brings 
Force,  substance.,  strength,  and  health,  anil  joy  Ui  lii'e. 
Being  well-soaaoned,  (lordiiil,  comtortiug, 
The  "Soothfast"  moat.     And  there  l)e  focrtls  which 

bring 
Aches  and  unrests,  and  burning  blrxHl,  and  grief. 
Being  too  biting,  heating,  suit,  and  sharp, 
And  therefore  craved  by  too  strong  appetite. 
And  tliero  is  foul  food  —  kept  from  over-uight.' 
Savorless,  filthy,  which  the  foul  will  eat. 
A  feast  of  rottenness,  meet  for  the  lips 
Of  such  aa  love  the  "  Darkness." 

Tlius  with  rites ;  — 
A  sacrifice  not  for  rowardment  made. 
Offered  iu  rightful  wise,  when  he  who  vows 
Sayeth,  with  hi^rt  devout,  "  This  I  should  do ! " 
Is  "  Soothfast "  rite.     But  sacrifice  for  gain. 


>   T^lauaman,  Tooil  which  has  remained  udcr  tho  watches  of  t)ic  nigbL 
India  this  noold  probnbly  "gu  biul." 
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Offered  for  good  repute,  be  sure  that  this, 

0  Best  of  Bharatas  !  is  liajas-rite, 

With  stamp  of  "  passion."     And  a  sacrifice 

Offered  against  the  laws,  with  no  due  dole 

Of  food-giving,  witli  no  accompaniment 

Of  hallowed  hymn,  nor  largesse  to  the  priests, 

In  faithless  celebration,  call  it  vile. 

The  deed  of  "  Darkness !  "  —  lost  I 


Worship  of  gixls 
Meriting  worship ;  lowly  reverence 
Of  Twice-borns,  Teachers,  Elders ;  Purity, 
Rectitude,  and  the  Brahmacharya  s  vow, 
And  not  to  injure  any  helpless  thing,  — 
These  make  a  true  religiousness  of  Act. 


Words  causing  no  man  woe,  words  ever  true. 
Gentle  and  pleasing  words,  and  those  ye  say 
In  murmured  reading  of  a  Sacred  Writ,  — 
These  make  the  true  religiousness  of  Speech. 
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Serenity  of  soul,  buiiiyuity, 
Swiiy  of  the  silent  Spirit,  constant  stress 
To  sanctify  tlie  Xat\ire,  —  these  tilings  ruuke 
Good  rittj,  ami  true  lyliyiousness  uf  Mind. 


Such  threefold  faith,  in  highest  piety 
Kept,  with  UQ  hopu  of  guiu,  by  hearts  iltivote. 
Is  li;;rf;;(;l  work  of  .Vn/dctf)).  true  lielieL 

Religion  shown  in  act  uf  proud  display 
To  will  j;;ood  entertahiment,  worship,  futue, 
SufL  —  say  1  —  is  of  B-aj'is,  rash  and  ^iiiu. 

Religion  followed  \>y  a  witless  will 
To  tnviiire  self,  nr  come  at  power  to  hurt 
A[iiitlier, —  'tia  of  Tamiiii,  dark  and  ilL 


The  gift  lovingly  yiven,  wheu  one  sliall  siiy 
"  Now  must  I  {^Indly  give  ! "  when  ho  who  takus 
Can  render  uoUiiiig  buck ;  made  in  due  place. 
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Due  time,  and  to  a  meet  recipient, 
Is  gift  of  Sattwan,  fair  and  profitable. 


The  gift  selfishly  given,  where  to  receive 
Is  hoped  again,  or  when  some  end  is  sought. 
Or  where  the  gift  is  proffered  with  a  grudge, 
This  is  of  Rajas,  stained  with  impulse,  ilL 


The  gift  churlishly  flung,  at  evil  time, 
In  wrongful  place,  to  base  recipient. 
Made  in  disdain  or  harsh  unkindliness. 
Is  gift  of  Tamas,  dark ;  it  doth  not  bless  !  ^ 


HERE  ENDETH  CHAPTER  XVII.  OF  THE 

Bhagavad-Gita, 

Entitled  **  Srafldkatrayauibhagayog,^^ 
Or  **  The  Book  of  Religion  by  the  Three/old  Kinds  0/ Faith.'' 

^  I  omit  the  concludiDg  shlokas,  as  of  very  doubtful  authenticity. 


CHAPTER  XVIIL 

ARJUNA: 

Fain  would  I  better  know.  Thou  Glorious  One  I 
The  very  truth —  Heart's  Lord  !  —  of  Sannyds^ 
Abstention ;  and  Renunciation,  Lord  ! 
Tydga  ;  and  what  separates  these  twain  ! 


KRISHNA: 

The  poets  rightly  teach  that  Sannyds 
Is  the  foregoing  of  all  acts  which  spring 
Out  of  desire ;  and  their  wisest  say 
Tydga  is  renouncing  fruit  of  acts. 


There  be  among  the  saints  some  who  have  held 

All  action  sinful,  and  to  be  renounced ; 
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-And  some  who  answer  "  Xay  !  tlie  goodly  acts  — 
-As  worship,  penance,  ahns  —  must  be  performed  !  " 
Hear  now  My  sentence,  Best  of  Bharatas ! 


'Tis  well  set  forth,  0  Chaser  of  thy  Foes  I 
Eenunciation  is  of  threefold  form. 
And  Worship,  Penance,  Alms,  not  to  be  stayed  ; 
Nay,  to  be  gladly  done ;  for  all  those  three 
Are  purifying  waters  for  true  souls  ! 


Yet  must  be  practised  even  those  high  works 
In  yielding  up  attachment,  and  all  fruit 
Produced  by   works.       This  is   My  judgment, 

Prince! 
This  My  insuperable  and  fixed  decree  I 

Abstaining  from  a  work  by  right  prescribed 
Never  is  meet !    So  to  abstain  doth  spring 
From  "  Darkness,"  and  Delusion  teacheth  it 
Abstaining  from  a  work  grievous  to  flesh, 
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When  one  saith  "  "Tis  iiiipleitsiDg ! "  this  is  no] 
Such  au  one   acts   from    "passioii^"   iiougU 

gain 
■Wins  his  Renunciation  I    But,  Arjun  I 
Abstaining  from  attachment  U)  the  work. 
Abstaining  from  rewardment  in  thti  work, 
Wliile  yet  one  doeth  it  full  faithfully, 
Sayuig,  "  'Tia  right  to  do  1 "  that  is  "  true  "  i 
And  abstinence !     Who  doeth  duties  so, 
I'uvexed  if  his  work  fail,  if  it  succeed 
Uiitlatt«red,  in  his  own  heart  justified. 
Quit  of  debates  and  doubte,  his  is  "  truo  "  actl 
For,  being  in  the  body,  none  may  stand 
Wholly  aliwjf  from  act ;  yet,  who  abstains 
From  profit  of  his  acts  is  abstinent. 


The  fruit  of  kbors,  in  the  lives  to  come. 
Is  threefold  for  all  mon, — Desirable, 
And  tTndosirable,  and  mLted  of  both  j 
But  no  fruit  is  at  all  where  no  work  was. 
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Hear  from  me,  Long-armed  Lord !  tlie  makings 
five 
Wliich  go  to  every  act,  in  Sankhya  taught 
As  necessary.     First  the  force ;  and  then 
The  agent ;  next,  the  various  instruments ; 
Fourth,  the  especial  effort ;  fifth,  the  God. 
What  work  soever  any  mortal  doth 
Of  body,  mind,  or  speech,  evil  or  good, 
By  these  five  doth  he  that     Which  being  thus. 
Whoso,  for  lack  of  knowledge,  seeth  himself 
As  the  sole  actor,  knoweth  nouglit  at  all 
And  seeth  nought.     Therefore,  I  say,  if  one  — 
Holding  aloof  from  self  —  with  unstained  mind 
Should  slay  all  yonder  host,  l^eing  bid  to  slay. 
He  doth  not  slay ;  he  is  not  bound  thereby ! 

Knowledge,  the  thing  known,  and  the  mind 
which  knows. 
These  make  the  threefold  starting-ground  of  act. 
The  act,  the  actor,  and  the  instrument, 
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Thfsu  make  the  tlireefuld  toUil  of  the  tU-ed. 
But  knowledge,  agent,  act,  ure  diO'urunced 
By  three  dividing  qnalities.    Ilear  now 
Which  be  the  qualities  dividing  tliera. 

Thuio  is  "true"  Knowledge.     Learn  thoo   it  is 
tliii^: 
To  see  one  cliiingeleas  Life  in  all  the  Lives, 
And  in  the  St;panite,  One  Iiigeparable. 
There  is  imperfect  Knowledge ;  that  which  sees 
The  sep.irate  existences  apart. 
And.  being  separated,  holds  them  real. 
There   is   false    Enowlcdgc:    tliat   which   blindly 

clings 
To  one  as  it  'twere  all.  Becking  no  Cause, 
Deprived  of  light,  narrow,  and  dull,  and  "  dark," 

Tliere  is  "right"  Action:   that   wliicli  —  being 
enjoined  — 
Is  wrought  without  attachment,  passion lessly, 
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For  duty,  not  for  love,  nor  hate,  nor  gain. 

There  is  '•  vain  "  Action :  that  which  men  pursue 

Acliing  to  satisfy  desires,  impelled 

By  sense  of  self,  with  all-absorbing  stress : 

This  is  of  Eajas  —  passionate  and  vain. 

There  is   "dark"  Action:   when   one   doth  a 

thing 
Heedless  of  issues,  heedless  of  the  hurt 
Or  wrong  for  others,  heedless  if  he  harm 
His  own  soul  —  'tis  of  Tamos,  black  and  bad ! 


There  is  the  "  rightful "  doer.     He  who  acts 
Free  from  self-seeking,  humble,  resolute, 
Steadfast,  in  good  or  evil  hap  the  same. 
Content  to  do  aright  —  he  "  truly  "  acts. 
There  is  th'  "impassioned"  doer.     He  that  works 
From  impulse,  seeking  profit,  rude  and  bold 
To  overcome,  unchastened ;  slave  by  turns 
Of  sorrow  and  of  joy :  of  Bajas  he ! 
And  there  be  evil  doers ;  loose  of  heart. 
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Low-raiodotl,  stubborn,  fraudulent,  remisa. 

Dull,  slow,  desponileiit  — diikiren  of  llie  "  dark." 

Hoar,  too,  of  Intellwt  and  .Sti'adfastiiess 
The  ihreefoM  aeparatioii,  Coiiqueror-l'ruice  I 
How  these  are  set  npart  by  Qualitias. 


Good  is  the  Intellect  which  cumyir^hfnds 
The  coming  forth  and  going  batik  of  life. 
Wliat    must    bo    done,    and    what    must    m  it     lie 

done, 
Wiat  should  be  feared,  and  what  should    uot    be 

feared. 
What  binds  and  what  eiiiajicipatcs  the  soul : 
That  is  of  Sallwan.  Prince!  of  " southfastoess." 
Marred  is  the  Intellect  which,  knowing  right 
And  knowing  wroug,  and  what  i«  well  to  do 
And  what  must  not  be  done,  yet  undorstanda 
Nought   with    firm    mind,    nor   as    the   calm 

truth  is: 
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This  is  of  Rajas,  Prince !  and  "  passionate !  '* 
Evil  is  Intellect  which,  wrapped  in  gloom, 
Looks  upon  wrong  as  right,  and  sees  all  things 
Contrariwise  of  Truth.     0  Pritha's  Son  ! 
That  is  of  Tamas,  "  dark  "  and  desperate ! 


Good  is  the  steadfastness  whereby  a  man 
Masters  his  beats  of  heart,  his  very  breath 
Of  life,  the  action  of  his  senses ;  fixed 
In  never-shaken  faith  and  piety  : 
That   is    of    Sattwan,    Prince !    "  soothfast  '*    and 

fair! 
Stained  is  the  steadfastness  whereby  a  man 
Holds  to  his  duty,  purpose,  effort,  end, 
For  life's  sake,  and  the  love  of  goods  to  gain, 
Arjuna  !  'tis  of  Rajas,  passion-stamped  ! 
Sad  is  the  steadfastness  wherewith  the  fool 
Cleaves  to  his  sloth,  his  sorrow,  and  his  fears. 
His  folly  and  despair.     This  —  Pritha's  Son  !  — 
Is  born  of  Titma.^,  "  ilark  "  aiid  miserable! 
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Hear  further,  Cliiiif  of  Bharatjia !  from  Me 
The  threefold  kinls  of  Pleasure  wliicli  there  hei.^ 

Good  PleasuR-  is  the  plisasure  that  eudnres, 
Banialiing  pain  for  aye ;  bitter  at  first 
As  poison  to  the  soul,  but  afterward 
Sweet  as  the  taste  of  Atiirit     Briuk  of  that! 
It  springeth  in  the  Spirit's  deep  content 
And  painful  Pleasure  springeth  from  the  bonii  I 
Between  the  senses  and  tlie  seiiee-world. 
As  Amrit  is  its  first  taste,  hut  its  last 
Bitter  as  poison.    'Tis  of  Itajaa,  Prince ) 
And  foul  and  "  dark  "  the  Pleasure  is  which  spi 
From  sloth  and  sin  and  foolishness ;  at  first 
And  at  the  last,  and  all  tlie  way  of  lifB 
The  soul  bewildering.      Tis  of  Tamas,  Prince! 


For  nothijig  lives  on  earth,  nnr  'midst  the  g 
In  utmost  heaven,  but  hath  its  being  bootid 
With  these  tlirce  Qualities,  by  Nature  framed  i 
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The  work  of  liralimans,  Kshatriyas,  Vai^yas, 
And  ^udras,  O  thou  Slayer  of  thy  Foes  1 
Is  fixed  by  reason  of  the  Qualities 
Planted  in  each : 


A  13rahman'8  virtues,  Prince  ! 
Bom  of  his  nature,  are  serenity. 
Self-mastery,  religion,  purity, 
Patience,  uprightness,  learning,  and  to  know 
The  truth  of  tilings  which  be.     A  Kshatriya*s  pride, 
Born  of  his  nature,  lives  in  valor,  fire, 
Constancy,  skilfulness,  spirit  in  fight, 
And  oj)en-handedness  and  noble  mien. 
As  of  a  lord  of  men.     A  Vai^ya's  task, 
l>orn  with  his  nature,  is  to  till  the  ground, 
Tend  cattle,  venture  trade.     A  Sudra's  state, 
Suiting  his  nature,  is  to  minister. 


"Whoso  jierformf^tli  —  diligent,  content  — 

1  lie  work  allotted  liiiu,  wlKitc'cr  it  hv, 
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Lays  hold  of  perfectness  1     Hour  buw  a  man 

Fitidelli  perfectioii,  lieing  so  conteut : 

He  liiuKll]  it  tlirougli  wowliip — WTotiglitby  worl- 

Of  Hbi  timt  is  tilt:  Source  of  all  wliich  lives. 

Of  Him  l>y  'Whuiii  the  utiiverso  wns  ilrfU-htJ- 


Ei-tter  lliiiie  ovni  work  la,  tbougli  done  witli  foult, 
Thau  doing  others'  work,  (sv'd  excelloiitly. 
He  shall  not  full  iii  sin  who  fronts  IUl-  task 
Set  liiin  by  Nature's  hand  I     Let  uo  man  leave 
His  iiatura]  duty.  Prince!  though  it  k-urhluiucl 
For  every  work  hath  blame,  as  eveiy  flame 
la  wrapped  in  smoke  !     Only  that  man  utlaina 
Terfoct  surcease  of  work  whiee  work  was  wrought 
With  mind  luifcltftrfnl,  snnl  wholly  subduod. 
Desires  for  ever  dead,  rosulta  renounced. 

Lcnrii  from  me,  Sfin  of  Kuuli !  also  this. 
How  one.  attaining  pi*rfcct  Jieacc,  ultaJna 
Beaiim,  the  supreme,  the  highest  height  of  nil '. 
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Devoted  —  with  a  heart  grown  pure,  restrained 
In  lordly  self-control,  foregoing  wiles 
Of  song  and  senses,  freed  from  love  and  hate. 
Dwelling  *mid  solitudes,  in  diet  spare, 
With  body,  speech,  and  will  tamed  to  obey. 
Ever  to  holy  meditation  vowed. 
From  passions  liberate,  quit  of  the  Self, 
Of  arrogance,  impatience,  anger,  pride ; 
Freed  from  surroundings,  quiet,  lacking  nought  — 
Such  an  one  grows  to  oneness  with  the  Brahm  ; 
Such  an  one,  growing  one  with  Beahm,  serene. 
Sorrows  no  more,  desires  no  more ;  his  soul. 
Equally  loving  all  that  lives,  loves  well 
Me,  Wlio  have  made  them,  and  attains  to  Me. 
By  this  same  love  and  worship  doth  he  know 
Me  as  I  am,  how  high  and  wonderful. 
And  knowing,  straightway  enters  into  Me. 
And  whatsoever  deeds  he  doeth  —  fixed 
In  Mo,  as  in  his;  rofni'e  — he  hatli  won 
Yi)Y  L'ViT  and  I'nr  <.'Vi'r  l»v  ]\Iv  «4raee 
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Tb'  Eternal  Rest!     So  win  tlioii !     In  tliy  Uiouglits 

Do  all  thou  dost  for  Me !     Tienounce  tor  Me ! 

Sacrifice  heart  and  luiud  nad  will  to  Me  ! 

Live  iu  tlje  faith  of  Mo  !     Id  faith  of  Me 

All  dangers  thou  shalt  vanfjuisli,  by  My  grace , 

But,  trusting  to  thyself  and  heeding  not. 

Thou  cau'st  but  perish !    If  this  day  thou  say'st 

Itelying  on  thyself.  "  I  will  uot  fight !" 

Vain  will  the  purpose  prove !  tliy  qualities 

Would  spur  thee  to  the  war.     What  thou  dost  lihtin, 

Misled  by  fair  illusions,  thou  wouUist  s<xtk 

Against  thy  will,  when  the  task  comes  to  thee 

Waking  the  promptings  in  thy  nature  set. 

There  lives  a  Master  in  the  hearts  of  niea 

Jlaketh  their  deeds,  by  subtle  pulling-strings. 

Dance  to  what  tune  He  will     With  all  thy  tioul 

Tnist  Him,  and  take  Him  for  thy  succor,  l*riuce ! 

So  —  only  BO,  Arjuna  1  —  ahalt  tliou  gain  — 

By  grace  of  Him  —  the  uttennf>>t  repose. 

The  Eternal  Place ! 
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Thus  hath  been  opened  thee 
This  Truth  of  Truths,  the  Mystery  more  hid 
Thau  any  secret  mystery.     Meditate  ! 
And  —  as  thou  wilt  —  then  act ! 


Nay !  but  once  more 
Take  My  last  word,  My  utmost  meaning  have ! 
Precious  thou  art  to  Me ;  right  well-beloved ! 
Listen !  I  tell  thee  for  thy  comfort  this. 
Give  Me  thy  heart !  adore  Me !  serve  Me !  cling 
In  faith  and  love  and  reverence  to  Me ! 
So  shalt  thou  come  to  Me  !     I  promise  true, 
For  thou  art  sweet  to  Me ! 

And  let  go  those  — 
Rites  and  writ  duties !     Fly  to  Me  alone ! 
Make  Me  thy  single  refuge  !     I  will  free 
Thy  soul  from  all  its  sins  !    Be  of  good  cheer ! 


[Hide,  the  holy  Krishna  saith, 
This  from  him  that  hath  no  faith. 
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Him  that  worships  not,  nor  seeks 
Wisdom's  ttiachiDg  when  she  speaks : 
Hide  it  from  all  men  who  mock ; 
But,  wherever,  'mid  the  flock 
Of  My  lovers,  one  shall  teach 
This  diviaest,  wisest,  speech  — 
Teaching  in  the  faith  to  bring 
Truth  to  them,  and  offering 
Of  all  honor  unto  Me  — 
Unto  Brahma  comcth  he ! 
Nay,  and  nowhere  shall  ye  find 
Any  man  of  all  mankind 
Doing  dearer  deed  for  Me ; 
Nor  shall  any  dearer  be 
In  My  earth.     Yea,  furthermore. 
WIioso  reads  this  converse  o'er 
Held  by  Us  upon  the  plaiu. 
Pondering  piously  aud  fain, 
He  hath  paid  Me  sacrifice ! 
(Krislma  speaketh  in  this  wise*!) 
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Yea,  and  whoso,  full  of  faith, 
Hoareth  wisely  what  it  saith, 
Hcareth  meekly,  —  when  he  dies. 
Surely  shall  his  spirit  rise 
To  those  regions  where  tlie  Blest, 
Free  of  flesh,  in  joyauce  rest] 


Hath  this  been  heard  by  thee,  0  Indian  Prince ! 
With  mind  intent  ?  hath  all  the  ignorance  — 
Wliich  bred  thy  trouble  —  vanished.  My  Arjun  ? 


ARJUNA: 

Trouble  and  ignorance  are  gone !  the  Light 
Hath  come  unto  me,  by  Thy  favor,  Lord ! 
Now  am  I  fixed !  my  doubt  is  fled  away ! 
According  to  Thy  word,  so  will  I  do  I 
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SANJAYA: 

Thus   gathered  I  the   gracioua   speech   of   Krishna, 

0  my  King! 
Tims  have  I  told,  witli  heart  a-thrill,  this  wise  and 

wondrous  thing 
Dy  great  Vyiisa's  learning  writ,  how  Krishna's  self 

made  known 
The    Yi'iga,  being  Yoga's    Lord.      So   is   the    high 

truth  shown ' 
And    aye,    when    I   remember,    0    Lord    my    King, 

again 
Arjuna   and   the   God    in   talk,   and   all    thl?    holy 

strain. 
Great  is  my  gladness:  when  I  muse  that  splendor, 

passing  speech, 
Of  Hari,  visible  and  plain,  there  is  no  tongue   to 

reach 
My    marvel   and   my   love   and   bliss.      0   Archer- 

I'riuce  !   alt  bail ! 
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f  Krishna,  Liril  uf  Yi">ga'    surely  tliiTt-  shall   in^L 

fuil 
IJlessing,   and    victory,    mid    [lower,   for   Thy  ■must 

mighty  aake. 
Where  this  song  ccmiea  of  Arjun,  and  how  with  God 

he  spake. 

to  „.,.... „„ 

I  Entllltd  "  Mokshaianijasayi'iii,'' 

Or  ■•  The  liimk  .<f  liMgion  bi,  Dstirerance  and  /fti.Hiicin'w-i," 
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